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TO     HIS 

G    R    A    C    E, 
THE 

Duke  of  Somerfet. 

My  Lord, 

F  the  Application  of  too  great 
a  Part  of  my  Time  to  the  un- 

profitable Love  and  Study  of 
Poetry,  has  been  an  Imputation, 

perhaps,  juftly  enough  charg  d  upon  me  j  I 
am  bound,  by  the  firft  Principles  of  Duty 
and  Gratitude,  to  own,  that  it  is  by  Your 
Grace's   immediate  Goodnefs  that  I  have A  at 



DEDICATION. 
at  length  an  Opportunity  of  turning  my 
Thoughts  a  better  and  more  ufeful  Way. 

The  Honour  of  Your  Grace's  Prote&ion  and 
Favour,  has  fbmething  in  it  which  diftin- 
guifiies  it  felf  from  that  of  other  Great  Men  j 
t!i£  Benefit  of  it  is  extenfive,  and  to  have 

a  fharfe  in  Your  Grace's  good  Opinion,  is to  be  entitled,  at  leaft,  to  fomeEfteem  and 

Regard  from  Your  Grace's  illufirious  Friends, 
that  is,  from  thofe  who  fill  up  the  firft  and 
bed:  Rank  of  Mankind.  Whatever  I  am 

or  can  be,  ( if  I  am  ever  to  be  any  thing ) 

is  all  Your  Grace's.  It  is  an  Acknowledg- 
ment that  I  make,  with  as  much  Satisfa- 

ction as  Pride  •,  and  I  don't  know  whether 
the  Obligation  I  lye  under,  or  the  Benefit  I 
receive  from  it,  be  capable  of  giving  me  the 
greater  Pleafure.  Some  Dependances  are  in- 

deed a  Pain,  tho'  they  bring  confiderable 
Advantages  along  with  them  ->  but  where 
there  is  a  gracious  Temper,  an  eafie  Con- 
defcenfion,  and  a  Readinefs  to  do  Good 

equal  to  the  Magnificence  of  the  Giver, 
the  Value  of  that  Gift  muft  certainly  be 

very  much  enhane'd.  Tis  my  particular 
Happinefs,  that  Your  Grace  is  the  beft:  Be- 

nefactor 1  could  have  5  for  as  I  am  capable 

of 
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of  making  no  Return,  Your  Grace  never 
thinks  of  receiving  one.  I  have  indeed  one 

thing  ftill  to  beg,  That  as  Your  Grace  re- 

ceiv'd  me  into  Your  favourable  Opinion, 
without  any  Pretenfion  that  could  be  made 
on  my  fide,  I  may  have  the  Honour  to 

continue  there,  by  my  firft  Title,  Your  Grace's meer  Goodnefs. 

Tho'  it  be  high  time  to  difclaim  thofe 
Studies,  with  which  I  have  amus'd  my  felf 
and  other  People ;  yet  I  could  not  take 

leave  of  an  Art  1  have  long  lov'd,  without 
commending  the  belt  of  our  Poets  to  the 
Protection  of  the  beft  Patron.  I  have  fome- 
times  had  the  Honour  to  hear  Your  Grace 

exprefs  the  particular  Pleafiire  you  have  ta- 
ken in  that  Greatnefs  of  Thought,  thofe 

natural  Images,  thofe  Paflions  finely  touch'd, 
and  that  beautiful  Expreflion  which  is  eve- 

ry where  to  be  met  with  in  Shakefpear.  And 
that  he  may  dill  have  the  Honour  to  enter- 
tain  Your  Grace,  1  have  taken  fome  Care 
to  redeem  him  from  the  Injuries  of  former 
lmpreifions.  I  muft  not  pretend  to  have 
reftor'd  this  Work  to  the  Exa&nefs  of  the 

Author's  Original  Manufcripts  :  Thofe  are 
loft,  or,  at  leaft,  are  gone  beyond  any  Inquiry  I 

A  2,  could 
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could  make  j  fo  that  there  was  nothing  left, 
but  to  compare  the  feveral  Editions,  and  give 
the  true  Reading  as  well  as  I  could  from 

thence.     This   I  have  endeavour'd  to   do 

pretty  carefully*   and   render'd  very   many Places  Intelligible,  that  were  not  fo  before. 
In  fome  of  the  Editions,  efpecially  the  laft, 
there  were  many  Lines,  ( and  in  Hamlet  one 
whole  Scene )    left  out  together  5  thefe  are 

now  all  fupply'd.     I  fear  Your  Grace  will 
ftill  find  fome  Faults,  but  I  hope  they  are 
moftly  litteral,  and  the  Errors  of  the  Prefs, 

Such  as  it  is,  it  is  the  beft  Prefent  of  Eng- 
UJh  Poetry  1  am  capable  of  making  Your 
Grace.    And  I  believe  I  ihall  be  thought  no 

unjuft  Difpofer  of  this,  the  Author's  Eftate  in 
Wit,  by  humbly  Offering  it  where  he  would 

have  been  proud  to  have  Bequeath'd  it. 
The  Prefent  Age  is  indeed  an  unfortunate 

one  for  Dramatick  Poetry ;  flie  has  been  perfe- 
cted by  Fanaticifm,  forfaken  by  her  Friends, 

and  opprefs'd  even  by  Mufick,  her  Sifter 
and  confederate  Art,  that  was  formerly  em- 

ploy'd  in  her  Defence  and  Support.  In 
f  uch  perillous  Times,  I  know  no  Prote&ion 
for  Shakefpear,  more  Safe  nor  more  Ho- 

nourable than  Your  Graces;  'Tis  the  beft Security 
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Security  a  Poet  can  ask  for,  to  be  fhelter'd 
under  that  Great  Name  which  prefides  over 
One  of  the  moft  Famous  Univerfities  of  Eu- 

rope.    To  do  publick  Benefits,  is  indeed  an 
Honour  Natural  and  Hereditary  to  Your 

Grace's    illuftnous   Family ;    'tis    to     that 
Noble  Stock  we  owe  our  Edward  the  Sixth; 
a  Prince  of  the  greateft  Hopes  which  that  or 

any  other  Age  ever  produc'd  :    A  Prince, 
whofe   uncommon    Proficiency   in    Learn- 

ing;  made  him  the  Wonder   of  his  own 

Time  \  whofe  Care  for  his  People  will  di- 
ftinguifh  him  among  the  beft  of  our  Kings, 
and  whole  Piety  and  Zeal  for  the  true  Re- 

ligion, will  preferve  his  Name  Dear  and  Sa- 
cred to  our  Church  for  ever.     But  if  we 

look  back  Co  high  as  the  Reformation,  'twill 
be  impoflible  not  to  remember  the  Share 

Your  Grace's  Noble  Anceftor  had  in  that 
good  Work :  He  was  the  Defence  and  Or- 

nament of  it  in  his  Life,  and  the  Martyr  of 
it  in  his  Dearh.     Since  it  is  moft  certain, 
that  thole  wicked  and  ambitious  Men,  who 
defign d  the  Subverfion  of  Church  and  State, 

and  of  whom  the  Chief  dy'd  a  profeft  Pa- 
pift,    could   not  propofe  to  have  brought 

about  thofe  fatal  Defigns,  'till  they  had  firft 
remov'd  the  Duke  ofSemerfet.  J 
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I  need  not  tell  the  World  how  well  Your 

Grace  has  follow'd  the  Examples  of  Ho- 
nour and  Virtue  in  your  own  Family.  The 

Eftablifh'd  Church,  the  Crown  and  Your 

Country,  have  received  many  Eminent  Te- ftimonies  of  Your  unalterable  Zeal  for  their 
Service,  and  unfhaken  Refblution  in  their 
Defence.  There  was  a  Time,  fbmewhat 

above  twenty  Years  ago,  when  the  pernici- 
ous Councils  of  fome  Men  put  the  Crown 

upon  taking  fiich  Meafures  as  might  have 
been  fatal  in  the  laft  Degree  to  both  Our 
Religious  and  Civil  Liberties;  when  they 
had  the  Hardinefs  not  only  to  avow  a  Re- 

ligion equally  deftru&ive  to  the  Church 
and  State,  but  did  even  prefume  to  bring 
in  a  publick  Minifter  from  the  Bifliop  of 
Rome,  as  it  were  in  Defiance  of  Our  Con- 
ftitution,  and  in  Triumph  over  Our  Laws  : 
It  was  then,  I  fay,  that  they  thought  it 
highly  neceffary  to  their  Purpofe,  that  a 
Man  of  the  firft  Quality  and  Figure  in  Eng- 

land, fhould  countenance  Co  bold  and  unex- 

ampled an  Undertaking.  They  pitch'd  up- 
on one,  'tis  true,  whofe  known  Love  of  his 

Country  might  in  a  good  meafure  have 
taken  off  the  Odioufncfs  of  that  A&ion, 

and 
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and  even  allay 'd  the  Apprehenfions  of 
Danger,  which  on  fuch  an  Occafion  Peo- 

ple naturally  had.  It.  mud  be  own'd,  that 
they  had  thought  prudently  for  themfelves  j 
but  they  were  highly  miftaken  in  the  Man 
they  had  cho/en,  and  found  him  to  be 

above  all  Temptation-,  fuch  a  one*  whom 
neither  the  Refpedt  he  bore  to  the  Perjfbn 
of  the  Prince,  ( which  was  very  great )  nor 
the  Menaces  of  an  infblent  Fa&ion,  could 

prevail  upon,  for  any  Regards,  to  do  Vio- 
lence to  his  Country,  or  engage  in  any 

thing  which  might  be  an  Offence  to  his 
Honour  and  Confcience. 

It  is  with  Pleafure,  my  Lord,  that  we 
compare  the  troublcfbme  Condition  of  thofe 

paft  Times,  with  the  Security  of  thefe  pre- 
fent.  And  I  cannot  but  Congratulate  Your 
Grace  upon  the  Profpcrity  and  Succefs  of 

Her  Majefty's  Counfels,  in  the  great  Jun- 
cture of  Affairs  which  now  draws  the  Eyes 

and  Expe&ations  of  all  Europe.  Never,  cer- 
tainly, was  there  a  fairer  Profped  of  Hap- 

pinefs  than  that  which  now  rifes  to  our 

View.  There  appears  to  be  a  general  DiC- 
pofition  for  Unanimity  and  good  Agree- 

ment at  Home,  as  for  Peace  Abroad,   Thefe are 
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are  the  great  Rewards  given  to  the  Piety  of 
the  Beft  of  Queens ;  And  it  feems  a  Blefling 
peculiarly  refervd  for  Her,  to  fave,  not  only 
Europe  in  General,  but  even  France,  her 
Enemy,  from  the  laft  Ruin.  That  Your 
Grace  may  long  enjoy  the  Happinefs  of  that 
Peace,  which  in  Your  feveral  high  Stations, 
either  as  a  Patriot  to  Your  Country,  or  a 
faithful  Councellor  to  the  Queen,  You  have 

fb  largely  contributed  to,  is  the  moft  hum- 
ble and  hearty  With  of,  my  Lord, 

Tour  GRACE'S 

Moft  Obligd, 

Moft  Ve<vote&>  and 

Obedient  Humble  Servant, 

N.Rovm 
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ACCOUNT 
O  F    T  H  E 

LIFE,  &c. 
O  F 

Mr.  William  Shakefpear. 
T  feems  to  be  &  kind  of  Refpeft 
due  to  the  Memory  of  Excellent 
Men,  efpecially  of  thofe  whom 
their  Wit  and  Learning  have  made 
Famous,  to  deliver  fome  Account 

of  themfelves,  as  well  as  their  Works>  to  Po- 

fterity.  *For  this  Reafon,  how  fond  do  we  fee 
fome  People  of  difcovering  any  little  Perfonal 
Story  of  the  great  Men  of  Antiquity,  their  Fa- 

milies, the  common  Accidents  of  their  Lives, 
and  even  their  Shape,  Make  and  Features  have 

Vol.  I.  a  been 
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been  the  Subjeft  of  critical  Enquiries.  How 
trifling  foever  this  Curiofity  may  feem  to  be, 
it  is  certainly  very  Natural ;  and  we  are  hardly 

fatisfy'd  with  an  Account  of  any  remarkable 
Perfon,  'till  we  have  heard  him  defcrib'd  even 
to  the  very  Cloaths  he  wears.  As  for  what 
relates  to  Men  of  Letters,  the  knowledge  of 

an  Author  may  fometimes  conduce  to  the  bet- 

ter underftanding  his  Book :  And  tho'  the 
Works  of  Mr.  Shake/pear  may  feem  to  many 

not  to  want  a  Comment,  yet  I  fancy  fome  lit- 
tle Account  of  the  Man  himfelf  may  not  be 

thought  improper  to  go  along  with  them. 
He  was  the  Son  of  Mr.  John  Shake/pear,  and 

was  Born  at  Stratford  upon  Avon,  in  War- 
wickfirire^  in  April  1564.  His  Family,  as  ap- 

pears by  the  Regifler  and  Publick  Writings  re- 
lating to  that  Town,  were  of  good  Figure  and 

Fafliion  there,  and  are  mention'd  as  Gentle- 
men. His  Father,  who  was  a  confiderable 

Dealer  in  Wool,  had  fo  large  a  Family,  ten 

Children  in  all,  that  tho'  he  was  his  eldefl  Son, 
he  could  give  him  no  better  Education  than 

his  own  Employment.  He  had  bred*  him,  'tis 
true,  for  fome  time  at  a  Free-School,  where 

'tis  probable  he  acquir'd  that  little  Latin  he 
was  Mafler  of :  But  the  narrownefs  of  his  Cir- 
cuinftances,  and  the  want  of  his  affiftance  at 

Home,, 
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Home,  forc'd  his  Father  to  withdraw  him 
from  thence*  and  unhappily  prevented  his 
further  Proficiency  in  that  Language.  It  is 
without  Controverfie,  that  he  had  no  know- 

ledge of  the  Writings  of  the  Antient  Poets, 
not  only  from  thisReafori,  but  from  his  Works 

,  themfelves,  where  we  find  no  traces  of  any 

thing  that  looks  like  an  Imitation  of  'em ;  the 
Delicacy  of  his  Tafte,  and  the  natural  Bent  of 
his  own  Great  Genius  ̂   equal,  if  not  iuperior  to 
fome  of  thebeft  of  theirs,  would  certainly  have 

led  him  to  Read  and  Study  'em  with  fo  much 
Pleafure,  that  fome  of  their  fine  Images  would 
naturally  have  infinuated  themfelves  into,  and 

been  mix'd  with  his  own  Writings  ;  fo  that 
his  not  copying  at  leaft  fomething  from  them, 
may  be  an  Argument  of  his  never  having  read 

'em.  Whether  his  Ignorance  of  the  Antients 
were  a  difadvantage  to  him  or  no,  may  admit  of 

aDifpute:  For  tho' the  knowledge  of 'em  might 
have  made  him  more  Correct,  yet  it  is  not  im- 

probable but  that  the  Regularity  and  Deference 
for  them,  which  would  have  attended  that 

Correftnefs,  might  have  reftrain'd  fome  of 
that  Fire,  Impetuofity,  and  even  beautiful  Ex- 

travagance which  we  admire  ip.  Shake fpear: 

Arid  I  believe  we  are  better  pleas'd  with  thofe 
Thoughts, :  altogether  New   and  Uncommon* 

ax  which 
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which  his  own  Imagination  fupply'd  him  fo 
abundantly  with,  than  if  he  had  given  us  the 
moll  beautiful  Paflages  out  of  the  Greek  an4 
Latin  Poets,  and  that  in  the  moll  agreeable 
manner  that  it  was  poffible/or  a  Mafler  of  the 

Englijh  Language  to  deliver  'em.  Some  Latin 
without  queflion  he  did  know,  and  one  may 

fee  up  and  down  in  his  Plays  how  far  his  Read- 

ing that  way  went :  In  Love's  Labour  loft,  the  v 
Pedant  comes  out  with  a  Verfe  of  Mantuan ; 

and  in  Titu s  Andronicus,  one  of  the  Got hick 

Princes,  upon  reading 

Integer*  vita  fcelerifque  fur  us 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu   

fays,  'Tis  a  Verfe  in  Horace,  but  he  remembers 
it  out  of  his  Grammar  :  Which,  I  fuppofe, 

was  the  Author's  Cafe.  Whatever  Latin  he 

had,  'tis  certain  he  underftood  French •,  as  may 
be  obferv'd  from  many  Words  and  Sentences 
fcatter'd  up  and  down  his  Plays  in  that  Lan- 

guage ;  and  efpecially  from  one  Scene  in 
Henry  the  Fifth  written  wholly  in.  it.  Upon 
his  leaving  School,  he  feems  to  have  given 
intirely  into  that  way  of  Living  which  his 

Father  propos'd  to  him  ;  and  in  order  to 
fettle  in  the  World  after  a  Family  man- 

ner, he  thought  fit  to  marry  while  he  was 

yet 
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yet  very  Young.  His  Wife  was  the  Daughter 

of  one  Hathaway i  faid  to  have  been  a  fubftan- 
tial  Yeoman  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Strat- 

ford. In  this  kind  of  Settlement  he  continu'd 
for  fome  time,  'till  an  Extravagance  that  he 

was  guilty  of,  forc'd  him  both  out  of  his  Coun- 
try and  that  way  of  Living  which  he  had  taken 

up  ;  and  tho'it  feem'd  at  firfl  to  be  a  BlemiJh 
upon  his  good  Manners,  and  a  Misfortune  to 

him,  yet  it  afterwards  happily  prov'd  the  oc- 
cafion  of  exerting  one  of  the  greatefl  Geni- 

us s  that  ever  was  known  in  Dramatick  Poetry. 
He  had,  by  a  Misfortune  common  enough  to 
young  Fellows,  fallen  into  ill  Company  ;  and 
amongfl  them,  fome  that  made  a  frequent 

practice  of  Deer-ftealing,  engag'd  him  with 
them  more  than  once  in  robbing  a  Park  that 

belong'd  to  Sir  Thomas  Lucy  of  Cherlecot,  near 
Stratford.  For  this  he  was  profecuted  by  that 
Gentleman,  as  he  thought,  fomewhat  too  fe- 
verely ;  and  in  order  to  revenge  that  illUfage, 

he  made  a  Ballad  upon  him.  And  tho'  this, 
probably  the  firft  Eflay  of  his  Poetry,  be  loft, 
yet  it  is  faid  to  have  been  fo  very  bitter,  that 
it  redoubled  the  Profecution  againft  him  to 

that  degree,  that  he  was  oblig'd  to  leave  his 
Bufinefs  and  Family  in  Warwickjhire,  for  fome 
time,  and  flieltcr  himfelf  in  London. 

a  3  It 
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It  is  at  this  Time,  and  upon  this  Accident, 

that  he  is  faid  to  have  made  his  firft  Acquain- 

tance in  the  Play-houfe.  He  was  receiv'd  in- 
to the  Company  then  in  being,  at  firft  in  a 

very  mean  Rank  ;  But  his  admirable  Wit, 
and  the  natural  Turn  of  it  to  the  Stage, 

foon  diftinguifh'd  him,  if  not  as  an  extraor- 
dinary Aftor,  yet  as  an  excellent  Writer. 

His  Name  is  Printed,  as  the  Cuftom  was  in 

thofe  Times,  amongft  thofe  of  the  other  Play* 
ers,  before  fome  old  Plays,  but  without  any 
particular  Account  of  what  fort  of  Parts  he 

us'd  to  play ;  and  tho'  I  have  inquir'd,  I  could 
never  meet  with  any  further  Account  of  him 
this  way,  than  that  the  top  of  his  Performance 
was  the  Ghoft  in  his  own  Hamlet.  I  iliould 

have  been  much  more  pleas'd,  to  have  learn'd 
from  fome  certain  Authority,  which  was  the 
firft  Play  he  wrote;  it  would  be  without  doubt 
a  pleafure  to  any  Man,  curious  in  Things  of 
this  Kind,  to  fee  and  know  what  was  the  firft 

Eflay  of  a  Fancy  like  Shakefpears.  Perhaps 
we  are  not  to  look  for  his  Beginnings,  like 

thofe  of  other  Authors,  among  their  leaft  per- 
feft  Writings ;  Art  had  fo  little,  and  Nature 
fo  large  a  Share  in  what  he  did,  that,  for  ought 
I  know,  the  Performances  of  his  Youth,  as 

they 
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they  were  the  mod  vigorous,  and  had  the 

moft  fire  and  ltrength  of  Imagination  in  'em, 
were  the  beft.   I  would  not  be  thought  by  this 

to  mean,  that  his  Fancy  was  fo  loofe  and  ex- 
travagant, as  to  be  Independent  on  the  Rule 

and  Government  of  Judgment  ;  bur  that  what 
he  thought,  was  commonly  fo  Great,  fo  juftly 

and  rightly  Conceiv'd  in  it  felf,  that  it  wanted 
little  or  no  Corre&ion,  and  was  immediately 

approv'd  by  an  impartial  Judgment  at  the  firffc 
-  fight.    Ml*.  T^ryden  feems  to  think  that  Terl- 
<cUs  is  one  of  his  firfl  Plays ;  but  there  is  no 

judgment  to  be  form'd  on  that,  fince  there  is 
good  Reafon  to  believe  that  the  greatefl  part 

of  that  Play  was  not  written  by  him ;  tho'  it  is 
own'd,  fome  part  of  it  certainly  was,  particu- 

larly the  laft  Aft.  But  tho'  the  order  of  Time  in 
which  the  feveral  Pieces  were  written  be  gene_ 

rally  uncertain,  yet  there;  are  Paffages  in  fome 
few  of  them  which  feem  to  fix  their  Dates.  So 

the  Chorus  in  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  Aft  of 

Henry  V.  by  a  Compliment  very  handfomly 

turn'd  to  the  Earl  of  Ejfex,  fliews  the  Play  to 
have  been  written  when  that  Lord  was  General 

for  the  Queen  in  Ireland :  And  hisElogy  upon 

Q.  Elizabeth >,  and  her  Succeflbr  K.  James>  in 
the  latter  end  of  his  Henry  VIII,  is  a  Proof  of 

that  Play's  being  written  after  the  Acceffion 
a  4  of 
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of  the  latter  of  thofe  two  Princes  to  the  Crown 

of  England.  Whatever  the  particular  Times 

of  his  Writing  wTere,  the  People  of  his  Age, 
who  began  to  grow  wonderfully  fond  of  Di- 
verfions  of  this  kind,  could  not  but  be  highly 

pleas'd  to  fee  a  Genius  arife  amongfl  'em  of  fo 
pleafurable,  fo  rich  a  Vein,  and  fo  plenti- 

,  fully  capable  of  furnifliing  their  favourite  En- 
i  tertainments,  Befides  the  advantages  of  his 

Wit,  he  was  in  himfelf  a  good-natur'd  Man, 
of  great  fweetnefs  in  his  Manners,  and  a  moft 

agreeable  Companion ;  fo  that  it  is  no  wonder 

\  if  with  fo  many  good  Qualities  he  made  him- 
felf acquainted  with  the  befl  Converfations  of 

thofe  Times.  Queen  Elizabeth  had  feveral  of 

his1  Plays  Afted  before  her,  and  without  doubt 
gave  him  many  gracious  Marks  of  her  Favour ; 

It  is  that  Maiden  Princefs  plainly,  whom  he 
intends  by 

A  fair  Vejialy  Throned  by  the  Weft. 
Midfummcr  Night's  Dreamy 

Vol.2,  p. 480. 

And  that  whole  Paffage  is  a  Compliment  very 

properly  brought  in,  and  very  handfomly  ap- 

ply'd  to  her.  She  was  fo  well  pleas'd  with 
that  admirable  Character  of  Falftaffy  in  the 

two  Parts  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  that  flie  com- 
manded 
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manded  him  to  continue  it  for  one  Play  more, 
and  to  fhew  him  in  Love.  This  is  faid  to  be 

the  Occafion  of  his  Writing  The  Merry  Wives 

0/Windfor.  How  well  fhe  was  obey'd,  the 
Play  it  felf  is  an  admirable  Proof.  Upon  this 
Occafion  it  may  not  be  improper  to  obferve, 
that  this  Part  of  Falftajf  is  faid  to  have  been 

written  originally  under  the  Name  of  Oldcaftle% 
fome  of  that  Family  being  then  remaining, 

the  Queen  was  pleas'd  to  command  him  to  al- 
ter it  \  upon  which  he  made  ufe  of  Falftajf. 

The  prefent  Offence  was  indeed  avoided ;  but 

I  don't  know  whether  the  Author  may  not 
have_been  fomewhat  to  blame  in  his  fecond 

Choice,  fince  it  is  certain  that  Sir  John  Fair 

ftajf,  who  was  a  Knight  of  the  Garter,  and  a 
Lieutenant -General,  was  a  Name  of  diftin- 

guifh'd  Merit  in  the  Wars  in  France  in  Henry 

the  Fifth's  and  Henry  the  Sixth's  Times.  What 
Grace  foever  the  Queen  confer'd  upon  him,  it 
was  not  to  her  only  he  ow'd  the  Fortune  which 
the  Reputation  of  his  Wit  made.  He  had  the 

Honour  to  meet  with  many  great  and  uncom- 
mon Marks  of  Favour  and  Friendfhip  from  the 

Earl  of  Southampton^  famous  in  the  Hiflories 

of  that  Time  for  his  Friendfhip  to  the  unfor- 
tunate Earl  of  Ejfex.  It  was  to  that  Noble 

Lord  that  he  Dedicate*!  his  Venus  and  Adonis** 
the 
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the  only  Piece  of  his  Poetry  which  he  ever 

publifh'd  himfelf,  tho'  many  of  his  Plays  were 
furrppticioufly  and  lamely  Printed  in  his  Life- 

time. There  is  one  Inftance  fo  fingular  in  the 
Magnificence  of  this  Patron  of  Shakefpearsfhat 

if  I  had  not  been  aflur'd  that  the  Story  was  hand- 
ed down  by  Sir  William  TfAvenant,  who  was 

probably  very  well  acquainted  with  his  Affairs, 

I  ftiould  not  have  ventur'd  to  have  inferted, 
that  my  Lord  Southampton*  at  one  time,  gave 
him  a  thoufand  Pounds,  to  enable  him  to  go 
through  with  a  Purchafe  which  he  heard  he 
had  a  mind  to.  A  Bounty  very  great,  and  ve- 

ry rare  at  any  time,  and  almoft  equal  to  that 
profufe  Generofity  the  prefent  Age  has  fhewn 
to  French  Dancers  and  Italian  Eunuchs. 

What  particular  Habitude  or  Friendfhips  he 
contrafted  with  private  Men,  I  have  not  been 
able  to  learn,  more  than  that  every  one  who 
had  a  true  Tafte  of  Merit,  and  could  diflin- 
guifli  Men,  had  generally  a  juft  Value  and 
Efteem  for  him.  His  exceeding  Candor  and 

good  Nature  muil  certainly  have  inclin'd  all 
the  gentler  Part  of  the  World  to  love  him,  as 

the  power  of  his  Wit  oblig'd  the  Men  of  the 
moft  delicate  Knowledge  and  polite  Learning 
to  admire  him.  Amongft  thefe  was  the  in- 

comparable Mr,  Edmond  Spencer,  who  fpeaks 

of 
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of  him  in  bisTears  of  the  Mufes,  not  only  with 

the  Praifes  due  to  a  good  Poet,  but  even  la^ 
menting  his  Abfence  with  the  tendernefs  of  a 
Friend:  The  Paflage  is  in  Thalia  s  Complaint 

for  the  Decay  of  Dramatiek  Poetry,  and  the 

Contempt  the  Stage  then  lay  under,  amongft 

his  Mifcellaneous  Works,  />.  147. 

And  he  the  Man,whom  Nature's  felf had  made 
To  mock  her  felf  and  Truth  to  imitate 
With  kindly  Counter  under  mimick  Shade,, 
Our  plea/ant  Willy,  ah  !  is  dead  of  late : 
With  whom  all  Joy  and  jolly  Merriment 

Is  alfo  deaded,  and  in  'Dolour  drent. 

Injlead  thereof  fcoffing  Scurrility 
And fcorning  Folly  with  Contempt  is  crept \ 
Rolling  in  Rhimes  ofjhamelefs  Ribaudry, 
Without  Regard  or  due  Decorum  kept ; 
Each  idle  Wit  at  will  pre  fumes  to  make. 

And  doth  the  Learned s  Task  upon  him  take. 

But  that  fame  gentle  Spirit ,  from  whofe  Ten 
Large  Streams  of  Honey  andfweet  Ne<Sar  jfo^, 
Scorning  the  Boldnefs  offuch  bafe-bom  Men, 
Which  dare  their  Follies  forth  fo  rajhly  throw; 
*Doth  rather  choofe  to  fit  in  idle  Cell, 
Than  Jo  himfelfto  Mockery  to  fell 

I 
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I  know  fome  People  have  been  of  Opinion, 
that  Shake fpear  is  not  meant  by  Willy  in  the 
firft  Stanza  of  thefe  Verfes,  becaufe  Spencers 

Death  happen'd  twenty  Years  before  Shake- 
/pears.    But,  befides  that  the  Chara&er  is  not 
applicable  to  any  Man  of  that  time  but  himfelf, 
it  is  plain  by  the  laft  Stanza  that  Mr.  Spencer 
does  not  mean  that  he  was  then  really  Dead, 

but  only  that  he  had  with-drawn  himfelf  from 
the  Publick,  or  at  leaft  with-hel<I  his  Hand 
from  Writing,  out  of  a  difguft  he  had  taken  at 
the  then  ill  tafte  of  the  Town,  and  the  mean 

Condition  of  the  Stage.    Mr.  'Dryden  was  al- 
ways of  Opinion  thefe  Verfes  were  meant  of 

Shake/pear;  and  'tis  highly  probable  they  were 
fo,  fmce  he  was  three  and  thirty  Years  old  at 
Spencers  Death;  and  his  Reputation  in  Poetry 
muft  have  been  great  enough  before  that  Time 

to  have  deferv'd  what  is  here  faid  of  him.  His 
Acquaintance  with  Ben  John/on  began  with  a 
remarkable  piece  of  Humanity  and  good  Na- 

ture ;  Mr.  John/on,  who  was  at  that  Time  al- 

together unknown  to  the  World,  had  offer'd 
one  of  his  Plays  to  the  Players,  in  order  to 
have  it  Afted;   and  the  Perfons  into  whofe 

Hands  it  was  put,  after  having  turn'd  it  care- 
lefsly  and  fupercilioufly  over,  were  jufl  upon 

returning  it  to  him  with  an  ill-natur'd  Anfwer, that 
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that  it  would  be  of  no  fervice  to  their  Company, 

when  Shake fpear  luckily  call  his  Eye  upon  it, 
and  found  fomething  fo  well  in  it  as  to  engage 
him  firft  to  read  it  through,  and  afterwards  to 

recommend  Mr.  Johnfon  and  his  Writings  to 

the  Publick.    After  this   they  were  profefs'd 
Friends ;  tho'  I  don't  know  whether  the  other 
ever  made  him  an  equal  return  of  Gentlenefs 

and  Sincerity.     Ben  was  naturally  Proud  and 
Infolent,  and  in  the  Days  of  his  Reputation 
did  fo  far  take  upon  him  the  Supremacy  in 
Wit,  that  he  could  not  but  look  with  an  evil 

Eye  upon  any  one  that  feem'd  to  ftand  in 
Competition  with  him.    And  if  at  times  he 

has  affe&ed  to  commend  him,  it  has  always 

been  with  fome  Referve,  infinuating  his  Un- 
corre&nefs,  a  carelefs  manner  of  Writing,  and 

want  of  Judgment ;  the  Praife  of  feldom  alter- 
ing or  blotting  out  what  he  writ,  which  was 

given  him  by  the  Players  who  were  the  firft 
Publishers  of  his  Works  after  his  Death,  was 

what  Johnfon  could  not  bear  ;  he  thought  it 

impoffible,  perhaps,  for  another  Man  to  ftrike 

out  the  greateft  Thoughts  in  the  fineft  Ex- 
preflion,  and  to  reach  thofe  Excellencies  of 

Poetry  with  the  Eafe  of  a  firft  Imagination, 

which  himfelf  with  infinite  Labour  and  Study 
could  but  hardly  attain  to.    Johnfon  was  cer- 

tainly 
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tainly  a  very  good  Scholar,  and  in  that  had 

the  advantage  of  Shakefpear ;  tho'  at  the  fame 
time  I  believe  it  muft  be  allow'd,  that  what 
Nature  gave  the  latter,  was  more  than  a  Bal- 
lance  for  what  Books  had  given  the  former ; 

and  the  Judgment  of  a  great  Man  upon  this 
occafion  was,  I  think*  very  juft  and  proper.  In 

a  Converfation  between  Sir  John  Suckling) 

Sir  William  D'Avenant,  Endymion  'Porter, 
Mr.  Hales  of  Eaton,  and  Ben  Johnfon;  Sir  John 

Suckling,  who  was  a  profefs'd  Admirer  of 
Shakejpear,hzd  undertaken  his  Defence  againft 
Sen  John/on  with  fome  warmth;  Mr,  Hales 

who  had  fat  Hill  for  fome  time,  hearing  Ben 
frequently  reproaching  him  with  the  want  of 
Learning,  and  Ignorance  of  the  Antients,  told 
him  at  laft,  That  if  Mr.  Shakefpear  had  not 

read  the  Antients,  he  had  likewife  not  flollen 

any  thing  from  'em-,  (a  Fault  the  other  made 
no  Confcience  of  )  and  that  if  he  would  pro- 

duce any  one  Topic k  finely  treated  by  any  of 

them,  he  would  undertake  to  Jhew  fomething 

upon  the  fame  Subject  at  leaf  as  well  written 

by  Shakefpear.  John/on  did  indeed  take  a  large 

liberty,  even  to  the  tranfcribing  and  tranfla- 

ting  of  whole  Scenes  together  ;  and  fome-' 
times,  with  all  Deference  to  fo  great  a  Name 

as  his,  not  altogether  for  the  advantage  of  the 
Authors 
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Authors  of  whom  he  borrowed.  And  if  Au» 

gufius  and  Virgil  were  really  what  he  has  made 

'em  in  a  Scene  of  his  Toetafter*  they  are  as 

odd  an  Emperor  and  a  Poet  ̂ s  ever  met. 

Shake/pear,  on  the  other  Hand,  was  behold- 
ing to  no  body  farther  than  the  Foundation  of 

the  Tale,  the  Incidents  were  often  his  own, 

and  the  Writing  intirely  fo.  There  is  one 

Play  of  his,  indeed,  The  Comedy  of  Errors, 
in  a  great  meafure  taken  from  the  Menxchmi 

of  Tlatitus.  How  that  happen'd,  I  cannot  ea- 
fily  Divine,  fince,  as  I  hinted  before,  I  do 
not  take  him  to  have  been  Mailer  of  Latin 

enough  to  read  it  in  the  Original,  and  I  know 
of  no  Tranflation  of  Tlautm  fo  Old  as  his 
Time. 

As  I  have  not  proposed  to  my  felf  to  enter 
into  a  Large  and  Compleat  Criticifm  upon 
Mr.  Shake/pears  Works,  fo  I  fuppofe  it  will 
neither  be  expefted  that  I  fliould  take  notice 
of  the  fevere  Remarks  that  have  been  former- 

ly made  upon  him  by  Mr.  Rhymer.  I  muft 

confefs,  I  can't  very  well  fee  what  could  be 
the  Reafon  of  his  animadverting  with  fo  much 
Sharpnefs,  upon  the  Faults  of  a  Man  Excellent 
on  moil  Occafions,  and  whom  all  the  World 

ever  was  and  will  beinclin'd  to  haveanEfteem 
and  Veneration  for.  If  it  was  to  ihew  his  own 

Know- 
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Knowledge  in  the  Art  of  Poetry,  befides  that 
there  is  a  Vanity  in  making  that  only  his  De- 
fign,  I  queftion  if  there  be  not  many  Imper- 

fections as  well  in  thofe  Schemes  and  Precepts 
he  has  given  for  the  Direction  of  others,  as 
well  as  in  that  Sample  of  Tragedy  which  he 
has  written  to  ihew  the  Excellency  of  his  own 
Genius.  If  he  had  a  Pique  againft  the  Man, 
and  wrote  on  purpofe  to  ruin  a  Reputation  fo 

well  eftablifli'd,  he  has  had  the  Mortification 
to  fail  altogether  in  his  Attempt,  and  to  fee 
the  World  at  lead  as  fond  of  Shakejpear  as  of 

his  Critique.  But  I  won't  believe  a  Gentle- 
man, and  a  good-natur'd  Man,  capable  of  the 

laft  Intention.  Whatever  may  have  been  his 
Meaning,  finding  fault  is  certainly  the  eafieft 
Task  of  Knowledge,  and  commonly  thofe  Men 
of  good  Judgment,  who  are  likewife  of  good 
and  gentle  Difpofitions,  abandon  this  ungrate- 

ful Province  to  the  Tyranny  of  Pedants.  If 
one  would  enter  into  the  Beauties  of  Shake- 

/pear,  there  is  a  much  larger,  as  well  as  a  more 

delightful  Field;  but  as  I  won't  prefcribe  to 
the  Taftes  of  other  People*  fo  I  will  only  take 
the  liberty,  with  all  due  Submiflion  to  the 
Judgment  of  others,  to  obferve  fome  of  thofe 

Things  I  have  been  pleas'4  with  in  looking him  over. 

His 
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His  Plays  are  properly  to  be  diftinguifti'd 
only  into  Comedies  and  Tragedies.  Thofe 
which  are  called  Hiftories,  and  even  fome  of 

his  Comedies,  are  really  Tragedies,  with  a 

run  or  mixture  of  Comedy  amongft  'em.  That 
way  of  Trage-Comedy  w^as  the  common  Mi- 
flake  of  that  Age,  and  is  indeed  become  fo 

agreeable  to  the  Englijh  Tail,  that  tho'  the 
feverer  Critiques  among  us  cannot  bear  it,  yet 

the  generality  of  our  Audiences  feem  to  be 

better  pleas'd  with  it  than  with  an  exaft  Tra- 
gedy. The  Merry  Wives  <?/ Windfor,  The  Co- 

medy of  Errors^  and  The  Taming  of  the  Shretv, 

are  all  pure  Comedy ;  the  reft,  however  they 

are  calFd,  have  fomething  of  both  Kinds.  'Tis 
not  very  eafie  to  determine  which  way  of 
Writing  he  was  moll  Excellent  in.  There  is 

certainly  a  great  deal  of  Entertainment  in  his 

Comical  Humours  ;  and  tho'  they  did  not 
then  ftrike  at  all  Ranks  of  People,  as  the  Sa- 

tyr of  the  prefent  Age  has  taken  the  Liberty 

to  do,  yet  there  is  a  pleafing  and  a  well-di- 

ftinguilh'd  Variety  in  thofe  Chara&ers  which 
he  thought  fit  to  meddle  with.  Falftaf  is  al- 

io w'd  by  every  body  to  be  a  Mafter-piece ;  the 
Charafter  is  always  well-fuflain'd,  tho'  drawn 
out  into  the  length  of  three  Plays ;  and  even 
the  Account  of  his  Death,  given  by  his  Old 

Vol.  I.  b  Landlady 
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Landlady  Mrs.  Quickly,  in  the  firft  Aft  of 

Henry  V.  tho'  it  be  extremely  Natural,  is  yet 
as  diverting  as  any  Part  of  his  Life.  If  there 

be  any  Fault  in  the  Draught  he  has  made  of 

this  lewd  old  Fellow,  it  is,  that  tho'  he  has 
made  him  a  Thief,  Lying,  Cowardly,  Vain- 

glorious, and  in  fliort  every  way  Vicious, 

yet  he  has  given  him  fo  much  Wit  as  to  make 

him  almoft  too  agreeable ;  and  I  don't  know 
whether  fome  People  have  not,  in  remem- 

brance of  the  Diverfion  he  had  formerly  af- 

forded 'em,  been  forry  to  fee  his  Friend  Hal 
ufe  him  fo  fcurvily,  when  he  comes  to  the 
Crown  in  the  End  of  the  Second  Part  of  Hen- 

ry the  Fourth.  Amongfl  other  Extravagances, 
in  The  Merry  Wives  0/Windfor,  he  has  made 

him  a  Dear-flealer,  that  he  might  at  the  fame 
time  remember  his  Warwickjhire  Profecutor, 

under  the  Name  of  Juftice  Shallow  ;  he  has 

given  him  very  near  the  fame  Coat  of  Arms 

which  cDugdaleJ  in  his  Antiquities  of  that 
County,  defcribes  for  a  Family  there,  and 
makes  the  Weljh  Parfon  defcant  very  plea- 

fantly  upon  'em.  That  whole  Play  is  admi- 
rable ;  the  Humours  are  various  and  well  op- 

pos'd  ;  the  main  Defign,  which  is  to  cure 
Ford  of  his  unreafonable  Jealoufie,  is  extreme- 

ly 
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ly  well  conduced.   Falftaff's  Billet-doux,  and Matter  Slenders 

Ah!  Sweet  Ann  Page  ! 

are  very  good  Expreffions  of  Love  in  their 

Way.  In  Twelfth-Night  there  is  fomething 
Angularly  Ridiculous  and  Pleafant  in  the  fan- 
taftical  Steward  Malvolio.  The  Parafite  and 

the  Vain-glorious  in  Tarolles,  in  All's  Well 
that  ends  Well,  is  as  good  as  any  thing  of  that 
Kind  in  Tlautw  or  Terence.  Tetruchio,  in  The 

Taming  of  the  Shrew,  is  an  uncommon  Piece 
of  Humour,  The  Conversation  of  Benedick 

and  Beatrice,  in  Much  ado  about  Nothing,  and 
of  Rofalind  in  As  you  like  it,  have  much  Wit 

and  Sprightlinefs  all  along.  His  Clowns,  with- 
out which  Chara&er  there  was  hardly  any 

Play  writ  in  that  Time,  are  all  very  entertain- 
ing :  And,  I  believe,  Therfites  in  Troilus  and 

CreJfida,mdAj>emantmmTimon,'will  be allow'd 
to  be  Mafter-Pieces  of  ill  Nature,  and  fatyrical 
Snarling.  To  thefe  I  might  add,  that  incom- 

parable Character  of  Shy  lock  the  Jew,  in  The 

Merchant  of  Venice  ;  but  tho'  we  have  feen 

that  Play  Receiv'd  and  Afted  as  a  Comedy, 

and  the  Part  of  the  Jew  perform'd  by  an  Ex- 
cellent Comedian,  yet  I  cannot  but  think  it 

b  2  was 
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was  defign'd  Tragically  by  the  Author.  There 
appears  in  it  fuch  a  deadly  Spirit  of  Revenge, 
fuch  a  favageFiercenefs  and  Fellnefs,  and  fuch 

a  bloody  defignation  of  Cruelty  and  Mifchief, 

as  cannot  agree  either  with  the  Stile  or  Cha- 
racters of  Comedy.  The  Play  it  felf,  take  it 

all  together,  feems  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  mofl 

finifh'd  of  any  of  Shake/pears.  The  Tale  in- 
deed, in  that  Part  relating  to  the  Caskets,  and 

the  extravagant  and  unufual  kind  of  Bond  gi- 

ven by  Antonio^  is  a  little  too  much  remov'd 
from  the  Rules  of  Probability :  But  taking  the 
Faft  for  granted,  we  muft  allow  it  to  be  very 

beautifully  written.  There  is  fomething  in 
the  Friendfliip  of  Antonio  to  Bajfanio  very 
Great,  Generous  and  Tender.  The  whole 

fourth  Aft,  fuppofmg,  as  I  faid,  the  Faft  to 

be  probable,  is  extremely  Fine.  But  there  are 
twoPaflages  that  deferve  a  particular  Notice. 

The  firil  is,  what  Tortia  fays  in  praife  of  Mer- 
cy, fag.  577 ;  and  the  other  on  the  Power  of 

Mufick,  fag.  587.  The  Melancholy  of  Ja- 
ques,  in  As  you  like  it,  is  as  finguiar  and  odd 
as  it  is  diverting.    And  if  what  Horace  fays 

'Difficile  cjl  frofrie  communia  'Die ere, 

'Twill  be  a  hard  Task  for  any  one  to  go  be- 

yond 
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yond  him  in  the  Defcription  of  the  feveral 

Degrees  and  Ages  of  Man's  Life,  tho'  the 
Thought  be  old,  and  common  enough, 

-All  the  World's  a  Stage, 
And  all  the  Men  and  Women  meerly  T  layers ; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrance s, 

And  one  Man  in  his  time  flays  many  'Parts, 
His  Atts  being  feven  Ages.  At  fir  ft  the  Infant 

Mewling  and fuking  in  the  Nurfe*s  Arms: 
Andthenjhe  whining  School-boy  with  his  Satchel, 

And  fhining  Morning-face,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School.    And  then  the  Lover 
Sighing  like  Furnace^  with  a  woful  Ballad 

Made  to  his  Miftreff  Eye-brow.  Then  a  Soldier 
Full  offtrange  Oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  Tard, 

Jealous  in  Honour ^  fudden  and  quick  in  Quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  Reputation 

Evn  in  the  Cannon's  Mouth.  And  then  the  Juft ice 
In  fair  round  Belly r,  with  good  Capon  lind, 
With  Eyes  fever -e,  and  Beard  of  formal  Cut, 
Full  of  wife  Saws  and  modem  Inftances; 

And  fo  he  plays  his  Tart.    Thefixth  Age  Jhifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flipper*  d  Tantaloon, 
With  Spectacles  on  Noje,  and  Touch  on  Sides 

His  youthful  Hofe,  wellfav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  Jhrunk  Shanks  and  his  big  manly  Voice 
Turning  again  towrd  childijh  treble  Tipes, 

b  3  And 
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And  Whifiles  in  his  Sound.    Lafi  Scene  of  ally 
That  ends  this  fir ange  eventful  Hifiory, 
Is  fecond  Childijhnefs  avid  me er  Oblivion, 

Sans  Teeth,  fans  Eyes,  fans  Tafi,  fans  evry  thing. 

p.  6x5'. 
His  Images  are  indeed  ev'ry  where  fo  lively, 

that  the  Thing  he  would  reprefent  {lands  full 

before  you,  and  you  poflefs  ev'ry  Part  of  it. 
I  will  venture  to  point  out  one  more,  which 

is,  I  think,  as  flrong  and  as  uncommon  as  any 

thing  I  ever  faw  ;  'tis  an  Image  of  Patience. 
Speaking  of  a  Maid  in  Love,  he  fays, 

-She  never  told  her  Love, 
But  let  Concealment,  like  a  Worm  itlo  Bud 

Feed  on  her  T>amask  Cheek :  She  pin  din  Thought, 
And  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 

Smiling  at  Grief. 

What  an  Image  is  here  given  !  and  what  a 

Task  would  it  have  been  for  the  greatefl  Ma- 

ilers of  Greece  and  Rome  to  have  exprefs'd  the 

Paffions  defign'd  by  this  Sketch  of  Statuary : 
The  Stile  of  his  Comedy  is,  in  general,  Natural 
to  the  Chara&ers,  and  eafie  in  it  felf ;  and  the 

Wit  moll  commonly  fprightly  and  pleafing, 

except  in  thofe  places  where  he  runs  into 

Dogr el  Rhymes,  as  in  The  Comedy  of  Errors, 
and 



of  Mr.  William  Shakespear.    xxnx 

and"  a  PafTage  or  two  in  fome  other  Plays.  As 
for  his  Jingling  fometimes,  and  playing  upon 
Words,  it  was  the  common  Vice  of  the  Age 

he  liv'd  in  :  And  if  we  find  it  in  the  Pulpit, made  ufe  of  as  an  Ornament  to  the  Sermons  of 
fome  of  the  Graveft  Divines  of  thofe  Times ; 
perhaps  it  may  not  be  thought  too  light  for 
the  Stage. 

But  certainly  the  greatnefs  of  this  Author's 
Genius  do's  nowhere  fo  much  appear,  as  where 
he  gives  his  Imagination  an  entire  Loofe,  and 
raifes  his  Fancy  to  a  flight  above  Mankind 
and  the  Limits  of  the  vifible  World.  Such 

are  his  Attempts  in  The  Tempejl,  Midfimmer- 

Night's  'Dream,  Macbeth  and  Hamlet.  Of 
thefe,  The  Tempeft,  however  it  comes  to  be 

plac'd  the  firft  by  the  former  Publifhers  of  his 
Works,  can  never  have  been  the  firfl  written 

by  him  :  It  feems  to  me  as  perfeft  in  its  Kind, 

as  almoil  any  thing  we  have  of  his.  One  may 
obferve,  that  the  Unities  are  kept  here  with 
an  Exactnefs  uncommon  to  the  Liberties  of 

his  Writing  :  Tho'  that  was  what,  I  fuppofe, 

he  valu'd  himfelf  leaft  upon,  fince  his  Excel- 
lencies were  all  of  another  Kind.  I  am  ve, 

lenfible  that  he  do's,  in  this  Play,  depart  to 
much  from  that  likenefs  to  Truth  which  ought 

to  be  obferv'd  in  thefe  fort  of  Writings ;  yet 
b  4  Jie 
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,;:  he  do's  it  fo  very  finely,  that  one  is  jeafily 
v  drawn  in  to  have  more  Faith  for  his  fake,  than 

.. ;  Reafon  does  well  allow  of.    His  Magick  has 
fomething  in  it  very  Solemn  and  very  Poeti- 

cal:  And  that  extravagant  Charafter  of .  Cali- 

ban is  mighty  well  fuftain'd,  lhews  a  wonder- 
ful Invention  in  the  Authpr,  who  could  ftrike 

outfuch  a  particular  wild  Image,  and  is  cer- 
tainly one  of  the  fineft  and  moft  uncommon 

Grotefques  that  was  ever  feen.    The  Obferva- 

tion,  wrhich  I  have  been  inform'd  *  three  very 
great  Men  concurr'd  in  making  upon  this  Part, 
was  extremely  jult    That  Shakefpear had  not 
only  found  out.  a  new  Character  in  his  Caliban, 
but  had  alfo  devisd  and  adapted  a  new  manner 

of  Language  for  that  Character.    Among  the 

particular  Beauties  of  this  Piece,  I  think>  one 

may  be  allow'd  to  point  out  the  Tale  of  Prof 
fero  in  the  Firft  Aft  ;    his  Speech  to  Ferdi- 

nandin  the :■  Fourth,  upon  the  breaking  up  the 
Mafque  of  Juno  and  Ceres  ;  and  that  in  the 

Fifth,  where  he  diflblves  his  Charms,  and  re- 
folves  to  break  his  Magick  Rod.    This  Play 

has  been  alter'd  by  Sir  William,  DAvenantimA 

Mr.  T>ryden  ;    and  tho'  I  won't  Arraign  the 
Judgment  of  thofe  two  great  Men,  yet  I  think 

I  may  be  allow'd  to  fay,  that  there  are  fome thips 

*  Ld.  Falkland,  Ld.  C.  J.  Vaughan,  and  Mr.  Selden. 
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Y  things  left  out  by  them,  that  might,  and  even 
ought  to  have  been  kept  in.  Mr.  T>ryden  was 
an  Admirer  of  our  Author,  and,  indeed,  he 

owed  him  a  great  deal,  as  thofe  who  have  read 

them  both  may  very  eafily  obferye.  And,  I 

think,  in  Juftice"  to  'em  both,  I  ihould  not 
on  this  Occafion  omit  what  Mr.  "Dry den  has 
faid  of  him. 

Shakefpear,  who>  taught  by  none ̂ did fir y?  impart 

To  Fletcher  Wit*  to  laboring  Johnfon  Art . 
He j  Monarch-like,  gave  thofe  his  Subjects  Law3 
And  is  that  Nature  which  they  T?aint  andT)raw. 

Fletcher  reach* d  that  which  on  his  heights  did 
grow, 

Whilft  Johnfon  crept  and  gathered  all  below: 
This  did  his  Love,  and  this  his  Mirth  digeft. 
One  imitates  himmofi,  the  other  beft. 

If  they  have  fine e  out-writ  all  other  Men,  [<pen. 
Tis  with  the  Drops  which  fell  from  ShakefpearV 

The  *  Storm  .which  vanijfrd  on  the  neighboring Shoar, 

W 'as  taught  by  Shakefipezr'sTempefl  firfl  to  roar. 
That  Innocence  and  Beauty  which  did /mile 

In  Fletcher,  grew  on  this  Enchanted  Ifle. 

But  ShakefpearV  Magic k  could  not  copied  be ', 
Within  that  Circle  none  durft  walk  but  he. 

I 

*  Alluding  to  the  Sea-Voyage  of  Httcher* 
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Iffttijt  confefs  stwas  bold,  nor  would  you  now 
That  Liberty  to  vulgar  Wits  allow, 
Which  works  by  Magic k  fupernatural thing 

But  ShakefpearV  Tdw'r  is  Sacred  as  a  King's. 
Prologue  to  The  Tempeft,  as  it 

is  alter'd  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

It  is  the  fame  Magick  that  raifes  the  Fairies 

in  Midfhmmer  Night's  'Dream,  the  Witches 
in  Macbeth,  and  the  Ghoft  in  Hamlet,  with 

Thoughts  and  Language  fo  proper  to  the  Parts 
they  fuftain,  and  fo  peculiar  to  the  Talent  of 
this  Writer.  But  of  the  two  laft  of  thefe  Plays 
I  fliall  have  occalion  to  take  notice,  among  the 

Tragedies  Of  Mr.  Shake/pear.  If  one  under- 
took to  examine  the  greateft  part  of  thefe  by 

thofe  Rules  which  are  eftabliili'd  by  Ariftotle, 
and  taken  from  the  Model  of  the  Grecian 

Stage,  it  would  be  no  very  hard  Task  to  find 

a  great  many  Faults :  But  as  Shake/pear  liv'd 
under  a  kind  of  mere  Light  of  Nature,  and 

had  never  been  made  acquainted  with  the  Re- 
gularity of  thofe  written  Precepts,  fo  it  would 

be  hard  to  judge  him  by  a  Law  he  knew  no- 
thing of.  We  are  to  confider  him  as  a  Man 

that  liv'd  in  a  State  of  almoft  univerW  Licenfe 

and  Ignorance:  There  was  no  eflablifli'd  judge, 
but  every  one  took  the  liberty  to  Write  ac 

cording  to  the  Diftates  of  his  own  Fancy. 

When 
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When  one  confiders,  that  there  is  not  one 

play  before  him  of  a  Reputation  good  enough 
to  entitle  it  to  an  Appearance  on  the  prefent 

Stage,  it  cannot  but  be  aMatter  of  great  Won- 
der that  he  fliould  advance  Dramatick  Poetry 

fofar  as  he  did.  The  Fable  is  what  is  generally 

plac'd  the  firft,  among  thofe  that  are  reckon'd 
the  conftituent  Parts  of  a  Tragick  or  Heroick 

Poem ;  not,  perhaps,  as  it  is  the  moil  Diffi- 
cult or  Beautiful,  but  as  it  is  the  firft  properly 

to  bethought  of  in  the  Contrivance  and  Courfe 
of  the  whole  ;  and  with  the  Fable  ought  to 

be  confider'd,  the  fit  Difpofition,  Order  and 
Conduft  of  its  feveral  Parts.    As  it  is  not  in 

this  Province  of  the  T>rama  that  the  Strength 
and  Maflery  of  Shake f^ear  lay,  fo  I  fhall  not 

undertake  the  tedious  and  ill-natur'd  Trouble 
to  point  out  the  feveral  Faults  he  was  guilty 
of  in  it.  His  Tales  were  feldom  invented,  but 

rather  taken  either  from  true  Hiftory,  or  No. 
vels  and  Romances :  And  he  commonly  made 

ufe  of  'em  in  that  Order,  with  thofe  Incidents, 
and  that  extent  of  Time  in  which  he  found 

'em  in  the  Authors  from  whence  he  borrow'd 
them.    So  The  Winters  Tale,  which  is  taken 

from  an  old  Book,  call'd,  The  'Delegable  Hi* 
fiory  0/Doraftus  /WFaunia,  contains  thefpace 
of  fixteen  or  feventeen  Years,  and  the  Scene 

is 
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is  fometimes  laid  in  Bohemia,  and  fometimes 

in  Sicily,  according  to  the  original  Order  of 

the  Story.  Almoft  all  his  Hiftorical  Plays  com- 
prehend a  great  length  of  Time,  and  very 

different  and  diftinft  Places :  And  in  his  An- 

tony  and  Cleopatra,  the  Scene  travels  over  the 
greateft  Part  of  the  Roman  Empire.  But  in 
Recompence  for  his  Carelefsnefs  in  this  Point, 
when  he  comes  to  another  Part  of  the  Drama, 

The  Manners  of  his  Characters,  in  Acting  or 
Speaking  what  is  proper  for  them,  and  fit  to  be 

jhown  by  the  "Poet,  he  may  be  generally  ju- 
ftify'd,  and  in  very  many  places  greatly  com- 

mended. For  thofe  Plays  which  he  has  taken 
from  the  Englijh  or  Roman  Hiftory,  let  any 

Man  compare  'em,  and  he  will  find  the  Cha- 
rafter  as  exa£t  in  the  Poet  as  the  Hiftorian. 

He  feems  indeed  fo  far  from  propofing  to 
himfelf  any  one  Aftion  for  a  Subjeft,  that  the 

Title  very  often  tells  you,  'tis  The  Life  of 
King  John,  King  Richard,  &c.  What  can  be, 
more  agreeable  to  the  Idea  our  Hiflorians  give 

of  Henry  the  Sixth,  than  the  Pi&ure  Shake- 

fpear  has  drawn  of  him  !  His  Manners  are 
every  where  exaftly  the  fame  with  the  Story ; 

one  finds  him  flill  defcrib'd  with  Simplicity, 
paffive  San&ity,  want  of  Courage,  weaknefs 

of  Mind,  and  eafie  Submiffion  to  the  Gover- 
nance 
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nance  of  an  imperious  Wife,  or  prevailing 

Faftion:  Tho'  at  the  fame  time  the  Poet  do's 
Juftice  to  his  good  Qualities,  and  moves  the 

Pity  of  his  Audience  for  him,  by  ihowing  him 
Pious,  Difinterefted ,  a  Contemner  of  the 

Things  of  this  World,  and  wholly  refign'd  to 
the  fevereft  Difpenfations  of  God's  Provi- dence. There  is  a  fhort  Scene  in  the  Second 

Part  of  Henry  VI.  Vol.  III.  fag.  15*04.  which  I 
cannot  but  think  admirable  in  its  Kind.  Car- 

dinal Beaufort*  who  had  murder'd  the  Duke 
of  Gloucefter,  is  fliewn  in  the  laft  Agonies  on 

his  Death-Bed,  with  the  good  King  praying 
over  him.  There  is  fo  much  Terror  in  one* 

fo  much  Tendernefs  and  moving  Piety  in  the 
other,  as  mufl  touch  any  one  who  is  capable 
either  of  Fear  or  Pity.  In  his  Henry  VIII.  that 
Prince  is  drawn  with  that  Greatnefs  of  Mind, 

and  all  thofe  good  Qualities. which  are  attri- 
buted to  him  in  any  Account  of  his  Reign# 

If  his  Faults  are  not  fhewn  in  an  equal  degree, 
and  the  Shades  in  this  Pifture  do  not  bear  a 

juft  Proportion  to  the  Lights,  it  is  not  that 
the  Artifl  wanted  either  Colours  or  Skill  in 

the  Difpofition  of  'em  ;  but  the  truth,  I  be- 
lieve, might  be,  that  he  forbore  doing  it  out 

of  regard  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  fince  it  could 

have  been  no  very  great  Refpeft  to  the  Me- 

mory 
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mory  of  his  Miftrefs,  to  have  expos'd  fome 
certain  Parts  of  her  Father's  Life  upon  the 
Stage.    He  has  dealt  much  more  freely  with 
the  Minifter  of  that  Great  King,  and  certain- 

ly nothing  was  ever  more  juftly  written,  than 
the  Charafter  of  Cardinal  Wolfey.    He  has 
fliewn  him  Tyrannical,  Cruel,  and  Infolent  in 
his  Prosperity;  and  yet,  by  a  wonderful  Ad- 
drefs,  he  makes  his  Fall  and  Ruin  the  Subjeft 
of  general  Compaflion.  The  whole  Man,  with 
his  Vices  and  Virtues,   is  finely  and  exaftly 

defcrib'd  in  the  fecond  Scene  of  the  fourth 
Aft.    The  DiflrefTes  likewife  of  Queen  Kathe- 

vine,  in  this  Play,  are  very  movingly  touch'd ; 
and  tho'  the  Art  of  the  Poet  has  skreen'd. 
King  Henry  from  any  grofs  Imputation  of  In- 

juftice,  yet  one  is  inclined  to  wilh,  the  Queen 
had  met  with  a  Fortune  more  worthy  of  her 

Birth  and  Virtue.    Nor  are  the  Manners,  pro- 
per to  the  Perfons  reprefented,  lefs  juftly  ob- 

ferv'd,  in  thofe  Characters  taken  from  the  Ro- 
man Hiftory ;  and  of  this,  the  Fiercenefs  and 

Impatience  of  Coriolanus,  his  Courage  and  Dif- 
dain  of  the  common  People,    the  Virtue  and 

Philofophical  Temper  of  Brutus,  and  the  ir- 
regular Greatnefs  of  Mind  in  M.  Antony ',  are 

beautiful  Proofs.    For  the  two  laft  efpecially, 

you  find  'em  exaftly  as  they  are  defcrib'd  by Tlutarchy 
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^Plutarch,  from  whom  certainly  Shake ff  ear 

copy'd  'em.  He  has  indeed  follo^'d  his  Ori- 
ginal pretty  clofe,  and  taken  in  feveral  little 

Incidents  that  might  have  been  fpar'd  in  a 
Play.  But,  as  I  hinted  before,  his  Defign 
feems  moft  commonly  rather  to  defcribe 

thofe  great  Men  in  the  feveral  Fortunes 
and  Accidents  of  their  Lives,  than  to  take  any 

fmgle  great  A6iion,  and  form  his  Work  fim- 
ply  upon  that.  However,  there  are  fome  of 
his  Pieces,  where  the  Fable  is  founded  upon 
one  Adion  only.  Such  are  more  efpecialiy, 

Romeo  and  Juliet,  Hamlet •,  and  Othello:  The 
Defign  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  is  plainly  the  Pu- 

nilhment  of  their  two  Families, f  for  the  unrea- 
fonable  Feuds  and  Animofities  that  had  been 

fo  long  kept  up  between  'em,  and  occafion'd 
the  Effufion  of  fo  much  Blood.  In  the  ma- 

nagement of  this  Story,  he  has  fliewn  fome- 
thing  wonderfully  Tender  and  Paffionate  in 
the  Love-part,  and  very  Pitiful  in  the  Diftrefs. 
Hamlet  is  founded  on  much  the  fame  Tale 

with  the  Ele£fra  of  Sophocles.  In  each  of  'em 

a  young  Prince  is  engag'd  to  Revenge  the 
Death  of  his  Father,  their  Mothers  are  equal- 

ly Guilty,  are  both  concern'd  in  the  Murder 
of  their  Husbands,  and  are  afterwards  mar- 

ried tp  the  Murderers,    There  is  in  thejirft 
Part 
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Part  of  the  Grav&Trajedy,  fomething  very  mo- 

ving in  the  Grief  of  Eleffra ;  but  as  Mr.  *nA- 

cier  has  obferv'd,  there  is  fomething  very  un- 
natural and  fhocking  in  the  Manners  he  has 

given  that  Princefs  and  Orefies  in  the  latter 
Part.  Orefies  embrues  his  Hands  in  the  Blood 
of  his  own  Mother;  and  that  barbarous  Aftion 

is  perform'd,  tho'  not  immediately  upon  the 
Stage,  yet  fo  near,  that  the  Audience  hear  Qy- 
temnefira  crying  out  to  JEghyfius  for  Help,  and 
to  her  Son  for  Mercy :  While  Elettra^  her 

Daughter,  and  a  Princefs,  both  of  them  Cha- 

racters that  ought  to  have  appear'd  with  more 
Decency,  ftands  upon  the  Stage  and  encou- 

rages her  Brother  in  the  Parricide.  What 
Horror  does  this  not  raife!  Clytemnefira  was 

a  wicked  Woman,  and  had  deferv'd  to  Die ; 

nay,  in  the  truth  of  the  Story,  flie  was  kill'd 
by  her  own  Son  ;  but  to  reprefent  an  Aftion 
of  this  Kind  on  the  Stage,  is  certainly  an 

Offence  againft  thofe  Rules  of  Manners  pro- 

per to  the  Perfons  that  ought  to  be  obferv'd 
there.  On  the  contrary,  let  us  only  look  a 
little  on  the  Conduft  of  Shake/pear.  Hamlet 
is  reprefented  with  the  fame  Piety  towards 
his  Father,  and  Refolution  to  Revenge  his 

Death,  as  Orefies  ;  he  has  the  fame  Abhor- 

rence for  his  Mother's  Guilt,  which,  to  pro- 
voke 
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voke  him  the  more,  is  heighten'd  by  Inceft: 
But  'tis  with  wonderful  Art  and  Juftnefs  of 
Judgment,  that  the  Poet  reftrains  him  from 

doing  Violence  to  his  Mother.  To  prevent 

any  thing  of  that  Kind,  he  makes  his  Father's 
Ghoft  forbid  that  part  of  his  Vengeance. 

But  howfoever  thou  fur fu  ft  this  Aff3 
Taint  not  thy  Mind;  nor  let  thy  Soul  contrive 

Againft  thy  Mother  ought ;  leave  her  to  Heavn, 
And  to  thofe  Thorns  that  in  her  Bo/dm  lodge. 
To  f  rick  and  ft  ing  her.  Vol.V.  p.  x38<5. 

This  is  to  diflinguifh  rightly  between  Horror 

and.  Terror.  The  latter  is  a  proper  Paffion  of 
Tragedy,  but  the  former  ought  always  to  be 

carefully  avoided.  And  certainly  no  Drama- 
tick  Writer  ever  fucceeded  better  in  raifirig 
Terror  in  the  Minds  of  an  Audience  than 

Shake/pear  has  done.  The  whole  Tragedy  of 
Macbeth,  but  more  efpecially  the  Scene  where 

the  King  is  mnrder'd,  in  the  fecond  Aft,  as 
well  as  this  Play,  is  a  noble  Proof  of  that  man- 

ly Spirit  with  which  he  writ ;  and  both  iliew 
how  powerful  he  was*  in  giving  the  ftrongeil 
Motions  to  our  Souls  that  they  are  capable  of. 
I  cannot  leave  Hamlet  ̂   without  taking  notice 
of  the  Advantage  with  which  we  have  feen 

Vol,  I.  c  this 
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this  Mafter-piece  of  Shake/pear  diftinguifti  it 

felf  upon  the  Stage,byMr.ifcmr£0#'s  fine  Per- 
formance of  that  Part.  A  Man,  who  tho'  he 

had  no  other  good  Qualities,  as  he  has  a  great 
many,  mufl  have  made  his  way  into  theEfteem 
.of  all  Men  of  Letters,  by  this  only  Excellency. 
No  Man  is  better  acquainted  with  Shake/pears 

manner  of  Expreflion,  and  indeed  he  has  ftu- 

dy'd  him  fo  well,  and  is  fo  much  a  Matter  of 
him,  that  whatever  Part  of  his  he  performs, 
lie  does  it  as  if  it  had  been  written  on  purpofe 

for  him,  and  that  the  Author  had  exaftly  con- 

ceiv'd  it  as  he  plays  it.  I  muft  own  a  particu- 
lar Obligation  to  him,  for  the  molt  confiderable 

part  of  the  Paflages  relating  to  his  Life,  which 
I  have  here  tranfmitted  to  the  Publick  ;  his 

Veneration  for  the  Memory  of  Shakejpear  ha- 

ving engag'd  him  to  make  a  Journey  intdPFdr- 
wickjkire,  on  purpofe  to  gather  up  what  Re- 
mainsTie  could  of  a  Name  for  which  he  had  fo 

great  a  Value.  Since  I  had  at  firfl  refolv'd 
not  to  enter  into  any  Critical  Controverfie,  I 

won't  pretend  to  enquire  into  the  Juftnefs  of 
Mr. Rhymer's  Remarks  on  Othello-,  he  has  cer- 

tainly pointed  out  fome  Faults  very  judiciouf- 
ly;  and  indeed  they  are  fuch  as  moft  People 
will  agree,  with  him,  to  be  Faults  3  But  I  wifli 
he  would  likewife  have  obfefvU  fome  of  the 

Beauties 
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Beauties  too ;  as  I  think  it  became  an  Exaft 

and  Equal  Critique  to  do.  It  feems  ftrange 
that  he  fhould  allow  nothing  Good  in  the 
whole:  If  the  Fable  and  Incidents  are  not  to 

his  Tafte,  yet  the  Thoughts  are  almoft  every- 
where very  Noble,  and  the  Diftion  manly 

and  proper.  Thefelaft,  indeed,  are  Parts  ̂ f 
Shakejpears  Praife,  which  it  would  be  very 
hard  to  Difpute  with  him.  His  Sentiments 
and  Images  of  Things  are  Great  and  Natural; 

and  his  Expreffion  (tho*  perhaps  in  fome  In- 
fiances  a  little  Irregular)  juft,  and  rais'd  in 
Proportion  to  his  Subjed  and  Occafion.  It 

would  be  even  endlefs  to  mention  the  parti- 
cular Inftances  that  might  be  given  of  this 

Kind  :  But  his  Book  is  in  the  Pofleffion  of  the 

Publick,  and  'twill  be  hard  to  dip  into  any 
Part  of  it,  without  finding  what  I  have  faid  of 
him  made  good. 

The  latter  Part  of  his  Life  was  fpent,  as  all 
Men  of  good  Senfe  will  wifli  theirs  may  be,  in 
Eafe,  Retirement,  and  the  Converfation  of 

his  Friends.  He  had  the  good  Fortune  to 
gather  an  Eftate  equal  to  his  Occafion, 
and,  in  that,  to  his  Willi ;  and  is  faid  to 
have  fpent  foijie  Years  before  his  Death  at  his 
native  Stratford.  His  pleafurable  Wit,  and 

good  Nature,  engag'd  him  in  the  Acquain- c  2  tance* 
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tance,  and  entitled  him  to  the  Friendfliip 

of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Neighbourhood. 

Amongft  them,  it  is  a  Story  almoft  Hill  re- 

member'd  in  that  Country,  that  he  had  a  par- 
ticular Intimacy  with  Mr.  Combe,  an  old  Gen- 
tleman noted  thereabouts  for  his  Wealth  and 

Ufury  :  It  happen'd,  that  in  a  pleafant  Con- 
verfation  amongft;  their  common  Friends , 

Mr.  Combe  told  Shake/pear  in  a  laughing  man- 

ner, that  he  fancy'd,  he  intended  to  write  his 
Epitaph,  if  he  happen'd  to  out-live  him ;  and 
fince  he  could  not  know  what  might  be  faid 

of  him  when  he  was  dead,  he  defir'd  it  might 
be  done  immediately :  Upon  which  Shake f^e^r 
gave  him  thefe  four  Verfes. 

Ten  in  the  Hundred  lies  here  ingravdr 
Tis  a  Hundred  to  Ten,  his  Soul  is  not  favd: 
If  any  Man  ask,  Who  lies  in  this  Tomb  ? 

Oh!  ho! quoth  the'Devil,  'tis  ̂ yJohn-a-Combe, 

But  the  Sharpnefs  of  the  Satyr  is  faid  to  have 

flung  the  Man  fo  feverely,  that  he  never  for- 

gave it. 

He  Dy'd  in  the  53d  Ye^r  of  his  Age,  and 
was  bury'd  on  the  North  fide  of  the  Chan- 

cel, in  the  Great  Church  at  Stratford,  whe^e 
a 





* 
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a  Monument,  as  engrav'd  in  the  Plate,  is 

placd  in  the  Wall  On  his  Grave-Stone  unr 
derneath  is, 

Good  Friend^  for  Jefus  fake,  forbear 

To  dig  the  cDuft  inch  fed  here. 
Blefi  be  the  Man  that  fpqres  thefe  Stone  s. 
And  Curfl  be  he  that  moves  my  Bones. 

He  had  three  Daughters,  of  which  two  liv'd 

to  be  marry 'd  ;   Judith,  the  Elder,   to  one 
Mr.  Thomas  Quiney,   by  whom  fhe  had  three 

Sons,  who  all  dy'd  without  Children  ;   and 
Sufannah,  who  was  his  Favourite,  to  Dr.  John 
Hall,  a  Phyfician  of  good  Reputation  in  that 

Country.    She  left  ond  Child  only,  a  Daugh- 

ter, who  was  mafry'd  firft  loThomasNafh^YKo^ 
and  afterwards  to  Sir  John  Bernard  of  Ab- 

bington,  but  dy'd  likewife  without  Iflite. 
This  is  wh^it  I  could  learn  of  any  Note,  ei- 

.    ther  relating  to  himfelf  or  Family  :  The  Cha- 
racter of  the  Man  is  beft  feen  in  his  Writings. 

But  fince  Ben  John/on  has  made  a  fort  of  an 

Effay  towards  it  in  his  'Difcoveries,  tho',  as  I 
have  before  hinted,  he  was  not  very  Cordial 

in  his  Friendihip,  I  will  venture  to  give  it  in 
his  Words. 

fcC 

I 

Q 
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"  I  remember  the  Players  have  often  pen- 
"  tion'd  it  as  an  Honour  to  Shake ff  ear,  that  in 
%  Writing  (whatfoever  he  penn'd)  he  never 
*  blotted  out  a  Line.   My  Anfwer  hath  been, 

Would  he  had  blotted  a  thou  fund,  which 
they  thought  a  malevolent  Speech.  I  had 

"  not  told  Pofterity  this,  but  for  their  Igno- 
"  ranee,  who  chofe  that  Circumftance  to  com- 

CV  mend  their  Friend  by,  wherein  he  moll: 
"  faulted.  And  to  juftifie  mine  own  Candor, 

"  (for  I  lov'd  the  Man,  and  do  honour  his 
"  Memory,  on  this  fide  Idolatry,  as  much  as 
ic  any. )  He  was,  indeed,  Honeft,  and  of  an 
"  open  and  free  Nature,  had  an  Excellent 
"  Fancy,  brave  Notions,  and  gentle  Exprefli- 

ons ;  wherein  he  flow'd  with  that  Facility, 
j  that  fometimes  it  was  neceflary  he  iliould  be 

"  ftopp'd:  Sufflaminandus  erat,zsAugufushid 
"  of  Hater ius.  His  Wit  was  in  his  own  Pow- 

"  er,  would  the  Rule  of  it  had  been  fo  too. 

"  Many  times  he  fell  into  thofe  things  could 
"  not  efcape  Laughter;  as  when  he  faid  in  the 
"  Perfbn  of  Cafar,  one  fpeaking  to  him, 

"  Caefar  thou  do  ft  me  Wrong. 
j  

• 

"  HeVeply'd: 

"  Caefar  did  never  Wrong,  but  wlthjufi  Caufe. 
a 

and 
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"  and  fuch  like,  which  were  ridiculous.  But 

"  he  redeem'd  his  Vices  with  his  Virtues : 
«  There  was  ever  more  in  him  to  be  Prais'd 
"  than  to  be  Pardon'd. 

As  for  the  Paffage  which  he  mentions  out  of 
Shake/pear,  there  is  fomewhat  like  it  m  Julius 

Cafar,  Vol.V.p.xx6o.  but  without  the  Abfur- 
dity ;  nor  did  I  ever  meet  with  it  in  any  Edi- 

tion that  I  have  feen,  as  quoted  by  Mr.  John- 
Jpn.  Befides  his  Plays  in  this  Edition,  there 

are  two  or  three  afcrib'd  to  him  by  Mr.  Lang- 
bain*  which  I  have  never  feen,  and  know  no- 

thing of.  He  writ  Mkewife,  Venus  and  Ado- 

nisy  and  Tarquin  and  Lucrece,  in  Stanza's, 
which  have  been  printed  in  a  late  Colle&ion 
of  Poems.  As  to  the  Chara&er  given  of  him 
by  Ben  Johnfbn,  there  is  a  good  deal  true  in 

it :  But  I  believe  it  may  be  as  well  exprefs'd 
by  what  Horace  fays  of  the  firft  Romans,  who 
wrote  Tragedy  upon  the  Greek  Models,  (or 

indeed  tranflated  'em)  in  his  Epiftle  to  Au- 
guftus, 

  Naturd  fublimis  Sf>  Acer 
Namjpirat  Tragicum  fat  is  S>  fie  licit  er  Audet, 
Sedturfem  futat  in  Chart  is  metuitq\  Lituram. 

There 
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There  is  a  Book  of  Poems^  publifti'din  164a, 
under  the  Name  of  Mr.  William  Shake/pear^ 
but  as  I  have  but  very  lately  feen  it,  without 
an  Opportunity  of  making  any  Judgment  upon 

it,  I  won't  pretend  to  determine,  whether  it be  his  or  no, 
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TEMPEST. 
ACT!    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  tempejluons  Noife  of  Thunder  and  Lightning 

heard  \  Enter  a  Ship-mafter,  and  a  Boat fw am* 

M,A   S    T  E    R. 
Oatfwain. 

Boatf.  Here  Matter:  What  cheer? 

Maft.  Good,    fpeak  to  th' Mariners:  Fall 
too'r,  yarely,  or  we  run  our  felves  a-ground, beftir,  beftir.  [Exit* 

Enter  -Mariners. 

Boatf.  Hey  my  Heartr,  cheerly  my  Hearts;  yare,  yare ; 
take  in  the  Top-fail;  tend  to  th'  Matter's  Whittle;  Blow 'till 
thou  burft  thy  Wind,  if  room  enough. 

Enter   Alonfo,     Sebaftian,     Anthonio,     Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo,  and  others. 

Alon.  Good  Boatfwain  have  care:  Where's  the  Matter? 
Play  the  Men. 

Boatf.  I  pray  now  ke€\>  below. 
Ant.  Where  is  the  Matter,  Bofon  ? 

Vol  I.  B  z  Boatf 
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Boatf  Do  you  not  hear  him  ?    You  mar  our  Labour; 
Keep  your  Cabins;  you  do  avTift  the  Storm. 

■  Gonz,.  Nay,  good  be  patient,    , 
Boat/.  When  the  Sea  is;  hence.  What  care  thefe  Roa- 

rers for  the  Name  of  King?  To  Cabin;  filence  ;  trouble  us 
not. 

Gonz,.  Good,  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 
Boatf  >  None  that  I  more  love  than  my  felf.  You  are  a 

Counfellor;  if  you  can  command  thefe  Elements  to  Silence, 
and  work  the  Peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not  hand  a  Rope 
more;  ufe  your  Authority :  If  you  cannot,  give  thanks  you 

have  liv'd  fo  long,  and  make  your  felf  ready  in  your  Cabin 
for  the  Mifchanceof  the  Hour,  if  it  fo  hap.  CheerJy  good 
Hearts :  Out  of  our  way,  I  fay.  [Exit. 

Gonz,.  I  have  great  Comfort  from  this  Fellow;  methinks 
he  hath  no  drowning  Mark  upon  him;  his  Complexion  is 
perfect.  Gallows.  Stand  fair,  good  Fate,  to  his  hanging ; 
make  the  Rope  of  his  Deftiny  our  Cable,  for  our  own  doth 

little  Advantage :  If  he  be  not  born  to  be  hang'd,  our  Cafe 
is  miferable.  [Exit. 

Enter  Boat/wain. 

Boatf  Down  with  the  Top-Maft :    Yare,   lower,   lower  ;- 

bring  her  to  try  with  Main-courfe.     A  Plague   '--* 
A  cry  within.     Enter  Sebaftian,  Anthonio  and  Gonzalo. 

upon  this  Howling :   They  are  louder  than  the  Weather,  or" 
our  Office.     Yet  again?  What  do  you  here?  Shall  we  give  - 
o'er  and  drown  \  Have  you  a  Mind  to  fink  ? 

Sebaf  A  pox  o*  your  Throat,  you  bawling,  blafphemous, 
uncharitable  Dog. 

Boatf  Work  you  then. 
Ant.  Hang  Cur,  hang,  you  Whorefon  infolent  Noife- 

maker ;  we  are  lefs  afraid  to  be  drown'd  than  thou  art. 

Gonz,.  I'll  warrant  him  for  drowning,  though  the  Ship 
were  no  ftronger  than  a  Nut-fhell,  and  as  leaky  as  an  un- 
ftanch'd  Wench. 

Boatf.  Lay  her  a  hold,  a  hold ;  fet  her  two  Courfes  off  to 
Sea  a£ain,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mariners  wet. 

Mar.  All  loft,  to  Prayers,  to  Prayers,  all  loft. 
Boatf.  What  mult  our  Mouths  be  cold? 

Gon.  The  King  and  Prince  arc  at  Prayers,  let's  affift  them \ 
for  our  Cafe  is  s  their;*    "  Sebaf 
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Sebaf.  I'm  out  of  Patience. 
Ant.  We  are  meerly  cheated  of  our  Lives  by  Drunkards, 

Thiswide-choptRafcal   would  thou  might'ft  lye  drown- 
ing the  wafhing  often  Tides. 

Gonz,,  He'll  be  hang'd  yer, 
Though  every  Drop  of  Water  fwear  againft  it, 

And  £>ape  at  wid'il:  to  glut  him.       \A  confufedNoife  within. 
Mercy  on  us. 
We  fplir,  we  fplit:  Farewel  my  Wife  and  Children, 
Farewel  Brother:  We  fpJit,  we  fplir,  we  fplit. 

Ant.  Let's  all  fink  with  the  King. 
Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  {Exit. 
Gonz,.  Now  would  I  ̂ ive  a  thou fand  Furlongs  of  Sea  for 

an  Acre  of  barren  Ground :  Long  Heath,  brown  Furze,  any 
thing;  the  Wills  above  be  done,  but  I  would  fain  die  a  dry 
Death.  [Exit. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Profpero  and  Miranda. 

Mir  a.  If  by  your  Art  (my  deareil:  Father)  you  have 
Put  the  wild  Waters  in  this  Roar,  allay  them: 
The  Sky  it  feems  would  pour  down  ftinking  Pitch, 
But  that  the  Sea,  mounting  to  the  Welkins  Cheek, 
Daihes  the  Fire  our.     Oh !  I  have  fuffered 
With  thofe  that  I  faw.  fuflFer :  A  brave  Veffel 
(\faho  had,  no,  doubt,  fome  noble  Creature  in  her) 

Dalh'd  all  to  Pieces,     Oh!  the  Cry  did  knock 
Againft  my  very  Heart:  Poor  Souls,  they  perifrVd. 
Had  I  been  any  God  of  Power,  I  would 

^Have  funk  the  Sea  within  the  Earth,  or  e'er 
It  fhould  the  good  Ship  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  fraughting  Souls  within  her. 

Pro.  Be  collected; 

"  No  more  Amazement ;  tell  your  piteous  Heart, 
There's  no  harm  done, 

Mira.  O  wo,  the  Day. 
Pro.  No  harm. 

I  have  done  nothing  but  in  Care  of  thee 
(Of  thee  my  dear  one,  thee  my  Daughter)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am  \  nor  that  I  am  more  better 

B  3  Than 
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Than  Pro/per^  Matter  of  a  full  poor  Cell,  3 
And  thy  no  greater  Father. 

Mir  a.  More  to  know 

Did  never  meddle  with  my  Thoughts. 
Pro.  'Tis  true, 

I  fhould  inform  thee  farther.     Lend  thy  Hand, 
And  pluck  my  magick  Garment  from  me :  So  ! 
Lye  there  my  Art.     Wipe  thou  thine  Eyes,  have  Comfort, 

The  direful  Spectacle  of  the  Wrack,  which  touch*  d 
The  very  Virtue  of  ComPaflion  in  thee, 
I  have  with  fuch  Companion  in  mine  Art 

So  fafely  order 'd,  that  there  is  no  Soul  loft, No  not  fo  much  Perdition  as  an  Hair 

Betide  to  any  Creature  in  the  Veffel 

Which  thou  heard*/!  cry,  which  thou  faw*ft  fink: 
Sit  down,  for  thou  muft  now  know  farther. 

Mira.  You  have  often 

Began  to  tell  me  what  I  am,  but  flopt, 
And  left  me  to  the  bootlef*  Inquiiuion  ; 
Concluding,  Stay ;  not  yet. 

Pro.  The  Hour's  now  come, 
The  very  Minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  Ear, 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.     Canft  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  Cell? 
I  do  not  think  thou  canft,  for  then  thou  wall;  not 
Out  three  Years  old. 

Mira.  Certainly,  Sir,  I  can. 
Pro.  By  what?  by  any  other  Houfe,  or  Perfon? 

Of  any  thing  the  Image,  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  Remembrance. 

Mira.  'Tis  far  off; 
And  rather  like  a  Dream,  than  an  AfTurance 
That  my  Remembrance  warrants.     Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  Women  once  that  tended  me  ? 

Pro.  Thou  hadft,  and  more,  Miranda:  But  how  is  it 
That  this  lives  in  thy  Mind?  What  feeft  thou  eKc 
In  the  dark  backward  and  Abyfme  of  Time? 

If  thou  remembreft  ought  e'er  thou  cam'fl  here, 
How  thou  cam'ft  here  thou  may'ft. Mira.  But  that  I  do  not, 

fro.  Twelve  Year  fince,  Miranda,  twelve  Year  fince 

Thy 
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Thy  Father  was  the  Duke  of  Millan,  and 
A  Prince  of  Power. 

Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  Father  i 
Pro.  Thy  Mother  was  a  piece  of  Virtue,  and 

She  faid  thou  waft  my  Daughter,  and  thy  Father 
Was  Duke  of  Millan,  and  his  only  Heir, 
And  Princefs;  no  worfe  ifrVd. 

Mira.  O  the  Heav'ns, 
What  foul  Play  had  we  that  we  came  from  thence? 
Or  blefTed  was't  we  did  ? 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  Girl : 

By  foul  Play  (as  thou  fayeft)  were  we  heav'd  thence,' But  bleffedly  holp  hither. 
Mira.  O  my  Heart  bleeds 

To  think  o'th'  teehe  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to, 
Which  is  from  my  Remembrance.     Pleafe  you,  farther. 

Pro.  My  Brother  and  thy  Uncle,  call'd  Anthonio\ 
I  pray  thee  mark  me,  that  a  Brother  fhould 
Be  fo  perfidious !  He,  whom  next  thy  felf 

Of  all  the  World  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
The  Manage  of  my  State;  as  at  that  time 
Through  all  the  Signories  it  was  the  firft, 
And  Profpero  the  prime  Duke,  being  fo  reputed 
In  Dignity ;  and  for  the  Liberal  Arts,  j 
Without  a  Parallel;  thofe  being  all  my  Study  ; 
The  Government  I  caft  upon  my  Brother, 
And  to  my  State  grew  Stranger,  being  tranfported 
And  rapt  in  fecret  Studies.     Thy  falfe  Uncle, 
fDoft  thou  attend)? 

Mira.  Sir,  moil  needfully, 
Pro.  Being  once  perfected  how  to  grant  Suits, 

How  to  deny  them;  whom  t'advance,  and  whom 
To  trafh  for  over-topping ;  new  created 

The  Creatures  that  were  mine,  I  fay,  or  chang'd  'emjj 
Or  elfe  new  form'd  'em ;  having  both  the  Key 
Of  Officer  and  Office,  fet  all  Hearts  o'th'  State 
To  what  Tune  pleas'd  his  Ear,  that  now  he  was 
The  Ivy  which  had  hid  my  princely  Trunk, 

And  fuckt  my  Verdure  out  on't:  Thou  attend'ft  not? 
Mira.  O  good  Sir,  I  do. 
Pro.  I  pray  thee  mark  me : 

B  4 
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I  thus  negle&ing  worldly  Ends,  all  dedicated 
To  Clofencfs,  and  the  bettering  of  my  Mind 
With  that  which  but  by  being  retired 

O'er-priz'd  all  popular  rate  ;  in  my  falfe  Brother 
Awak'd  an  evil  Nature,  and  my  Truft, 
Like  a  good  Parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  Falfhood  in  its  contrary,  as  great 
As  my  Truft  was;  which  had  indeed  no  Limit, 
A  Confidence  fans  bound.     He  being  thus  Lorded, 
Not  only  with  what  my  Revenue  yielded, 
But  what  my  Power  might  elfe  exact ;  like  one 
Who  having  into  Truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Made  fuch  a  Sinner  of  his  Memory 
To  credit  his  own  Lie,  he  did  believe 

He  was  indeed  the  Duke,  out  o'th*  Subftitution 
And  executing  th*  outward  Face  of  Royalty 
With  all  Prerogative.     Hence  his  Ambition  growing; 
Doit  thou  hear? 

Mir  a.  Your  Tale,  Sir,  would  cure  Deafnefs. 
Pro.  To  have  no  Screen  between  this  Part  he  plaid, 

And  him  he  plaid  it  for;  he  needs  will  be 
Abfolute  Millan ;  me,  poor  Man,  my  Library 
Was  Dukedom  large  enough;  of  temporal  Royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapable.     Confederates 

(So  dry  he  was  for  Sway)  wi*  th'  King  of  Naples 
To  give  him  annual  Tribute,  do  him  Homage, 
Subject  his  Coronet  to  his  Crown,  and  bend 

The  Dukedom  yet  unbow'd  (alas  \>ooiA4illan!) 
To  much  ignoble  (looping. 

Mira.  Oh  the  Heav'ns ! 
Pro.  Mark  his  Condition,  and  th' Event,  then  tell  me 

If  this  might  be  a  Brother. 
Mira.  I  mould  fin, 

To  think  but  nobly  of  my  Grand-mother; 
Good  Wombs  have  born  bad  Sons. 

Pro.  Now  the  Condition : 

This  King  of  Naples  being  an  Enemy 

To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  Brother's  Suit; 
Which  was,  That  he  in  lieu  o'  th'  Premifes, 
Of  Homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  Tribute, 
Should  prcfently  extirpate  me  and  mine Out 
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Out  of  the  Dukedom,  and  confer  fair  Millan, 
With  all  the  Honours,  on  my  Brother.     Whereon 

A  treacherous  Army  levy'd,  one  Mid-night 
Fated  to  th'  Purpofe,  did  Anthonio  open 
The  Gates  of  Miliar  and  i'  th'  dead  of  Darknefs 
The  Minifter  for  th*  Purpofe  hurry'd  thence 
Me,  and  thy  crying  felf. 

Mir  a.  Alack  for  pity  ! 

I  not  remembring  how  I  cry'd  out  then 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again ;  it  is  a  hint 
That  wrings  mine  Eyes  to't. Pro.  Hear  a  little  further 

And  then  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  Bufinefs 
Which  now's  upon's,  without  the  which  this  Story 
Were  moft  impertinent. 

Mir  a.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  Hour  deftroy  us  \ 

Pro.  Well  demanded,  Wench ; 

My  Tale  provokes  that  Queftion.     Dear,  they  durfl;  not ; 
So  dear  the  Love  my  People  bore  me:  Nor  fee 
A  Mark  fo  bloody  on  the  Bufinefs;  but 
With  Colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  Ends. 

In  few;  they  hurry'd  us  aboard  a  Bark, 
Bore  us  fome  Leagues  to  Sea,  where  they  prepar'd 
A  rotten  Carcafs  of  a  Boat,  not  rigg'd, 
Nor  Tackle,  nor  Sail,  nor  Maft;  the  very  Rats 
Inftin&ively  had  quit  it :  There  they  hoift  us     - 

Toydry  to  th5  Sea  that  roar'd  to  us ;  to  figh 
To  th5  Winds,  whofe  Pity  fighing  back  again 
Did  us  but  loving  Wrong. 

Mir  a.  Alack !  what  Trouble 

Was  I  then  to  you  ? 
Pro.  O !  a  Cherubim 

Thou  waft  that  did  preferve  me :  Thou  didft  fmile, 

Infufed  with  a  Fortitude  from  Heav'n, 

When  I  have  deck'd  the  Sea  with  Drops  full  fait, 
Under  my  Burthen  groan'd,  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  Sromach,  to  bear  up 
Againft  what  fhould  enfue. 

Mir -a.  How  came  we  a-fhore? 
f/o.  By  Providence  divine ; 

Some 
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Some  Food  we  had,  and  fome  frefti  Water,  that 
A  noble  Neapolitan  Gonz,atoy 
Out  of  his  Charity  (who  being  then  appointed 
Mafter  of  this  Defign)  did  give  us,  with 
Rich  Garments,  Linnens,  Stuffs,  and  NecefTaries 
Which  fince  have  fteeded  much.     So  of  his  Gentlenefs, 

Knowing  I  lov'd  my  Books,  he  furnifli'd  me 
From  mine  own  Library,  with  Volumes,  that 
I  prize  above  my  Dukedom* 

Mir.  Would  I  might 
But  ever  fee  that  Man. 

Pro.  Now  I  arife, 
Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  Sea-fbrrow. 

Here  in  this  Ifland  we  arriv'd,  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  School-mafter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Than  other  Princes  can,  that  have  more  Time 
For  vainer  Hours,  and  Tutors,  not  fo  careful, 

Mira.  Heav'ns  thank  you  for't.  And  now  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
(For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  Mind)  your  Reafon 
For  raifing  this  Sea-ftorm? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth, 

By  Accident  moft  ftrange,  bountiful  Fortune 
(Now  my  dear  Lady)  hath  mine  Enemies 
Brought  to  this  Shore:  And  by  my  Prefcience 
I  find,  my  Zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  moft  aufpitious  Star,  whofe  Influence 
If  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  my  Fortunes 
Will  ever  after  droop :  Here  ceafe  more  Queftions, 

Thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep.     'Tis  a  good  Dulnefs, 
And  give  it  way;  I  know  thou  canft  not  chufe. 
Come  away,  Servant,  come;  I  am  ready  now, 
Approach,  my  Ariel.     Come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Art.  All  hail,  great  Mafter,  grave  Sir,  hail!  I  come 
To  anfwer  thy  beft  Pleafure.     Be  it  to  fly; 
To  fwim,  to  dive  into  the  Fire;  to  ride 

On  the  curl'd  Clouds :  To  thy  ftrong  bidding,  task 
Ariely  and  all  his  Quality. 

Pro.  Haft,  thou,  Spirit, 

Perform'd  to  point  the  Tempeft  that  I  bad  thee? An.  To  every  Article. 
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I  boarded  the  King's  Ship:  Now  on  the  Beak, 
Now  in  the  Wafte,  the  Deck,  in  every  Cabin, 

I  flam'd  Amazement.    Sometimes  I'ld  divide, 
And  burn  in  many  Places ;  on  the  Top-maft, 
The  Yards  and  Boit-fprit,  would  I  flame  diftin&ly, 
Then  meet,  and  join.     Jovis  Lightning,  the  Precurfers 

O'th'  dreadful  Thunder-claps  more  momentary, 
And  Sight  out-running  were  not;  the  Fire  and  Cracks 
Of  fulphurous  roaring,  the  moft  mighty  Neptune 
Seem  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  Waves  tremble, 
Yea,  his  dread  Trident  make. 

Pro.  My  brave  Spirit. 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conflant,  that  this  Coyl 
Would  not  infecl:  his  Reafon? 

Art.  Not  a  Soul 

But  felt  a  Feaver  of  the  mad,  and  plaid 
Som^  Tricks  of  Defpcration:  All  but  Mariners 

Plung'd  in  the  foaming  Brine,  and  quit  the  Veflel, 
Then  all  a-fire  with  me :  The  King's  Son  Ferdinand 
With  Hair  up-flaring  (then  like  Reeds,  not  Hair) 

Was  the  firft  Man  that  leapt;  cry'd  Hell  is  empty,  and All  the  Devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  Spirit:, 
But  was  not  this  nigh  Shore.? 

Ari.  Clofe  by,  my  M  after. 
Pro.  But  are  they,  Ariel,  fafe? 
Ari.  Not  a  Hair  perifhed: 

On  their  fuftaining  Garments  not  a  Blemifli, 
But  frelher  than  before.     And  as  thou  badft  me, 

In  Troops  I  have  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  Ille: 
The  King's  Son  have  I  landed  by  himfelf, 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  Air  with  Sighs, 
In  an  odd  Angle  of  the  Ifle,  and  fitting, 
His  Arms  in  this  fad  Knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  King's  Ship, 
The  Mariners,  fay  how  thou  haft  difpos'd, 
And  all  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet? 

Ari.  Safely  in  Harbour, 

Is  the  King's  Ship;  in  the  deep  Nook,  where  once 
Thou  call'dft  me  up  at  Midnight,  to  fetch  Dew 
From  the  ftill-vext  Bermoothes,  there  file's  hid : The 
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The  Mariners  all  under  Hatches  flowed, 

Who,  with  a  Charm  join'd  to  their  fuffered  Labour, 
I  have  left  afleep;  and  for  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet 
(Which  I  difpers'd)  they  all  have  met  again, 
Anel  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  Flote, 
Bound  fadly  home  for  Naplesy 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  King's  Ship  wrackt, 
And  his  great  Perfon  perifti. 

Pro.  Ariel,  thy  Charge 

Exa&ly  is  performed ;  but  there's  more  Work : 
What  is  the  Time  o'th5  Day? Ari.  Paft  the  mid  Seafon. 

Pro.  At  leaft  two  GlafTes :  The  time  'twixt  fix  and  now 
Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 

Ari.  Is  there  more  Toil?  Since  thou  doft  give  me  Pains, 

Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd, 
Which  is  not  yet  performed  mc. 

Pro.  How  now?  moodie? 

What  is't  thou  can  ft  demand? 
Ari.  My  Liberty, 
Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out?  No  more* 

Ari.  I  prethee 
Remember  I  have  done  thee  worthy  Service, 

Told  thee  no  Lies,  made  thee  no  Miftakings,  ferv'd 
Without  or  Grudge,  or  Grumblings;  thou  didft  promife 
To  bate  me  a  full  Year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  Torment  I  did  free  thee  ?  Ari.  No. 

Pro.  Thou  doft ;  and  thinkeft  it  much  to  tread  the 
Ooze  of  the  fait  Deep ; 
To  run  upon  the  ftiarp  Wind  of  the  North, 

To  do  me  Bufinefs  in  the  Veins  o'th'  Earth 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  Froft. 

Ari.  I  do  nor,  Sir. 

Pro.  Thou  lieft,  malignant  Thing:  Haft  thou  forgot 
The  foul  Witch  Sycorax,  who  with  Age  and  Envy 
Was  grown  into  a  Hoop  ?  Haft  thou  forgot  her  ? 

Ari.  No,  Sir. 
Pro.  Thou  haft:  Where  was  flic  born?  fpeakf  tell  me! 
Ari.  Sir,  in  Argier. 
Pro.  Oh,  was  ihe  fo:  I  muft 

Once 
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Once  in  a  Month  recount  what  thou  haft  been, 

Which  thou  forgetfh     This  damn'd  Witch  Sycorax 
For  Mifchiefs  manifold,  and  Sorceries  too  terrible 
To  enter  human  Hearing,  from  Argier 

Thou  know'ft  was  baninVd:  For  one  thing  Ihe  did 
They  would  not  take  her  Life.     Is  not  this  true  ? 

Art.  Ay,  Sir. 

Pro.  This  blue-ey'd  Hag  was  hither  brought  with  Child* 
And  here  was  left  bythJ  Sailors;  thou  my  Slave, 
As  thou  report'ft  thy  felf,  waft  then  her  Servant, 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  Spirit  too  delicate 

To  a£t  her  earthy  and  abhor'd  Commands, 
Refuting  her  grand  Hefts,  me  did  confine  thee, 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  Minifters, 
And  in  her  moft  unmittigable  Rage, 

Into  "a  cloven  Pyne;  within  which  Rift 
Imprifon'd,  thcu  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  Years;  within  which  Space  (Tie  dy'd, 
And  left  thee  there :  Where  thou  didft  vent  thy  Groans 
As  faft  as  Mill  Wheels  ftrike.     Then  was  this  Ifland 
(Save  for  the  Son  that  me  did  litter  here 

A  frekel'd  Whelp,  hag-born)  not  honour'd  with 
A  human  Shape. 

Ari,  Yes ;  Caliban  her  Son. 

Pro.  Dull  Thing,  I  fay  fo:  He,  that  Caliban 

Whom  now  I  keep  in  Service.     Thou  beft  know'ft 
What  Torment  I  did  find  thee  in ;  thy  Groans 
Did  make  Wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  Breafts 
Of  ever-angry  Bears;  it  was  a  Torment 

To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sycorax 
Could  not  again  undo:  It  was  mine  Art, 

When  I  arriv'd,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape The  Pyne,  and  let  thee  out. 
Art.  I  thank  thee,  M  after. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  will  rend  an  Oak 

And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  Entrails,  "till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  Winters. 

Ari.  Pardon,  Mafter. 
I  will  be  correfpondent  to  Command, 
And  do  my  Spriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  fo :  And  after  two  Days 
I  will  difcharge  thee.  Aru 
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Ari.  That's  my  noble  Mafter: 
What  mall  I  do?  Say  what?  What  mall  I  do? 

Pro.  Go  make  thy  felf  like  to  a  Nymph  o'th  Sea, 
Be  fubje<5t  to  no  Sight  but  thine,  and  mine:  Invifible 
To  every  Eye-ball  dfe.     Go  take  this  Shape, 
And  hither  come  in't:  Go,  hence 
With  Diligence.  [Exit. 

Pro.  Awake,  dear  Heart  awake,  thou  haft  flept  well, 
Awake. 

Mira.  The  Strangenefs  of  your  Story  put 

Heavinefs  in  me.' 
Pro.  Shake  it  off:  Come  on, 

We'll  vifit  Caliban,  my  Slave,  who  never Yields  us  kind  Anfwer. 

Mira.  'Tis  a  Villain,  Sir,  I  do  not  love  to  look  on. 
Pro.  But  as  'tis 

V/e  cannot  mifs  him :  He  does  make  our  Fire, 
Fetch  in  our  Wood,  and  ferves  Offices 
That  profit  us.     What  hoa !  Slave !  Calibanl 
Thou  Earth  thou!  fpeak. 

Cal.  (within.)  There's  Wood  enough  within. 
Pro.  Come  forth,  I  fay,  there's  other  Bufinefs  for  thee: 

Come  thou  Tortoys,  when  ? 
Enter  Ariel  like  a  Water-Nymph. 

Fine  Apparition :  My  quaint  Ariel9 
Heark  in  thine  Ear. 

Art.  My  Lord,  it  lliall  be  done.  {Exit. 
Pro.  Thou  poifonous  Slave,  got  by  the  Devil  himfelf 

Upon  thy  wicked  Dam ;  come  forth. 
Enter  Caliban, 

Cal.  As  wicked  Dew,  as  e'er  my  Mother  brufli'd 
With  Ravens  Feather  from  unwholfome  Fen, 

Drop  on  you  both :  A  South-weft  blow  on  ye, 

And  blifter  you  all  o'er. 
Pro.  For  this,  be  fure,  to  Night  thou  fli alt  have  Cramps, 

Side-ftitches,  that  mall  pen  thy  Breath  up,  Urchins 
Shall  for  that  wafte  of  Night,  that  they  may  work 

All  Exercifeon  thee:  Thou  malt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  Hony-comb,  each  Pinch  more  flinging 
^han  Bees  that  made  'em. 

Cal.  I  muft  eat  my  Dinner; 
t  This 
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This  Ifland's  mine  by  Sjcorax  my  Mother, 
Which  thou  tak'ft  from  me.     When  thou  cameft  firft 
Thou  ftroak'dft  me,  and  mad'ft  much  of  me ;  Would'ft  give  me 
Water  with  Berries  in't;  And  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  Light,  and  how  the  lefs, 

That  burn  by  Day  and  Night:  And  then  I  lov'd  thee, 
And  mewed  thee  all  the  Qualities  o*  the  Ifle, 
The  frefti  Springs,  Brine-pits ;  barren  Place  and  fertile. 
Curs'd  be  I  that  I  did  fo !  All  the  Charms 
Of  Sycorax;  Toads,  Beetles,  Bats  light  on  you ! 
For  I  am  all  the  Subjects  that  you  have, 
Which  firft  was  mine  own  King:  And  here  you  fly  me 
In  this  hard  Rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 
The  reft  of  the  Ifland. 

Pro.  Thou  moft  lying  Slave, 

Whom  Stripes  may  move,  not  Kindnefs;  I  have  us'd  thee 
(Filth  as  thou  art)  with  human  Care,  and  lodg'd 
In  mine  own  Cell,  'till  thou  didft  feek  to  violate 
The  Honour  of  my  Child. 

Cal.  Oh  ho,  oh  ho,  would't  had  been  done! 
Thou  didft  prevent  me,  I  had  peoprd  elfe 
This  Ifle  with  Calibans. 

Mir  a.  Abhorred  Slave, 
Which  any  Print  of  Goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  111:  I  pitied  thee, 
Took  Pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  Hour 
One  thing  or  other:  When  thou  didft  not,  Savage, 
Know  thine  own  Meaning;  but  wouldft  gabble,  like 

A  thing  moft  bruitifh,  I  endow'd  thy  Purpofes 
With  Words  that  made  them  known.     But  thy  vile  Race 

(Tho'  thou  chdft  learn)   had  that  in't,  which  good  Natures Could  not  abide  to  be  with ;  therefore  waft  thou 

Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  Rock,  who  hadft 
Deferv'd  more  than  a  Prifon. 

Cal.  You  taught  me  Language,  and  my  Profit  on't 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe:  The  Red-plague  rid  you 
For  learning  me  your  Language. 

Pro.  Hag-feed,  hence! 

Fetch  us  in  Fewel,  and  be  quick,  thou  wer't  beft 
To  anfwer  other  Bufinefs:  Shrug'ft  thou,  Malice? 
If  thou  ncglecVft,  or  doft  unwillingly 

What 
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What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  Cramps^ 
Fill  all  thy  Bones  with  Aches,  make  thee  roar, 
The  Beafts  ihall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Cal.  No,  'pray  thee. 
I  muft  obey,  his  Art  is  of  fuch  Pow'r, 
It  would  control  my  Dam's  God  Setebos, And  make  a  VafTal  of  him. 

Pro.  So  Slave,  hence,  [Exit  Caliban. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  and  Ariel  invifible,  playing  andjinging. 

ARIE  L's    SONG. 
Come  unto  thefe  yellow  Sands, 
jind  then  take  Hands : 

Curffied  when  you  have,  and  kjfl, 
The  wild  Waves  whifi ; 

Foot  it  feat ly  here  and  there,  and  fweet  Sprights  bear 
The  Burthen.  [Burthen  difperfedly. 

Hark^  harks  bough-wawgh :  The  Watch-Dogs  barh^ 
Bough-wawgh. 

Ari.  Hark*  har  k,I  hear  the  Strain  of  ftr fitting  Chant icier e, 

Cry  Cock^adoodle-do 

Fer%  Where  fhould  this  Mufick  be  ?  I'th'Air,or  th'Earth? 
It  founds  no  more :  And  fure  it  waits  upon 

Some  God  o'th'  Ifland,  fitting  on  a  Bank, 
Weeping  againft  the  King  my  Father's  WrackJ 
This  Mufick  crept  by  me  upon  the  Waters, 
Allaying  both  their  Fury,  and  my  Paffion 

With  its  fweet  Air:  Thence  I  have  fpllow'd  it, 

Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather;  but  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

ARIEL'S    SON  G. 
Full  Fathom  five  thy  Father  lyes 
Of  his  Bones  are  Coral  made  : 
Thofe  are  Pearls  that  were  his  Eyes* 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 

But  dothfuffer  a  Sea-change, 
Into  fomething  rich,  andftrange. 

Sea-Nymphs  hourly  ring  his  KnelL 
[Burthen:  ping-dong. 

Harkjiow  I  hear  themr  ding-dong  Belf, 

fcr. 



The    TEMPEST.  17 

Fer.  The  Ditty  does  remember  my  drown'd  Father; 
This  is  no  mortal  Bufinefs,  nor  no  Sound 
That  the  Earth  owes:  I  hear  it  now  above  me, 

)Pro.  The  fringed  Curtains  of  thine  Eye  advance, 

And  Gy  what  thou  fee'ft  yond. 
Mira.  What  is't,    a  Spirit? 

Lord,  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me,  Sir, 

It  carries  a  brave  Fofrri.     But  'tis  a  Spirit. 
Pro.  No  Wench,  it  eats,  and  fleeps,  and  hath  fuch  Senfes 

As  we  have;  fuch.  This  Gallant  which  thou  feeft 

Was  in  the  Wreck:  And  but  he's  fomething  ftain'd 
With  Grief  ('that's  Beauty's  Canker)  thou  might'ft  call  him 
A  goodly  Peifon.    He  hath  loft  his  Fellows, 

And  ftrays  about  to  find  'em. 
Mira.  I  might  call  him  • 

A  thing  divine,  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  noble. 

Pro.  It  goes  on,  I  fee, 

As  my  Soul  prompts  it:  Spirit,  fine  Spirit,  I'll  free  thee 
Within  two  Days  for  this. 

Fer.  Moft  fure  the  Goddefs 

On  whom  thefe  Ayres  attend.     Vouchfafe  my  Pray'r 
May  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  Ifland, 

And  that  you  will  fome  good  Inftruction  give^ 
How  I  may  bear  me  here:  My  prime  Requeft 

('Which  I  do  laft  pronounce)  is,  O  you  Wonder, 
If  you  be  made,  or  no? 

Mira.  No  Wonder,  Sir, 
But  certainly  a  Maid. 

Fer.  My  Language!  Heav'ns! 
I  am  the  befl:  of  them  that  fpeak  this  Speech, 

Were  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 
Pro.  How  ?  the  bed  ? 

What  wer't  thou  if  the  King  of  Napks  heard  thee? 
Fer.  A  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 

To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  Naples.     He  does  hear  me; 
And  that  he  doe?,  I  weep:  My.felf  am  Naples, 
Who,  with  mine  Eyes  (never  fince  at  Ebb)  beheld 
The  King  my  Father  wrackt. 

Mira.  Alack,  for  Mercy. 
Fer.  Yes  faith,  and  all  his  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Millan 
Vol.  I.  C  And 
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And  his  brave  Son,   being  twain. 
Pro.  The  Duke  of  Millan 

And  his  more  braver  Daughter  could  controll  thee, 

If  now  'twere  fit  to  dot:  At  the  firft  Sight 
They  have  chang'd  Eyes:  Delicate  Ariel, 
I'll  fet  thee  free  for  this.     A  Word,  good  Sir, 
I  fear  you  have  done  your  fclf  fome  Wrong:   A  Word, 

Mir  a.  Why  fpeaks  my  Father  fo  ungently?  This 
Is  the  third  Man  that  e'er  I  faw ;  the  firft 

That  e'er  I  (igh'd  for:  Pity  move  my  Father 
To  be  enclin'd  my  way. 

Fer.  O,  if  a  Virgin, 

And  your  Affe&ion  not  gone  forth  ;  I'll  make  you 
The  Queen  of  Naples. 

Pro.  Soft  Sir,  one  Word  more. 

They  are  both  in  eithers  Pow'r :  But  this  fwift  Bufinefs 
I  muft  uneafie  make,  left  too  light  winning 
Make  the  Prize  light.     One  Word  more;  t  charge  thee 
That  thou  attend  me;  thou  doft  here  ufurp 

The  Name  thou  ow'ft  not,  and  haft  put  thy  felf 
Upon  this  Ifland,  as  a  Spy,  to  win  it 

From  me,  the  Lord  on't. 
Fer.  No,  as  I  am  a  Man. 

Mira.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fuch  a  Temple. 
If  the  ill  Spirit  have  fo  fair  an  Houfe, 

Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with't. Pro.  Follow  me. 

Speak  not  you  for  him :  He's  a  Traitor.     Come, 
I'll  manacle  thy  Neck  and  Feet  together; 
Sea- water  flialt  thou  drink,  thy  Food  fhall  be 

The  frefti-brook  Mufcles,  wither'd  Roots,  and  Husks 
Wherein  the  Acorn  cradled.     Follow. 

Fer.  No, 

I  will  refift  fuch  Entertainment,  'till 

Mine  Enemy  has  more  Pow'r. 
[  He  draws,  and  is  charmed  from  moving. 

Mir  a.  O  dear  Father, 
Make  not  too  rafh  a  Trial  of  him ;  for 

He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 
Pro.  What  I  fay, 

My  Foot  my  Tutor?  Put  thy  Sword  up,  Traitor, 

Who  mak'fta  Shew,  but  dar'ft  not  ftrike;  thy  Confciencc 
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Is  pofTeft  with  Guilt :   Come  from  thy  Ward, 
For  I  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  Stick, 
And  make  thy  Weapon  drop. 

Mira.  Beleech  you,  Father. 
Pro.  Hence :  Hang  not  on  my  Garments^ 
Mira.  Sir,  have  Pity; 

1*11  be  his  Surety. Pro.  Silence:  One  Word  more 
Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee^     What, 
An  Advocate  for  an  Impoftor?  Hufli ! 

Thou  think'ft  there  are  no  more  fuch  Shapes  as  he, 
(Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban)  foolifh  Wench, 
To  th'  moft  of  Men  this  is  a  Caliban, 
And  they  to  him  are  Angels. 

Mira.  My  Affections 
Are  then  moft  humble :  I  have  no  Ambition  1 

To  fee  a  goodlier  Man. 
Pro.  Come  on,  obey : 

Thy  Nerves  are  in  their  Infancy  again^ 
And  have  no  Vigour  in  them. 

Fer.  So  they  are: 
My  Spirits,  as  in  a  Dream,  are  all  bound  up? 
My  Fathers  lofs,  the  Weaknefs  which  I  kd, 

The  Wrack  of  all  my  Friends,  and  this  Man's  Threats, 
To  whom  I  am  fubdu'd,  are  but  light  to  me, 
Might  I  but  through  my  Prifon  once  a  Day 
Behold  this  Maid:  All  Corners  elfeo'th' Earth 
Let  Liberty  make  ufe  of;  Space  enough 
Have  I,  in  fuch  a  Prifon. 

Pro.  It  works :  Come  on. 

Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  Ariel:  Follow  me.! 
Hark  what  thou  elfe  malt  do  me. 

Mira.  Be  of  Comfort, 

My  Father's  of  a  better  Nature,  Sir, 
Than  he  appears  by  Speech :  This  is  unwonted 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Pro.  Thou  fhalt  be  as  free 

As  Mountain  Winds;  but  then  exactly  do 
All  Points  of  my  Command. 

Art.  To  th'  Syllable. 
Pro.  Come  follow :  Speak  not  for  him.  {Exeunt. 

C  2  ACT 
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A  CT    II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaftian,  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  Adrian* 
Francifco,  and  others. 

Gonz,. T) Efeech  you  Sir,  be  merry:  You  have  Caufe, 
JD  (So  have  we  all)  of  Joy ;  for  our  Efcape 

Is  much  beyond  our  Lofs ;  our  Hint  of  Wo 

Is  common,  every  Day,  fome  Sailor's  Wife, The  Matters  of  fome  Merchant,  and  the  Merchant 
Have  juft  our  Theam  of  Wo:  But  for  the  Miracle* 
(I  mean  our  Prefervation)  few  in  Millions 
Can  fpeak  like  us:  Then  wifely,  good  Sir,  weigh 
Our  Sorrow  with  our  Comfort. 
1    Alon.  Prethee  Peace. 

Seb.  He  receives  Comfort  like  cold  Porridge. 

Ant.  The  Vifitor  will  not  give  o'er  fo. 
Set.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  Watch  of  his  Wit, 

By  and  by  it  will  ftrike. 
Gon.  Sir. 
Seb.  On:  Tell. 

Gon.  When  every  Grief  is  entertain'd 
That's  offer'd;  comes  to  the  Entertainer   r- 

Seb.  A  Dollor. 

Gon.  Dolour  comes  to  him  indeed,  you  have  fpoken  truer 

than  you  purpos'd. 
Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wifelier  than  I  meant  you  fhould. 
Gon.  Therefore,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  Spend-thrift  is  he  of  his  Tongue? 
Alon.  I  prethee  fpare. 
Gon.  Well,  I  have  done:  But  yet— 
Seb.  He  will  be  talking. 
Ant.  Which  of  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  Wager, 

Firft:  begins  to  crow  ? 
Seb.  The  old  Cock. 
Ant.  The  Cockrell. 

Seb.  Done:  The  Wager? 
Ant.  A  Laughter. 
Seb.  A  Match.. 

Adr.  Though  this  Ifland  feem  to  be  defert-       > 
Seb.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ant* 
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Ant*  So :  You're  paid. 
Adr.  Uninhabitable,  and  almoft  inacceffible. 
Seb.  Yet. 
Adr.  Yet   

Ant.  He  could  not  mifs't. 
Adr.  It  muft  needs  be  of  fubtle,  tender,  and  delicate 

Temperance. 
Ant.  Temperance  was  a  delicate  Wench. 

Seb.  Ay,  and  a  fubtle,  as  he  moft  learnedly  deliver'd. 
Adr.  The  Air  breathes  upon  us  here  moil:  fweetly. 
Seb.  As  if  it  had  Lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or,  as  'twere  perfumed  by  a  Fen. 
Gon.  Here  is  every  thing  advantageous  to  Life. 
Ant.  True,  fave  Means  to  live. 

Seb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little. 
Gon.  How  lulh  and  lufty  the  Grafs  looks? 

How  green? 
Am.  The  Ground  indeed  is  tawny. 

Seb.  With  an  Eye  of  green  in'r. Ant.  He  miffes  not  much. 

Seb.  No:  He  doth  but  miftake  the  Truth  totally. 
Gon.  But  the  Rarity  of  it  isy  which  is  indeed  almoft  be- 

yond Credit   
Seb.  As  many  voucht  Rarities  are. 
Gon.  That  our  Garments,  being  (as  they  were)  drencht 

in  the  Sea,  hold  notwithftanding  their  Frefhnefs  and  Gloffes, 

being  rather  new  dy'd  than  ftain'd  with  fait  Water. 
Ant.  If  but  one  of  his  Pockets  could  fpeak,  would  it  not 

fay  he  lies? 
Seb.  &y,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  his  Report. 
Gon.  Methinks  our  Garments  are  now  as  frefh  as  when 

we  put  them  on  firft  in  Affrick,  at  the  Marriage  of  the 

King's  fair  Daughter  Claribel,  to  the  King  of  Tunis. 
Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  Marriage,  and  we  profper  well  in  our Return. 

Adri.  Tunis  was  never  grae'd  before  with  fuch  a  Paragon 
to  their  Queen. 

Gon.  Not  fince  Widow  Dido's  time. 
Ant.  Widow?  a  Pox  o'that:  How  came  that  Widow 

in  ?  Widow  Dido  ! 
Seb.  What  if  he  had  faid  Widower  sAZntas  too? 

C  3  Good 
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Good  Lord,  how  you  take  it ! 
Adr.  Widow  Dido,  faid  you?  You  make  me  ftudy  of 

that:  She  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis, 
Gon.  This  Tunis,  Sir,  was  Carthage. 
Adri.  Carthage. 
Gon.  I  affure  you  Carthage. 
Ant.  Mis  Word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  Harp, 

Seb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  Wall,  and  Houfes  too. 
Ant.  What  impoffible  matter  will  he  make  eafie  next? 
Seb.  I  think  he  will  carry  this  Illand  home  in  his  Pocket, 

and  give  it  his  Son  for  an  Apple. 
Ant.  And  fowing  the  Kernels  of  it  in  the  Sea,  bring 

forth  more  Iflands. 
Gon.  Ay, 
Ant*  Why  in  good  time. 
Gon.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  Garments  feem  now 

as  frefti  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  Marriage  of  your 
Daughter,  who  is  now  Queen. 

Ant.  And  the  rareft  that  e'er  came  there. 
Seb.  Bate,  I  befeech  you,  Widow  Dido. 
Ant.  O,  Widow  Diaof  Ay,  Widow  Dido. 
Gon.  Is  not  my  Doublet,  Sir,  as  frelh  as  the  firft  Day  I 

vore  it?  I  mean  in  a  fort. 

Ant.  That  fort  was  well  fifh'd  for. 
Gon.  When  I  wore  it  at  your  Daughter's  Marriage. 
Alon.  You  cram  thefe  Words  into  mine  Ears  againft 

The  Stomach  of  my  Senfe.     Would  I  had  never 
Married  my  Daughter  there !  For  coming  thence 
My  Son  is  loft,  and,  in  my  rate,  (he  too, 
Who  is  fo  far  from  Italy  removed, 

I  ne'er  again  fhall  fee  her:  O  thou  mine  Heir 
Of  Naples  and  of  Millan,  what  ftrange  Fifti 
Hath  made  his  Meal  on  thee  ? 

Fran.  Sir,  he  may  live, 
I  faw  him  beat  the  Surges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  Backs;  he  trod  the  Water, 
Whofe  Enmity  he  flung  afide;  and  breafted 
The  Surge  moft  fwollen  that  met  him:  His  bold  Head 

'Bove  the  contentious  Waves  he  kept,  and  oared 
Himfelf  with  his  good  Arms  in  lufty  Strokes 

Toth'  Shore  j  that  o'er  his  wave*worn  Bafis  bow-d 
As 
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As  {looping  to  relieve  him:  I  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  Land. 

Alon.  No,  no,  he's  gone. 
Seb.  Sir,  you  may  thank  your  felf  for  this  great  Lofs, 

That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  Daughter, 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  Affrican; 
Where  ihe,  atdeaft,  is  baniuYd  from  your  Eye,  ; 

Who  hath  Caufe  to  wet  the  Grief  on'r. 
Alon.  Prethee  Peace. 

Seb.  You  were  kneel'd  to,  and  importun'd  other  wife 
By  all  of  us:  And  the  fair  Soul  her  felf 

Wei^h'd  between  Loathnefs  and  Obedience,  at 
Which  End  o\th'  Beam  mould  bow.  Wehavejoft  your  Son 
I  fear  for  ever:  Millan  and  Naples  have 
More  Widows  in  them  of  this  bufinefs  making, 
Than  we  bring  Men  to  comfort  them: 

The  Fault's  your  own. 
Alon.  So  is  the  dearfr,  o'th'  L,ofs. 
Gon.   My  Lord  Sebaflian, 

The  Truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  Gentlenefs 
And  Time  to  fpeak  it  in:  You  rub  the  Sore 
When  you  mould  bring  the  Plaifhr. 

Seb.  Very  well. 
Ant.  And  moft  Chirurgeonly. 
Gon.  It  is  foul  Weather  in  us  all,  good  Sir, 

When  you  are  cloudy. 
Seb.  Foul  Weather? 

Ant.  Very  foul. 
Gon.  Had  I  the  Plantation  of  this  Ifle,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  He'd  fow't  wich  Nettle- feed. 
Seb.  Or  Docks,  or  Mallows. 

Gon.  And  were  the  King  on't,  what  would  I  do? 
Seb.  Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  Wine. 

Gon.  I'th'  Commonwealth  I  would,  by  contraries* 
Execute  all  things:  For  no  kind  of  Traffick 
Would  I  admit;  no  Name  of  Magiftrate; 
Letters  mould  not  be  known;  Riches,  Poverty, 
And  ufe  of  Service,  none;  Contract,  Succeffion, 
Born,  Bound  of  Land,  Tilth,  Vineyard  none; 
No  ufe  of  Metal,  Corn,  or  Wine,  or  Oyl; 
No  Occupation,  all  Men  idle,  all, 

C  4  And 
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And  Women  too;  but  innocent  and  pure: 
No  Soveraignty. 

Seb.  Yet  he  would  be  King  on't. 
Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  Commonwealth  forgets  the 

beginning. 
Gon.  All  things  in  common  Nature  fhould  produce 

Without  Sweat  or  Endeavour.     Treafon,  Felony, 
Sword,  Pike,  Knife,  Gun,  or  need  of  any  Engine 
Would  I  not  have;  but  Nature  (hould  bring  foith, 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  Foyzon,  all  Abundance 
To  feed  my  innocent  People. 

Seb.  No  marrying  'mong  his  Subjects? 
Ant.  None,  Man;  all  idle;  Whores  and  Knaves. 
Gon.  I  would  with  fuch  Perfection  govern,  Sir, 

T*  excell  the  Golden  Age. 
Seb.  Save  h  s  Majefty. 
Ant.  Long  live  Gcn&alo. 
Gon.  And  do  you  mark  me,  Sir? 
Aion.  Prethee  no  more;  thou  doit,  talk  nothing  to  me. 
Gon.  I  do  well  believe  your  Highnefs,  and  did  it  to  mi- 

n'fler  Occafion  to  thefe  Gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch  fenfi- 
ble  and  nimble  Lungs,  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh  at  no- 
thing. 

Ant.  'Twas  you  we  hugh'd  at. 
Gon.  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am  nothing  to 

you:  So  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  Rill. 
Ant.   What  a  Blow  was  there  given? 
Seb.  And  it  had  not  fallen  flu-long. 
Gon.  You  are  Gentlemen  of  a  brave  Metal;  you  would 

lift  the  Moon  out  of  her  Sphere,  if  ihe  would  continue  in 
it  five  Weeks  without  chani'in?. 

Enter  Ariel  playing  folemn  Mufick. 
Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  Bat-fowling. 
Ant.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  be  not  angry. 
Gon.  No  I  warrant  you,  I  will  not  adventure  my  Di- 

fcretion  fo  weakly :  Will  you  laugh  me  afleep,  for  I  am  ve- 
ry heavy. 
Am.  Go  deep,  and  hear  us. 
Alon.  What,  all  fo  foon  afleep  ?  I  wifti  mine  Eyes  would, 

with  themfelves,  ftiut  up  my  Thoughts: 

I  find    hey  are  inclin'd  to  do  fo» 
SA.  Pleafcyou,  Sir,  Do 
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Do  not  omit  the  heavy  Offer  of  it: 
It  fddom  vilits  Sorrow;  when  it  doth,  it  is  a  Comforter. 

Ant.  We  two,  my  Lord,  will  guard  your  Pei  fon, 
While  you  take  your  Reft,  and  watch  your  Safety. 

Aion.  Thank  you :  Wondrous  heavy. 

[All  fleep  but  Seb.  and  Ant. 
Seb.  What  a  ftrange  Drowfinefs  poffefles  thun£ 

Ant.  It  is  the  Quality  6'th*  Climate. Seb.  Why 

Doth  it  not  then  our  Eye-lids  fink?  I  find 

Not  my  felf  difpos'd  ro  deep. 
Ant.   Nor  I,  my  Spirits  are  nimble: 

They  fell  together  all,  as  by  Confcnt 
They  dropt,  as  by  a  Thunder-ftroke.     What  might, 
Worthy  Sebaftian   O,  what  might — —  no  more. 
And  yet,  methinks  I  fee  it  in  thy  Face, 
What  thou  fhouldft  be:  The  Occafion  fpeaks  thee,  and 
My  ftrong  Imagination  fees  a  Crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  Head.   . 

Seb.  Whar,  art  thou  waking? 
Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 
Seb.  I  do;  and  furely 

It  is  a  flecpy  Language,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
Out  of  thy  Sleep :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
This  is  a  ftrange  Repofe,  to  be  afleep 
W«th  Eyes  wide  open:  Standing,  fpeaking,  moving; 
And  yet  fo  faft  afleep. 

Ant.  Noble  Sebaftian> 

Thou  let'ft  thy  Fortune  fleep;  die  rather:  Wink'ft 
Whilft  t^ou  art  waking.  • 

Seb.  Thou  doft  fnore  diftin&ly; 

There's  Meaning  in  thy  Snores. 
Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  Cuftom.     You 

Muft  be  fo  too,  if  you  heed  me  5  which  to  do, 
Trebbles  thee  o'er. 

Seb.  Well:  I  am  ftanding  Water. 

Ant.  I'll  teach  you  how  to  flow. 
Seb.  Do  fo :  To  ebb, 

Hereditary  Sloth  inftru&s  me. 
Ant.  O! 

If  you  but  knew  how  you  the  Purpofe  cherifti, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  thus  you  mock  it;  how  in  ftripping  it 
You  more  inveft  it:  Ebbing  Men,  indeed, 
Moll:  often  do  fo,  near  the  Bottom,  run, 
By  their  own  Fear  or  Sloth. 

Seb.  Prethce  fay  on, 
The  fetting  of  thine  Eye  and  Cheek  proclaim 
A  Matter  from  thee ;  and  a  Birth,  indeed, 
Which  throws  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant.  Thus  Sir  : 

Although  this  Lord  of  weak  Remembrance;  this 
Who  lhall  be  of  as  little  Memory 

When  he  is  earth'd,  hath  here  almoft  perfuaded 
("For  he's  a  Spirit  of  Perfuafion,  only 
Profefles  to  perfuade)  the  King  his  Son's  alive; 
'Tis  as  impoflible  that  he's  undrown'd, 
As  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

Seb.  I  have  no  Hope 
That  he's  undrown'd. 

Ant.  O,  out  of  that  no  Hope, 
What  great  Hope  have  you?  No  Hope  that  way,  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  Hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  Wink  beyond, 
But  doubt  Difcovery  there.     Will  you  grant,  with  me, 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  ? 

Seb.  He's  gone. 
Ant.  Then  tell  me  who's  the  next  Heir  of  Naples? Seb.  Claribel. 

Ant.  She  that  is  Queen  of  Tunis;  me  that  dwells 

Ten  Leagues  beyond  Man's  Life;  flie  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  Note,  unlefs  the  Sun  were  Pofr, 

The  Man  i'  th'  Moon's  too  flow,  'till  new-born  Chins 
Be  rough,  and  razorable;  me  from  whom 

We  all  were  Sea-fwallow'd,  tho'  fome  caft  again, 
And  by  that  Deftiny  to  perform  an  Ad: ; 

Whereof,  what's  paft  in  Prologue,   what  to  come 
In  yours,  and  my  Difcharge*   * 

Seb.  What  Stuff  is  this?  How  fay  you? 

*Tis  true,  my  Brother's  Daughter's  Queen  of  Tunis, 
So  is  me  Heir  of  Naples,  'twixt  which  Regions 
There  is  fome  Space. 

jinn 
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Ant.  A  Space  whofe  ev'ry  Cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out,  How  (hall  that  Claribel 
Meafure  us  back  by  Naples  ?  keep  in  Tunis, 
And  let  Sebaflian  wake.     Say,  this  were  Death 

That  now  hath  feiz'd  them,  why  they  were  noworfe 
Than  now  they  are :  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  fleeps;  Lords,  that  can  prate 
As  amply,  and  unneceffarily 
As  this  Gonz,alo\  I  my  felf  could  make 
A  Chough  of  as  deep  Chat;  O,  that  you  bore 
The  Mind  that  I  do ;  what  a  Sleep  were  this 
For  your  Advancement?  Do  you  underftand  me? 

Seb.  Methinks  I  do. 
Ant,  And  how  docs  your  Content 

Tender  your  own  good  Fortune? 
Seb.  I  remember 

You  did  fupplant  your  Brother  Profpero. 
Ant.  True: 

And  look  how  well  my  Garments  fit  upon  me, 

Much  feater  than  before.     My  Brother's  Servants 
Were  then  my  Fellows,  now  they  are  my  Men. 

Seb.  But  for  your  Confcience. 

Ant.  Ay,  Sir;  where  lyes  that?  If  'twere  a  Kybe 
'T  would  put  me  to  my  Slipper:  But  I  feel  not 
This  Deity  in  my  Bofom.   Twenty  Consciences 

That  ftand  'twixt  me  and  MilUn,  candied  be  thev, 
And  melt  e'er  they  moleft.    Here  lyes  your  Brother, 
No  better  than  the  Earth  he  lyes  upon, 

If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like,  that's  dead; 
Whom  I  with  this  obedient  Steel,  three  Inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  Bed  for  ever:  Whilfr.  you  doing  thus, 
To  the  perpetual  Wink  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  Morfel,  this  Sir  Prudence,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  Courfe.     For  all  the  reft 

They'll  take  Suggeftion,  as  a  Cat  laps  Milk; 
They'll  tell  the  Clock,  to  any  Bufinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  Hour. 

Seb.  Thy  Cafe,  dear  Friend, 

Shall  be  my  Prefident:  As  thou  got-ft  MilUn, 
I'll  come  by  Naples.     Draw  thy  Sword,  one  Stroke 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  Tribute  which  thou  payelt, And 
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And  I  the  King  (hall  love  thee. 
Ant.  Draw  together: 

And  when  I  rear  my  Hand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gonz,alo. 

Seb.  O,  but  one  Word. 
Enter  Ariel  with  Mujick^  and  Song. 

Ari.  My  Matter  through  his  Art  forefees  the  Danger 
That  you,  his  Friend,  are  in ;  and  fends  me  forth 
(For  elfe  his  Project  dies)  to  keep  them  living. 

[Sings  in  Gonzalo'j  Ear » While  you  here  do  Snoaring  lye> 

Open-ey'd  Con/piracy His  time  doth  take: 

If  of  Life  you  keep  a  Care, 
Shake  off  Slumber ,  and  beware. 
Awake,  awake. 

Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden. 

Gon.  Now,  good  Angels  preferve  the  King.   [They  wake. 
Alon.  Why  how  now  ho  ?  awake  ?  why  are  you  drawn  ? 

Wherefore  this  ghaftly  Looking? 

Gon.  What's  the  Matter? 
Seb.  Whilft  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  Repofe, 

Even  now  we  heard  a  hollow  Burft  of  bellowing 

Like  Bulls,  or  rather  Lions;  did't  not  wake  you? 
It  ilrook  mine  Ear  moft  terribly. 

Alon.  I  heard  nothing. 

Ant.  O,  'twas  a  Din  to  fright  a  Monfter's  Ear; 
To  make  an  Earthquake:  Sure  it  was  the  Roar 
Of  a  whole  Herd  of  Lions. 

Alon.  Heard  you  this,  Gonz,alo  ? 
Gon.  Upon  mine  Honour,  Sir,  I  heard  a  Humming, 

And  that  a  ftrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me! 

I  fhak'd  you,  Sir,  and  cry'd,  as  mine  Eyes  open'd, 
I  faw  their  Weapons  drawn :  There  was  a  Noife, 

That's  verily.    'Tis  beft  we  ftand  upon  our  Guard; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  Place ;  let's  draw  our  Weapons. 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  Ground,  and  let's  make  further  Search 
For  my  poor  Son. 

Gon.  Heav'ns  keep  him  from  thefe  Beaffs ; 
For  he  is  fure  i'th'Ifland. 

AUn.  Lead  away* 
Art. 
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Art.  Trofperoy  my  Lord,  fhallknow  what  I  have  done. 

So,  King*  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  Son.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Caliban  with  a  Burden  of  Wood ;  a  Noife  of 

Thunder  heard. 

Cat.  All  the  Infc&ions  that  the  Sun  fucks  up 
From  Bogs,  Fens,  Flats,  on  Projper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  Inch-meal  a  Difeafc:  His  Spirits  hear  me, 

And  yet  I  needs  muft  curfe.     But  they'll  not  pinch, 

Fright  me  with  Urchin  (hews,  pitch  me  i'th'  Mire, Nor  lead  me,  like  a  Fire-brand,  in  the  Dark 

Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  'em ;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  they  fet  upon  me ; 
Sometime  like  Apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me, 
And  after  bite  me;  then  like  Hedg-hogs,  which 
Lye  tumbling  in  my  Bare- foot- way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  Foot-fall  ;  fometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  Adders,  who  with  cloven  Tongues 
Do  hifs  me  into  Madnefs.    Lo!  now!  lo!  [Enter Trine ulo. 
Here  comes  a  Spirit  of  his,  and  to  torment  me, 

For  bringing  Wood  in  flowly :  I'll  fall  flat, Perchance  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Trim  Here's  neither  Bufh  nor  Shrub  to  bear  off  any  Wea- 
ther at  all,  and  another  Storm  brewing;  I  hear  it  fing  i'th' 

Wind :  Yond  fame  black  Cloud,  yond  huge  one,  looks  like 
a  foul  Bumbard  that  would  fhed  his  Liquor.  If  it  mould 
Thunder,  as  it  did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide  my 
Head :  Yond  fame  Cloud  cannot  chufe  but  fall  by  Pailfuls. 
What  have  we  here,  a  Man  or  a  Fifh  ?  dead  or  alive  ?  A 

Fifh  ;  he  fmells  like  a  Fifh :  A  very  ancient  and  fifh-like 
Smell.  A  kind  of,  not  of  the  neweft  Poor  John:  Aftrange 
Fifh;  were  I  in  England  now,  as  once  I  was,  and  had  but 
this  Fifh  painted,  not  an  Holy-day-fool  there  but  would 
give  a  piece  of  Silver;  there  would  this  Monfter  make  a  Man; 
any  ftrange  Beaft  there  makes  a  Man :  When  they  will  not  give 
a  Doit  to  relieve  a  lame  Beggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten  to  fee 

a  dead  Indian.  Leg'd  like  a  Man  !  and  his  Fins  like  Arms! 
warm  o'  my  troth :  I  do  now  let  loofe  my  Opinion,  hold 
it  no  longer;  this  is  no  Fifh,  but  an  Iflander,  that  hath 

lately  fuffer'd  by  a  Thunderbolt :    Alas !  the  Storm  is  come 
t  again. 
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again.  My  beft  way  is  to  creep  under  his  Gaberdine : 
There  is  no  other  Shelter  hereabout;  Mifery  acquaints  a 

Man  with  ftrange  Bedfellows :  I  will  here  fhrowd  'till  the 
Dregs  of  the  Storm  be  paft. 

Enter  Stephano  Jinging. 
Ste.  1  fliallno  more  to  Seay  to  Sea,  here  fliall  I  die  a-Jhore. 

This  is  a  very  fcurvy  Tune  to  ling  at  a  Man's 
Funeral :  Well,  here's  my  Comfort.  [Drinks. 

Sings.  The  Mafter,  the  Swabber,  the  Boatfwain  and  /, 
The  Gnnnery  and  his  Matey 
Lovd  Mall,  Meg,  and  Marrian  and  Margery, 

But  none  of  us  car*  d  for  Kate; 
For  JJje  had  a  Tongue  with  a  Tangy 
Would  cry  to  a  Sailor  go  hang  : 

She  lov'd  not  the  Savour  of  Tar  nor  of  Pitch, 
Tet  a  Taylor  might  fcratch  her  wherever  Jhe  did  itch* 
Then  to  Sea,  Boys,  and  let  her  go  hang. 
That  is  a  fcurvy  Tune  too : 

But  here's  my  Comfort.  [Drinks. Cal.  Do  not  Torment  me :  Oh  ! 

Ste.  What's  the  Matter? 
Have  we  Devils  here? 

Do  you  put  Tricks  upon's  with  Salvages,  and  Men  of Tnde\ 
ha  ?  I  have  not  fcap'd  drowning  to  be  afraid  now  of  your 
four  Legs;  for  it  hath  been  faid,  as  proper  a  Man  as  ever 
went  on  four  Legs  cannot  make  him  give  Ground ;  and 
it  mail  be  faid  fo  again,  while  Stephano  breathes  at  No- 
ftrils. 

Cal.  The  Spirit  torments  me  :  Oh ! 
Ste.  This  is  fome  Monfter  of  the  Ifle,  with  four  Legs ; 

who  has  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  Ague:  Where  the  Devil 
mould  he  learn  our  Language?  I  will  give  him  fome  Relief, 
if  it  be  but  for  that :  If  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him 

tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he's  a  Prefent  for  any 
Emperor  that  ever  trod  on  Neats-Leather. 

Cal.  Do  not  Torment  me,  prethee :  I'll  bring  my  Wood home  fafter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  Fit  now  ;  and  does  not  talk  after  the  Wi- 
feft :  He  mall  tafte  of  my  Bottle.  If  he  have  never  drunk 
Wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove  his  Fit :  If  I  can  re- 

cover him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take  too  much 
for 
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for  him ;   he  (hall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him,    and  that 
foundly. 

Cal.  Thou  dofl:  me  yet  but  little  Hurt ;  thou  wilt  anon, 
I  know  it  by  thy  Trembling  :  Now  Profper  works  upon 
thee. 

Ste.  Come  on  your  ways ;  open  your  Mouth;  here  is 
that  which  will  give  Language  to  you,  Cat;  open  your 
Mouth;  this  will  make  your  making,  I  can  tell  you,  and 

that  foundly:  You  cannot  tell  who's  your  Friend;  open 
your  Chaps  again. 

Tru  I  mould  know  that  Voice: 

It  mould  be,   

But  he  is  drown'd;  and  thefe  are  Devils;  O!  defend  me. 
Ste.  Four  Legs,  and  two  Voices ;  a  moft  delicate  Mon- 

fter:  His  forward  Voice  now  is  to  fpeak  of  his  Friend;  his 
backward  Voice  is  to  utter  foul  Speeches,  and  to  detract. 
If  all  the  Wine  in  my  Bottle  will  recover  him,  I  will  help 
his  Ague :  Come !  Amen,  I  will  pour  fome  in  thy  other 
Mouth. 

Tru  Stephano.  ) 
Ste.  Doth  thy  other  Mouth  call  me?  Mercy  I  Mercy! 

Tnis  is  a  Devil,  and  no  Monfter:  I  will  leave  him;  I  have 
no  long  Spoon. 

Tri.  Stephano:  If  thou  beeft  Stepbano]  touch  me,  and 
fpeak  to  me;  for  I  am  Trincttlo;  be  not  afraid,  thy  good 
Friend  Trincttlo. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Trincttlo,  come  forth,  I'll  pull  thee  by 
the  leffer  Legs :  If  any  be  Trinctttis  Legs,  thefe  are  they. 

Thou  art  very  Trincttlo  indeed  :  How  cam'ft  thou  to  be  the 
Siege  of  this  Moon-calf?  Can  he  vent  TrincttWs  f 

Tri.  I  took  him  to  be  kiU'd  with  a  Thunder-ftroke;  but 
art  thou  not  drown'd,  Stepbano\  I  hope  now  thou  art  not 
drown'd:  Is  the  Storm  over-blown  ?  I  hid  me  under  the  dead 

Moon-calf's  Gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  Storm:  And  art 
thou  living,  Stepbano  ?  O  Stepbanoy  two  Neapolitans  fcap'd  ? 

Ste.  Prethee  do  not  turn  me  about,  my  Stomack  is  not 
conftant. 

Cal.  Thefe  be  fine  things,  and  if  they  be  not  Sprights : 

That's  a  brave  God,  and  bears  Celeftial  Liquor :  I  will kneel  to  him. 

Ste.  How  did'fl  thou  fcape  ? 
How 
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How  cam'ft  thou  hither? 

Swear  by  this  Bottle  how  thou  cam'ft  hither :  I  efcap'd 
upon  a  Butt  of  Sack,  which  the  Sailors  heav'd  o'er-board, 
by  this  Bottle!  which  I  made  of  the  Bark  of  a  Tree,  with 
mine  own  Hands,  fince  I  was  cart  a-fhore.    , 

Cal.  I'll  fwear,  upon  that  Bottle,  to  be  thy  true  Subject ; 
for  the  Liquor  is  not  earthly : 

Ste.  Here :  Swear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft. 
Tri.  Swom  a-fhore,  Man,  like  a  Duck;  I  can  fwim  like 

a  Duck,  111  be  fworn. 
Ste.  Here,  kifs  the  Book. 

Though  thou  canft  fwim  like  a  Duck,  thou  art  made  like 
a  Goofe. 

Tri.  O  Stephano,  haft  any  more  of  this  ? 
Ste.  The  whole  Butt,   Man ;  mv  Cellar  is  in  a  Rock  by 

th  S  a-fide,  where  my  Wine  is  hid: 
How  now,  Moon-calf,  how  does  thine  Ague? 

Cal.  Haft  thou  not  dropt  from  Heav'n? 
Ste.  Out  o'th'  Moon,  I  do  affure  thee.  I  was  the  Man 

in  th*  Moon  when  time  was. 
Cal.  I  have  feen  thee  in  her;  and  I  do  adore  thee:  My 

Miftrefs  fhew'd  me  thee,  and  thy  Dog,  and  thy  Bufh. 
Ste.  Come  fwear  to  that;  kifs  the  Book:  I  will  furnifh 

it  anon  with  the  new  Contents:  Swear. 

Tri.  By  this  good  Light,  this  is  a  very  ihallowMonfter: 
I  afraid  of  him?  a  very  mallow  Monfter: 

The  Man  i'th'Moon? 
A  moft  poor  credulous  Monfter: 
Well  drawn,  Monfter,  in  good  footru 

Cal.  I'll  (hew thee  every  fertile  Inch  o'th' Ifle;  and  I  will 
kifs  thy  Foot:  I  prethee  be  my  God. 

Tri.  By  this  Light,  a  moft  perfidious  and  drunken  Mon- 

fter ;  when's  God's  afleep  he'll  rob  his  Bottle. 
Cal.  Pll  kifs  thy  Foot.     I'll  fwear  my  felf  thy  Subject. 
Ste.  Come  on  then :  Down,  and  fwear. 

Tri.  I  mall  laugh  my  felf  to  Death  at  this  Puppy-headed 
Monfter:  A  moft  fcurvy  Monfter:  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart  to  beat  him. 

Ste.  Come,  kifs. 

Tri.  But  that  the  poor  Monfter's  in  drink: 
An  abominable  Monfter. 

Cal. 
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Cal.  I'll  iliew  thee  the  belt  Springs ;  III  pluck  thee  Ber-  • 
ries;  I'll  filh  for  thee,  and  get  thee  Wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  Tyrant  that  I  ferve; 
I'll  bear  him  no  more  Sticks,    but  follow  thee,  thou  won- 

drous Man. 
Tri.  A  mod  ridiculous  Monllcr,  to  make  a  Wonder  of  a 

poor  Drunkard. 
CaL  I  prethee  let  me  bring  thee  where  Crabs  grow,  and  I 

with  my  long  Nails  will  dig  thee  Pig-nuts;  mow  thee  a 

Jay's  Nell:,  and  inftrucr.  thee  how  to  fnare  the  nimble  Mar- 
mazet;  I'll  bring  thee  to  clufrring  Filberd?,  and  fometimes 
I'll  get  thee  young  Scamels  from  the  Rock:  Wilt  thou  go with  me  ? 

Ste.  I  prethee  now  lead  the  way  without  any  more  talk- 
ing. Trinculoy  the  King  and  all  our  Company  elfe  being 

drown'd,  we  ..will  inherit  here;  here,  bear  my  Bottle;  Fel- 
low Trinculo^    well  fill  him  by  and  by  again. 

Caliban  fings  drunkenly. 
FareweJ,  Mafter;  farewel,  farewel. 

Tri.  A  howling  Monfter;  a  drunken  Monfter* 

Cal.  ATo  more  Dams  I'll  make  for  Fijb, 
JVor fetch  infringe  at  requiring* 
JVor  fir  ape  Trencher  ing^  nor  wafb  Difh. 
Ban\  Ban\  Cacalyban 
Has  a  new  Mafter ,  get  a  new  Man. 

Freedom,  hey-day,   hey-day  Freedom,  Freedom,  hey-day 
Freedom.  » 

Ste.  O  brave  Monfter,  lead  the  way.  [Exeunt* 

ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  bearing  a  Log. 

ftr.hpHERE  befome  Sports  are  painful,  and, their  Labour 
A    Delight  in  them  fets  off:  Some  kinds  of  Bafenefs 

Are  nobly  undergone,  and  mod  poor  Matters 
Point  to  rich  Ends;  this  my  mean  Task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious  but 

The  Miftrefs  which  I  ferve,  quickens  what's  dead, 
And  makes  my  Labours  Pleafures :  O  flie  is 
Vol.1.  D  Ten 
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-Ten  times  more  gentle,  than  her  Father's  crabbed; 
And  he's  compos'd  of  Harfhnefs.  I  muft  remove 
Some  thoufands  of  thefe  Logs,    and  pile  them  up, 
Upon  a  fore  Injunction;  my  fweet  Miftrefs 
Weeps  when  (he  fees  me  work,  and  fays,  fuch  Bafenefs 
Had  never  like  Executor;   I  forget; 
But  thefe  fweet  Thoughts  do  even  refrefh  my  Labours, 
Moft  bufie  leaft,  when  I  do  it. 

Enter  Miranda,  and  Profpero  at  a  Diftance  unfeen. 
Mira.  Alac,  now  pray  you, 

Work  not  fo  hard ;  I  v/ould  the  Lightning  had 

Burnt  up  thofe  Logs  that  thou  art  enjoyn'd  to  pile: 
Pray  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you;  when  this  burns 

'Twill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you;  my  Father 
Is  hard  at  Study,  pray  now  reft  your  Mf, 
He's  fafe  for  thefe  three  Hours. 

Per.  O  moft  dear  Miftrefs, 
The  Sun  will  fet  before  I  fhall  difcharge 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  do. 

Mira.  If  you'll  fit  down, 
I'll  bear  your  Logs  the  while.     Pray  give  me  that, 
111  carry  it  to  the  Pile. 

Per.  No,  precious  Creature, 
I  had  rather  crack  my  Sinews,  break  my  Back, 
Than  you  fhould  fuch  Diftionor  undergo, 
While  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Mira.  It  would  become  me, 

As  well  as  it  does  you ;  and  I  mould  do  it 
With  much  more  Eafe;  for  my  good- will  is  to  it* 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  Worm,  thou  art  infected, 
This  Vifitation  fliews  it. 

Mira.  You  look  wearily. 

Per.  No,  noble  Miftrefs,  'tis  frefh  Morning  with  me, 
When  you  are  by  at  Night,   I  do  befeech  you ; 
Chiefly  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  Prayers, 
What  is  your  Name  ? 

Mira.  Miranda.     O  my  Father, 
I  have  broke  your  Heft  to  fay  fo. 

Per.  Admir'd  Miranda^ 
Indeed  the  Top  of  Admiration,  worth Whaft 
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What's  deareft  to  the  World ;  full  many  a  Lady 
I  have  cy'd  with  beft  Regard,  and  many  a  time 
Trf  Harmony  of  their  Tongues  hath  into  Bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  Ear;  for  feveral  Virtues 

Have  I  lik'd  feveral  Women,  never  any 
With  fo  full  Soul,  but  fome  Defect  in  her 

Did  quarrel  with  the  nobleft  Grace  (lie  ow'd, 
And  put  it  to  the  Foil.     But  you,  O  you, 
So  perfect,  and  fo  peerlefs,  are  created 
Of  every  Creatures  beft.  v 

Mira.  I  do  not  know 

One  of  my  Sex;  no  Woman's  Face  remember, 
Save,  from  my  Glafs,  mine  own ;  nor  have  I  ken 
More  that  I  may  call  Men,  than  you  good  Friend, 
And  my  dear  Father;  how  Features  are  abroad 
I  am  skillefs  of;  but  my  Modefty, 
The  Jewel  in  my  Dower,   1  would  not  wifti 
Any  Companion  in  the  World  but  you; 
Nor  can  Imagination  form  a  Shape, 
Befides  your  felf,  to  like  of;  but  I  prattle 

Something  too  wildly,  and  my  Father's  Precepts 
I  therein  do  forget. 

Fer.  I  am,  in  my  Condition, 
A  Prince,  Miranda,  I  do  think  a  King; 
I  would  not  fo,  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  Slavery,  than  to  fuffer 

The  Flefh-flie  blow  my  Mouth.     Hear  my  Soul  fpeafr; 
The  very  inftant  that  I  faw  you,  did 
My  Heart  fly  to  your  Service,  there  refides 
To  make  me  Slave  to  it,  and  for  your  fake 
Am  I  this  patient  Log-man. 

Mira,  Do  you  love  me  I 

Fer.  O  Heav'n,   O  Earth,  bear  Witnefs  to  this  Sound, 
And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  Event, 
If  I  fpeak  true ;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  beft  is  boaded  me,  to  Mifchief ;  I, 

Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i'th*  World, 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

Mira.  I  am  a  Fool 

To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 
Pre.  Fair  Encounter 

Da  Of 
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Of  two  moft  rare  Affections!  Heav'ns  rain  Grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  'em. 

Fer.  Wherefore  weep  you? 
Mira.  At  mine  Unworthinefs,  that  dare  not  offer 

What  I  defire  to  give,  and  much  lefs  take 
What  I  (hall  die  to  want :  But  this  is  trifling, 
And  all  the  more  it  feeks  to  hide  it  felf, 
The  bigger  Bulk  it  mews.     Hence  bafhful  Cunnings 
And  prompt  me  plain  and  holy  Innocence. 
I  am  your  Wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 
If  not,  Til  dye  your  Maid  :  To  be  your  Fellow 

You  may  deny  me;  but  I'll  be  your  Servant* 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Fer.  My  Miftrefs,  dearefr, 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira.   My  Husband  then  ? 
Fer.  Ay,  with  a  Heart  fo  willing 

As  Bondage  e'er  of  Freedom;  here's  my  Hand. 
Mira.  And  mine,  with  my  Heart  in't ;  and  now  farewel 

'Till  half  an  Hour  hence. 
Fer.  A  thoufand,  thoufand.  [Exeunt, 
Pro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be, 

Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all;  but  my  rejoycing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.    I'll  to  my  Book, 
For  yet  e'er  Supper-time  muft  I  perform 
Much  Bufinefs  appertaining.  [Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 
Enter  Caliban,  Stephano  and  Trinculo. 

Ste.  Tell  not  me,  when  the  Butt  is  out  we  will  drink 

Water,  not  a*  Drop  before  ;  therefore  bear  up,  and  board 
'em,  Servant  Monfter;  drink  to  me. 

Trin.  Servant  Monfter  [  the  Folly  of  this  Ifland!  they  fay 

there's  but  five  upon  this  Iile;  we  are  three  of  them,  if  the 
other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  State  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  Servant  Monfter,  when  I  bid  thee;  thy  Eyes 
are  almoft  fet  in  thy  Head. 

Trin.  Where  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe?  he  were  a  brave 
Monfter  indeed  if  they  were  fet  in  his  Tail. 

Ste.  My  Man-monfter  hath  drown'd  his  Tongue  in  Sack ; 
for  my  Part  the  Sea  cannot  drown  me.  I  fwafti,  e'er  I  could 

recover 
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recover  the  Shore,  five  and  thirty  Leagues,,  off  and  on ;  by 
this  Light  thou  fhalt  be  my  Lieutenant,  Monfter,  or  my 
Standard. 

Trin.  Your  Lieutenant,  if  you  lift,  he's  no  Standard. 
Ste.  We'll  not  run,  Monfieur  Monfter. 

Trin.  Nor  go  neither,*  but  you'll  lye  like  Dogs,  and  yet 
fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  Life,  if  thou  beeft  a 
good  Moon-calf. 

Cal.  How  does  thy  Honour  ?  Let  me  lick  thy  Shooe  ; 

I'll  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 
Trin.  Thou  lieft,  moft  ignorant  Monfter,  I  am  in  cafe  to 

juftle  a  Ccnftable;  why,  thou  debofh'd  Fifh,  thou,  was 
there  ever  Man  a  Coward,  that  hath  drunk  fo  much  Sack  as 
I  to  Day?  wilt  thou  tell  mea  monftrousLie,  being  but  half 
a  Fiiri  and  half  a  Monfter? 

Cal.  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me  :  Wilt  thou  let  him,  my 
Lord? 

Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he?  that  a  Monfter  fhould  be  fuch 
a  Natural! 

Cal.  Lo,  lo,  again ;  bite  him  to  Death,  I  prethee. 
Ste.  Trinctihy  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  your  Head;  if  you 

prove  a  Mutineer,  the  next  Tree   the  poor  Monfter's  my 
Subject,  and  he  fhall  not  fufFer  Indignity. 

Cal.  I  thank  my  noble  Lord.  Wilt  thou  be  pleas'd  once 
again  to  hearken  to  the  Suit  I  made  to  thee? 

Ste.  Marry  will  I ;  kneel  and  repeat  it, 
I  will  ftand?  and  fo  ill  all  Trincnlo. 

Enter  Ariel  inviflble, 
Cal.  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  Subject  to  a  Tyrant., 

A  Sorcerer,  that  by  his  Cunning  hath  cheated  me 
Of  the  Ifland. 

Art.  Thou  lieft. 

Cal.  Thou  lieft,  thou  jefting  Monkey  thou; 

I  would  my  valiant  Mafter  would  deftroy  thee  • 
I  do  not  lie.        "- 

Ste.  Trincnloy  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in's  Tale, 
By  this  Hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  Teeth. 

Trin.  Why,  I  faid  nothing. 
Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more ;  proceed. 
Cat.  I  fay  by  Sorcery  he  got  this  Ifle, 

D  5  From 



3  8  Me    TE  MP  E  ST. 
From  me  he  got  it.  If  thy  Greatnefs  will 

Revenge  it  on  him,  for  I  know  thou  dar'ft, 
But  this  thing  dare  not. 

Ste.  That's  moft  certain. 
Cal.  Thou  fhalt  be  Lord  of  it,  and  111  ferve  thee. 
Ste.  How  now  (hall  this  be  compaft  ? 

Canft  thou  bring  me  to  the  Party  ? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  Lord,  I'll  yield  him  thee  afleep, 
LWhere  thou  may'ft  knock  a  Nail  into  his  Head. 

Aru  Thou  lieft,  thou  canft  not. 

Cal.  What  a  pyde  Ninny's  this?  Thou  fcurvy  Patch! 
I  do  befeech  thy  Greatnefs  give  him  Blows, 

And  take  his  Bottle  from  him;  when  that's  gone, 
He  ihall  drink  nought  but  Brine,  for  I'll  not  ihew  him 
Where  the  quick  Frefties  are. 

Se.  Trinculoy  run  into  no  further  Danger : 
Interrupt  the  Monfter  one  Word  further,  and  by  this  Hand 

Til  turn  my  Mercy  out  o5  Doors,    and  make  a  Stock-fifti  of th^e. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I?  I  did  nothing; 

I'll  go  no  further  off. 
Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  ly'd: Art.  Thou  lieft. 

Ste.  Do  I  To  ?  Take  you  that.  [Beats  him. 
As  you  like  this,  give  me  the  Lie  another  t-ime. 

Trim.  I  did  not  give  thee  the  Lie;    out  o'your  Wits  and 
Hearing  too? 

A  pox  o'  your  Bottle,  this  can  Sack  and  Drinking  do : 
A  murrrain  on  your  Monfter,    and   the  Devil  take  your 
Fingers. 

Cal.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ste.  Now  forward  with  your  Tale;    prethee  ftand  fur- 

ther off. 

Cal.  Beat  him  enough;  after  a  little  time 
I'll  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  further;  come  proceed. 

Cat.  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  Cuftom  with  him 
I'  th'  Afternoon  to  fleep;  there  thou  may'ft  brain  him, 
Having  firft  feiz'd  his  Books;  or  with  a  Log 
Batter  his  Skull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  Stake, 
Or  cut  his  Wezand  with  thy  Knife.    Remember 

Firft 
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Pirft  to  poflefs  his  Books;  for  without  them 

He's  but  a  Sot,  as  I  am:  nor  hath  not 
One  Spirit  to  command:  They  all  do  hate  him 
As  rootedly  as  I.     Burn  but  his  Books; 
He  has  brave  Utenfiis,  for  fo  he  calls  them, 

Which  when  he  has  an  Houfe,  he'll  deck  withal. 
And  that  mod;  deeply  to  confider,  is 
The  Beauty  of  his  Daughter ;  he  himfelf  . 
Calls  her  a  Non-pareil:  I  never  faw  a  Woman 
But  only  Sjcorax  my  Dam,  and  Hie; 
But  me  as  far  furpalTeth  Sjcorax 
As  greateft  does  the  leaft. 

Ste.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  Lafs? 

Cal.  Ay,  Lord ;  me  will  become  thy  Bed,  I  warrant, 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  Brood. 

Ste.  Monfter,  I  will  kill  this  Man:   His  Daughter  and  I 
will  be  King  and  Queen,  fave  our  Graces;  and  Trinculo  and 

thy  k\f  (hall  be  Vice- Hoys. 
Doft  thou  like  the  Plot,  Trinculo  f 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  Hand;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee: 

But  while  thou  liv'ft  keep  a  good  Tongue  in  thy  Head. 
Cal.  Within  this  half  Hour  will  he  be  afleep; 

Wilt  thou  deftrov  him  then? 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  Honour. 
Ari.  This  will  I  tell  my  Mafter. 

Cal.  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry;  I  am  full  of  Pleafure: 
Let  us  be  jocund.     Will  you  troul  the  Catch 
You  taught  me  but  whileare? 

Ste.  At  thy  Requeft,  Monfter,  I  will  do  Reafon, 
And  Reafon :  Come  on,  Trinculo,  let  us  Gng.  [Sings. 

Flout  *em,  and  cottt  *em\  and  skout  'em,,  and  flout  'em; 
Thought  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  Tune. 
[Ariel plays  the  Tune  on  a  Tabor  and  Pipe. 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame? 

Trin.  This  is  the  Tune  of  our  Catch,  plaid  by  the  Pi- 
cture of  No-body. 

Ste.  If  thou  be'ft  a  Man,  mew  thy  felf  in  thy  Likenefs: 
If  thou  be'ft  a  Devil,  take't  as  thou  lift. 

Trin.  O  forgive  me  my  Sin. 

D  4.  Ste. 
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Ste.  He  that  dies  pays  all  Debts:  I  defie  thee. 
Mercy  on  us. 

Cat.  Art  thou  afraid? 
Ste.  No,  Monfter,  not  L 
CaL  Be  not  afraid ;  the  Iile  is  full  of  Noifes, 

Sounds,  and  fweet  Airs,  that  give  Delight,  and  hurt  not. 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  Inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  Ears;  and  fometimes  Voices, 

That  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  Sleep, 
Will  make  me  fleep  again ;  and  then  in  dreaming, 
The  Clouds  methought  would  open,  and  (hew  Riches 

Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  I  wak'd 
I  cry'd  to  dream  again. 

Ste.  This  will  prove  a  brave  Kingdom  to  me, 
Where  I  mall  have  my  Mufick  for  nothing. 

CaL  When  Profpero  is  deftroy'd. 
Ste.  That  (hall  be  by  and  by: 

I  remember  the  Story. 
Trin.  The  Sound  is  going  away ; 

Let's  follow  it,  and  after  do  our  Work. 
Ste.  Lead,  Monfter; 

We'll  follow.     I  would  I  could  fee  this  Taborer: 
He  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come? 

1*11  follow  Stephano.  \Exmnt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Alonfb,  Sebaftian,  Anthonio,   Gonzalo,  Adrian, 
Francifco,  &c. 

Gon.  By'r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further,  Sir, 
My  old  Bones  ake :  Here's  a  Maze  trod  indeed 
Through  Forth-rights  and  Meanders ;  By  your  Patience, 
I  needs  muft  reft  me, 

Alon.  Old  Lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee, 
Who  am  my  felf  attached  with  Wearinefs 

To  th' dulling  of  my  Spirits;  fit  down  and  reft  : 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  Hope,  and  keep  it 

No  longer  for  my  Flatterer:  He  is  drown'd, 
Whom  thus  we  ftray  to  find,  and  the  Sea  mocks 

Our  fruftrate  Search  on  Land.    Well,  let  him  go.' Ant* 
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Anu  I  am  right  glad  that  he's  (o  out  of  Hope, 
Do  not,  for  one  Repulfe,  forego  the  Purpofe 

That  you  refol/d  t'  erTed;. 
Seb.  The  next  Advantage  will  we  take  throughly. 
Ant.  Let  it  be  to  Night; 

For,  now  they  are  opprefs'd  with  Travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot  ufe  fuch  Vigilance 
As  when  they  are  frefh. 

Solemn  and  fl range  Mufick*  and  Profpero  on  the  Top  invifibk. 
Enter  fever al  firange  Shape sy  bringing  in  a  Banquet ;  and 
dance  about  it  with  gentle  Anions  of  Salutations,  and  in- 

viting the  King,  &c.  to  eat,  they  depart. 

Seb.  I  fay  to  Night:  No  more. 
Alon.  What  Harmony  is  this?  My  good  Friends,  hark  ! 
Gon.  Marvellous  fweet  Mufick ! 

Alon.  Give  us  kind  Keepers,  Heav'ns;  what  are  thefe? 
Seb.  A  living  Drollery.     Now  I  will  believe 

That  there  are  Unicorns ;  that  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  Tree,  the  Phoenix  Throne,  one  Phoenix 
At  this  Hour  reigning  there. 

Ant.  I'll  believe  both : 
And  what  does  elfe  want  Credit,  come  to  me, 

And  I'll  be  fworn  'tis  true.     Travellers  ne'er  did  lie, 
Though  Fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 

Gon.  If  in  Maples 
I  mould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
If  I  mould  fay  I  faw  fuch  Iflanders: 
(For  certes  thefe  are  People  of  the  Ifland) 

Who  tho'  they  are  of  monftrous  Shape,  yet  note 
Their  Manners  are  more  gentle  kind,  than  of 
Our  human  Generation  you  (hall  find 
Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 

Pro.  Honefl:  Lord, 

Thou  haft  faid  well;  for  fome  of  you  there  prefent 
Are  worfe  than  Devils. 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe, 

Such  Shapes,  fuch  Gefture,  and  fuch  Sound,  expreffing, 
Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  Tongue,  a  kind 
Qf  excellent  dumb  Difcourfc. 

Pro.  Praife  in  departing. Fra, 
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Fra.  They  vanifli'd  ftrangely. 
Seb.  No  matter,  fince 

They  have  left  their  Viands  behind;  for  we  have  Stomachs, 
Wilt  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here? 

Alon.  Not  I. 

Gon.  Faith  Sir,  you  need  not  fear.  When  we  were  Boys, 
Who  would  believe  that  there  were  Mountaineers, 

Dew-lapt  like  Bulls,  whofe  Throats  had  hanging  at  'em Wallets  of  Flefh  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  Men 
Whofe  Heads  flood  in  their  Breafts?  which  now  we  find 

Each  Putter  out  of  five  for  one  will  bring  us 
Good  warrant  of. 

Alon.  I  will  ftand  to,  and  feed, 
Although  my  lafl: ;  no  matter,  fince  I  feel 
The  beft  is  paft.     Brother,  my  Lord,  the  Duke, 
Stand  to,  and  do  as  we. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enter  Ariel  like  a  Harpy,  claps  his 

Wrings  upon  the  Table,  and  with  a  queint  Device  the  Ban- 
quet vanijhes, 

Ari.  You  are  three  Men  of  Sin,  whom  Deftiny, 
That  hath  to  Inftruments  this  lower  World, 

And  what  is  in't,  the  never- forfeited  Sea 
Hath  caus'd  to  belch  you  up;  and  on  this  Ifland, 
Where  Man  doth  not  inhabit,  you  Vnongft  Men 
Being  moft  unfit  to  live:  I  have  made  you  mad; 
And  even  with  fuch  like  Valour  Men  hang  and  drown 
Their  proper  felves :  You  Fools,  I  and  ray  Fellows 
Are  Minifters  of  Fate;  the  Elements 

Of  whom  your  Swords  are  temper'd,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  Winds,  or  with  bemockt-at  Stabs 
Kill  the  ftill  clofing  Waters,  as  diminish 

One  Dowle  that's  in  my  Plume :  My  Fellow-minifters 
Are  like  invulnerable.     If  you  could  hurt, 
Your  Swords  are  now  too  maflie  for  your  Strength, 
And  will  not  be  up-lifted.     But  remember, 

For  that's  my  Bufinefs  to  you,  that  you  three 
From  Millan  did  fupplant  good  Pro/pero ; 

Expos'd  unto  the  Sea,  which  hath  requit  it, 
Him  and  his  innocent  Child :  For  which  foul  Deed 

The  Powers  delaying,  not  forgetting,  have 

Incens'd 



The    TEMPEST.  43 

Incensd  the  Seas  and  Shores,  yea,  all  the  Creatures, 

Againft  your  Peace :  Thee  of  thy  Son,  Alonfo, 
They  have  bereft;  and  do  pronounce  by  me, 
Lingring  Perdition,  worfe  than  any  Death 
Can  be  at  once,  mall  Step  by  Step  attend 
You  and  your  Ways,  whofe  Wraths  to  guard  you  from, 
Which  here,  in  this  moft  defolate  Ifle,  elfe  falls 

Upon  your  Heads,  is  nothing  but  Hcart's-forrow, 
And  a  clear  Life  enfuing. 

He  vani floes  in  Thunder :  Then,  to  foft  Mufick*  Enter  the 
Shapes  again,  and  dance  with  Mocks  and  Mowes,  and  car- 

rying out  the  Table. 

Pro.  Bravely  the  Figure  of  this  Harpy  haft  thou 

Perform'd,  my  Ariel-,  a  Grace  it  had  devouring: 
Of  my  Inftru&ion  haft  thou  nothing  bated 
In  what  thou  hadft  to  fay:  So  with  good  Life, 
And  Obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  Minifters 
Their  feveral  Kinds  have  done;  my  high  Charms  work* 
And  thefe,  mine  Enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  Diftra&ions:  They  now  are  in  my  Power; 
And  in  thefe  Fits  I  leave  them,  while  I  vifit 

Young  Ferdinand,  whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd, 
And  his,  and  my  lov'd  Darling. 

Gon.  I'th'  Name  of  fomething  holy,  Sir,  why  ftand  you 
in  this  ftrange  Stare? 

Alon.  O,  it  is  monftrous!  monftrous! 
Methought  the  Billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it; 
The  Winds  did  ling  it  to  me,  and  the  Thunder, 

That  deep  and  dreadful  Organ-pipe,  pronounced 
The  Name  of  Pro/per :  It  did  bafe  my  Trefpafs, 

Therefore  my  Son  i'th'  Ooze  is  bedded;  and 
I'll  feek  him  deeper  than  e'er  Plummet  founded, 
And  with  him  there  lye  mudded.  [Exit. 

Seb.  But  one  Fiend  at  a  time, 

I'll  fight  their  Legions  o'er. 
Ant.  I'll  be  thy  Second.  [Exeunt. 
Gon.  All  three  of  them  are  defperate;  their  great  Guilt, 

Like  Poifon  giv'n  to  work  a  great  time  after, 
Now  gins  to  bite  the  Spirits.     I  do  befeech  you, 

*That  are  of  fuppler  Joints,  follow  them  fwiftly, And 
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And  hinder  them  from  what  this  Extafie 

May  now  provoke  them  to. 
Adri.  Follow,  I  pray  you.  [Exeunt  om;ies> 

ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Profpero,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda. 

fro.  TF  I  have  too  aufterely  punifh'd  you, 
X  Your  Compenfation  makes  Amends ;  for  I 

Have  given  you  here  a  Third  of  mine  own  Life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live;  who  once  again 
I  render  to  thy  Hand :  All  thy  Vexations 
Were  but  my  Trials  of  thy  Love,  and  thou 

Haft  ftrangely  flood  the  Teft.     Here  afore  Heav'n 
I  ratifie  this  my  rich  Gift :  O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmile  at  me  that  I  boafl:  her  off; 

For  thou  (halt  find  fhe  will  out-ftrip  all  Praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer.  I  do  believe  it 

Againft  an  Oracle. 
Pro.  Then,  as  my  Gift,  and  thine  own  Acquifition 

Worthily  purchas'd,  take  my  Daughter. 
If  thou  doft  break  her  Virgin-knot  before 
All  fan&imonious  Ceremonies  may, 
With  full  and  holy  Rite,  be  miniftred, 

No  fweet  Afperfions  mail  the  Heav'ns  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contract  grow ;  but  barren  Hate, 

Sour-ey'd  Difdain,  and  Difcord  (hall  beftrew 
The  Union  of  your  Bed  with  Weeds  fo  lothly 
That  you  mail  hate  it  both :  Therefore  take  heed, 

As  Hymen's  Lamps  (hall  light  you. 
Fer.  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  Days,  fair  IfTue,  and  long  Life, 

With  fuch  Love  as  'tis  now,  the  murkieft  Den, 

The  moll:  opportune  Place,  the  ftrong'ft  Suggeftion, Our  worfer  Genius  can,  ihall  never  melt 
Mine  Honour  into  Luft,  to  take  away 

The  Edge  of  that  Day's  Celebration, 
When  I  ihall  think  or  Phoebus  Steeds  are  founder'd, 
Or  Night  kept  chain'd  below.  Pro* 
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Pro.  Fairly  fpoke; 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  fhe  is  thine  own. 
What,  Ariel;  my  induftrious  Servant,  Ariel. 

Enter  ArieJ. 

Ari.  What  would  my  potent  Mailer  ?  here  I  am. 
Pro.  Thou,  and  thy  meaner  Fellows,  your  laft  Service 

Did  worthily  perform  ;  and  I  rauft  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  Trick;  go  bring  the  Rabble, 

O'er  whom  I  give  thee  Power,  here,  to  this  Place; 
Incite  them  to  quick  Motion,  for  I  muft 
Beftow  upon  the  Eyes  of  this  young  Couple 
Some  Vanity  of  mine  Art;  it  is  my  Promife, 
And  they  expect  it  from  me. 

Ari.  Prefently? 
Pro.  Ay,  with  a  Twink. 
Ari.  Before  you  can  fay  Come,  and  go, 

And  breathe  twice;  and  cry,  So,  fo; 
Each  one  tripping  on  his  Toe, 
Will  be  here  with  Mop  and  Mow. 
Do  you  love  me,  Mailer?  No. 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  Ariel;  do  not  approach 
'Till  thou  do'ft  hear  me  call. 

Ari.  Well,  I  conceive.  [Exit. 
Pro.  Look  thou  be  true;  do  not  give  Dalliance 

Too  much  the  Rein;  the  ftrongefi:  Oaths  are  Straw 
To  th'Fire  i'th*  Blood  :  Be  more  Abftemious, 
Or  elfe  good-night  your  Vow. 

Fer.  I  warrant  you,  Sir, 
The  white  cold  Virgin-Snow,  upon  my  Heart, 
Abates  the  Ardours  of  my  Liver. 

Pro.  Well. 

Now  come  my  ArieU  bring  a  Corolary, 
Rather  than  want  a  Spirit,  appear,  and  pertly.     \SoftMufick* 
No  Tongue;  all  Eyes;  be  fi lent. 

Enter  Iris. 

Iris.  Ceres,  mod  bounteous  Lady,  the  rich  Leas 
OfWhear,  Rye,  Barley,  Fetches,  Oats,  and  Peafe; 
Thy  turfy  Mountains,  where  live  nibling  Sheep, 
And  flat  Medes  thetch'd  with  Stover,  them  to  keep ; 
Thy  Banks  with  pioned,  and  tulip'd  Brims, 
.Which  fpungy  April,  at  thy  Heft  betrims, 

To 
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To  make  cold  Nymphs  chafte  Crowns ;  and  thy  Broom-groves, 
Whofe  Shadow  the  difmilTed  Batchelor  loves, 

Being  Lafs-lorn;  thy  pole-clipt  Vineyard, 
And  thy  Sea-marge  fteril,  and  rocky  hard, 

Where  thou  thy  felf  do'ft  Air;  the  Queen  o'th'Sky, Whofe  watry  Arch,  and  Meffenger,  am  I, 

Bids  thee  leave  thefe,  and  with  her  Sov'raign  Grace, 
Here  on  this  Grafs-plot,  in  this  very  Place     [Juno  defiends, 
To  come,  and  fport ;  her  Peacocks  fly  amain : 
Approach,  rich  Ceres,  her  to  entertain. 

Enter  Ceres. 

Cer.  Hail  many-colour^  Meffenger,  that  ne'er 
Do'ft  difobey  the  Wife  of  Jupiter : 
Who,  with  thy  Saffron  Wings,  upon  my  Flowers   % 
Diffufeft  Honey  Drops,  refrefhing  Showers, 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  Bow  do'ft  Crown 
My  bosky  Acres,  and  my  unfhrub'd  Down, 
Rich  Scarf  to  my  proud  Earth;  why  hath  thy  Queen 

Summoned  me  hither,  to  this  fhort-grafs'd  Green? Iris.  A  Contract  of  true  Love  to  celebrate, 
And  fome  Donation  freely  to  eftate 
On  the  blefs'd  Lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me  heav'nly  Bow, 
If  Venus  or  her  Son,  as  thou  do'ft  know, 
Do  now  attend  the  Queen  ?  fince  they  did  plot 
The  Means,  that  dusky  Dis,  my  Daughter,  got: 

Her,  and  her  blind  Boy's  fcandal'd  Company, I  have  forfworn. 

Iris.  Of  her  Society 
Be  not  afraid;  I  met  her  Deity 
Cutting  the  Clouds  towards  Paphos^  and  her  Son 
Dove-drawn  with  her;  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  Charm  upon  this  Man  and  Maid, 

Whofe  Vows  are,  that  no  Bed-right  mail  be  paid 

'Till  Hymen  %  Torch  be  lighted  ;  but  in  vain 
Maris  hot  Minion  is  return'd  again  ; 
Her  wafpifh -headed  Son  has  broke  his  Arrows, 
Swears  he  will  (hoot  no  more,  but  play  with  Sparrows^ 
And  be  a  Boy  right-out. 

Cer.  Higheft  Queeen  of  State, 
Great  Juno  comes,  I  know  her  by  her  Gate* 
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Ju.  How  does  my  bounteous  Sifter?  Go  with  me 
To  blefs  this  Twain,  that  they  may  profperous  be, 

And  honour'd  in  their  IiTue.  \X^eJ  fin&* 

Ju.  Honour,  Richesy  Marriage  Blejfing, 
Long  Continuance  and  encreafingy 

Hourly  Joys  be'flill  upon  you9 
Juno  Jrngs  her  BleJJings  on  you  : 

Earth's  Increafe,  and  Foyz>on  plenty, 
Barns  and  Garners  never  empty, 
fines,  with  cluftring  Bunches  growing, 
Plants,  with  goodly  Burthen  bowing : 
Spring  come  to  you  at  the  farthefi, 
In  the  very  End  of  Harveft  : 
Scarcity  and  Want  fiiall  jhun  youy 
Ceres  BleJJingfo  is  on  you. 

Fer.  This  is  a  moft  majeftick  Vifion,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly;  may  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  Spirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  Art 

I  have  from  all  their  Confines  call'd,  to  enaft 
My  prefent  Fancies. 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 

So  rare  a  wonder'd  Father,  and  a  Wife, 
Makes  this  Place  Paradife. 

Pro.  Sweet  now,  Silence: 

Juno  and  Ceres,  whifper  ferioufly ; 

There's  fomething  clfe  to  do ;  hufh,  and  be  mute, 
Or  elfe  our  Spell  is  marr'd. 

Juno  and  Ceres  whifper,  and  fend  Iris  on  Imployment. 

Iris.  You  Nymphs  call'd  Nayades  of  the  winding  Brooks, 
With  your  fedg'd  Crowns,  and  ever-harmlefs  Looks, 
Leave  your  crifp  Channels  and  on  this  Green-land 
Anfwer  your  Summons,  Juno  does  Command: 
Come,  temperate  Nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  Contract  of  true  Love ;  be  not  too  late. 

Enter  certain  Nymphs* 

You  Sun-burn'd  Sicklemen,  of  Augufl  weary, 
Come  hither  from  the  Furrow,  and  be  merry; 
Make  Holy-day;  your  Rye-ftraw  Hats  put  on, 
And  thefe  frelh  Nymphs  encounter  every  one 
Jn  Country  footing.  Enter 
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Enter  certain  Reapers,  properly  habited;  they  join  with  the 
Nymphs  in  a  graceful  Dance;  towards  the  End  whereof 

Profpero  ftarts  f'uddenlyy  and  fpeaks ;  after  which  to  a 
firange,  hollow  and  confufed  Noife,  they  heavily  vanijh. 

Pro.  I  had  forgot  that  foul  Confpiracy 
Of  the  Beaft  Caliban,  and  his  Confederates, 
Againft  my  Life;  the  Minute  of  their  Plot 
Is  aJmoft  come.   Well  done,  avoid ;  no  more. 

Fer.  This  is  ftrange ;  your  Father's  in  fome  Puffion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

Mira.  Never  *till  this  Day 
Saw  I  him  touch'd  with  Anger,  fo  diftemper'd. 

Pro.  You  do  look,  my  Son,  in  a  mov'd  fort, 
As  if  you  were  difmay'd;  be  chearful,  Sir, Our  Revels  now  are  ended:  Thefe  our  Actors, 
As  I  foretold  you,  were  all  Spirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  Air,  into  thin  Air  ; 
And  like  the  bafelefs  Fabrick  of  their  Virion, 

The  Cloud-capt  Towers,  the  gorgeous  Palaces, 
The  folemn  Temples,  the  great  Globe  it  klfy 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  (hall  diiTolve, 
And  like  this  infubftantial  Pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  Rack  behind;  we  are  fuch  Stuff 
As  Dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  Life 

Is  rounded  with  a  Sleep.    Sir,  I  am  vext; 
Bear  with  my  Weaknefs,  my  old  Brain  is  troubled: 

Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  Infirmity; 
If  you  be  pleas'd,  retire  into  my  Cell, 
And  there  repofe ;  a  Turn  or  two  I'll  walk 
tTo  ftill  my  beating  Mind. 

Fer.  Mira.  We  wifh  you  Peace.  [Exit. 
Pro.  Come  with  a  Thought;  I  thank  thee,  Ariel:  Come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Ari.  Thy  Thoughts  I  cleave  to;  what's  thy  Pleafure? 
Pro.  Spirir,  we  muft  prepare  to  meet  with  Caliban. 
Ari.  Ay,  my  Commander,  when  I  prefented  Cera 

I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it,  but  I  fear'd 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

Pro.  Say  again,  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  Varlets? 

Arh 
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Art.  I  told  you,  Sir,  they  were  red  hot  with  drinking; 
So  full  of  Valour,  that  they  fmote  the  Air 
For  breathing  in  their  Faces;  beat  the  Ground 
For  killing  of  their  Feet;  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  Projed:  Then  I  beat  my  Tabor, 
At  which,  like  unbackt  Colts,  they  prickt  their  Ears, 

Advanc'd  their  Eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  Nofes, 
As  they  fmelt  Mufick;  fo  I  charm'd  their  Ears, 
That,  Calf-like,  they  my  Lowing  followed  through 
Tooth'd  Briars,  (harp  Furzes,  pricking  Gofs  and  Thorns, 
Which  enter'd  their  frail  Shins:  At  laft  I  left  them 

Pth'  filthy  mantled  Pool  beyond  your  Cell, 
There  dancing  up  to  th'  Chins,  that  the  foul  Lake 
O'er-ftunk  their  Feet. 

Pro.  This  was  well  done,  my  Bird; 
Thy  Shape  invifible  retain  thou  ftill; 
The  Trumpry  in  my  Houfe,  go  bring  it  hither, 
For  ftale  to  catch  thefe  Thieves. 

Ari.  I  go,  I  go.  [Exit, 
Pro.  A  Devil,  a  born  Devil,  on  whofe  Nature 

Nurture  can  never  ftick;  on  whom  my  Pains, 
Humanly  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft; 
And  as,  with  Age,  his  Body  uglier  grows, 
So  his  Mind  cankers;  I  will  plague  them  all, 
Even  to  roaring :  Come,  hang  them  on  this  Line. 

Enter  Ariel  loaden  with  glifiering  Apparel,  &c.     Enter 
Caliban,  Stephano,  and  Trinculo,  all  wet. 

CaL  Pray  you  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind.  Mole  may  not 
hear  a  Foot  fall;  we  now  are  near  his  Cell. 

Ste.  Monfter,  your  Fairy,  which  you  fay  is  a  harmlefs  Fairy, 
Has  done  little  better  than  plaid  the  Jackjuith.  us. 

Trin.  Monfter,  I  do  fmell  all  Horfe-pifs,  at  which 
My  Nofe  is  in  great  Indignation. 

Ste.  So  is  mine:  Do  you  hear,  Monfter?  Iflfhould 
Take  a  Difpleafure  againft  you;  look  you — — - 

Trin.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  Monfter. 

CaL  Good  my  Lord,  give  me  thy  Favour  ftill: 

Be  patient,  for  the  Prize  I'll  bring  thee  to 
Shall  hood-wink  this  Mifchance;  therefore  fpeak  foftly; 

AH*s  hufht  as  Midnight  yet. 
Trin.  Ay,  but  to  lofe  our  Bottles  in  the  Pool. 
Vol.  I.  E  Ste. 
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Ste.  There  is  not  only  Difgrace,  and  Difhonour  in  that, 
Monfter,  but  an  infinite  Lofs. 

Trin.  That's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting : 
Yet  this  is  your  harmlefs  Fairy,  Monftcr. 

Ste,  I  will  fetch  off  my  Bottle, 

Tho'  I  be  o'er  Ears  for  my  Labour. 
CaL  Prethee,  my  King,  be  quiet:   Seeft  thou  here 

This  is  the  Mouth  o'th*  Cell;  no  Noife,  and  enter; 
Do  that  good  Mifchief  which  may  make  this  Ifland 
Thine  own  for  ever ;  and  I,  thy  Calibany 

For  ay  thy  Foot-licker. 
Ste.  Give  me  thy  Hand; 

I  do  begin  to  have  bloody  Thoughts. 
Trin.  O  King  Stephano I  O  Peer!   O  worthy  Stephano! 

Look  what  a  Wardrobe  here  is  for  thee. 

CaL  Let  it  alone,  thou  Fool,  it  is  but  Trafh. 

Trin.  Oh,  ho,  Monfter;  we  know  what  belongs  to  a  Frip- 
pery,, O  Kine  Stephano. 

Ste.  Put  off  that  Gown,  Trincn!o>  by  this  Hand  I'll  have that  Gown. 

Trin.  Thy  Grace  (hall  have  it. 
CaL  The  Dropfie  drown  this  Fool;  what  do  you  mean 

To  doat  thus  on  fuch  Luggage  ?  Let's  alone, 
And  do  the  Murder  firft  :  If  he  awake, 

From  Toe  to  Crown  he'll  fill  our  Skins  with  Pinches; 
Make  us  flrange  Stuff. 

Ste.  Be  you  quiet,  Mo:  fler.  Miftrefs  Line,  is  not  this  my 
Jerkin?  Now  is  the  Jerkin  under  the  Line:  Now  Jerkin 
you  are  like  to  lofe  your  Hair,  and  prove  a  bald  Jerkin. 

Trin.  Do,  do;  we  fleal  by  Line  and  Level,  and  \  like  your 
Grace.  - 

Ste.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Jell,  here's  a  Garment  for't  ; 
Wit  (hall  not  go  unrewarded  while  I  am  King  ofthis  Coun- 

try: Steal  by  Line  and  Level,  is  an  excellent  Pafs  of  Pate; 
there's  another  Garment  for't. 

Trin.  Monfter,  come  put  fome  Lime  upon  your  Fingers, 
and  away  with  the  reft. 

CaL  I  will  have  none  on't;  we  (hall  lofe  our  Time, 
And  all  be  turn'd  to  Barnacles,  or  to  Ape?, 
With  Foreheads  villanous  low. 

*  Ste. 
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Ste.  Monfler,  lay  to  your  Fingers;  help  to  bear  this  away, 

where  my  Hog  (head  of  Wine  is,  or  I'll  turn  you  out  of  my 
Kingdom;  go  to,  carry  this. 

Trin.  And  this. 

Ste.  Ay,  and  this. 

A  ISfoife  of  Hunters  h  eard.  Enter  divers  Spirits  in  Jliape  of 
Hounds,  hunting  them  about;  Profpero  and  Ariel  Jetting 
them  on. 

Pro.  Hey  Mount  ainy  hey. 
Ari.  Silvery  there  it  goes,  Silver. 
Pro.  Fury,  Furj;  there  Tyrant,  there;  hark,  hark; 

Go,  charge  my  Goblins  that  they  grind  their  Joints 
With  dry  Convulfions,  fhorten  up  their  Sinews 
With  aged  Cramps,  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make  them, 
Than  Pard,  or  Cat  o*  Mountain. 

Ari.  Hark,  they  roar. 
Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  foundly.    At  this  Hour 

Lye  at  my  Mercy  all  mine  Enemies : 
Shortly  mall  all  my  Labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  Air  at  Freedom;  for  a  little 

Follow,  and  do  me  Service.  \Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Profpero  in  his  Magick^  Robes,  and  Ariel. 

/V0.XT  O  W  does  my  Projed  gather  to  a  head: 
XN   My  Charms  crack  not;  my  Spirits  obey,  and  Time 

Goes  upright  with  his  Carriage:  How's  the  Day? 
Ari.  On  the  fixth  Hour,  at  which  time,  my  Lord, 

You  faid  our  Work  mould  ceafe. 

Pro.  I  did  fay  fo 

When  firft  I  rais'd  the  Tempeft;  fay,  my  Spirit, 
How  fares  the  King  and's  Followers  % 

Ari.  Confin'd  together 
In  the.fame  Fafhion  as  you  gave  in  charge, 
Juft  as  you  left  them,  all  Prifoners,  Sir, 
In  the  Lime-grove  which  weather-fends  your  Cell, 

They  cannot  budge  'till  you  releafe.    The  King, E  z  His 
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His  Brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftra<5ted  ; 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim-full  of  Sorrow  and  Dilmay  ;  but  chiefly 

Him  that  you  ternVd,  Sir,  the  good  o'd  Lord  Gonz,alo. 
His  Tears  run  down  his  Beard,  like  Winter  Drops 

From  Eaves  of  Reeds;  your  Charm  fo  ftrongly  works  'em, 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  Affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro.  Do'fl:  thou  think  fo,  Spirit? 
Art.  Mine  would,  Sir,  were  I  human. 
Pro.  And  mine  fhall. 

Haft  thou,  which  art  but  Air,  a  Touch,  a  Feeling 
Of  their  Afflictions,  and  fhall  not  my  felf, 
One  of  their  Kind,  that  relifh  all  as  fharply 

Paffion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thou  art? 
Tho'  with  their  high  Wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to  th7  quick, 
Yer,  with  my  nobler  Reafon,  againft  my  Fury, 
Do  I  take  part;  the  rarer  A&ion  is 
In  Virtue  than  in  Vengeance ;  they  being  penitent, 
The  fole  Drift  of  my  Purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  Frown  further :  Go  releafe  them,  Ariel; 

My  Charms  I'll  break,  their  Senfes  I'll  reftore, 
And  they  fhall  be  themfelves. 

Aru  I'll  fetch  them,  Sir.  [Exit. 
Pro.  Ye  Elves  of  Hills,  Brocks,  (landing  Lakes  and  Groves, 

And  ye  that  on  the  Sands  with  printlefs  Foot 
Do  Chafe  the  ebbing  Neptune^  and  do  fly  him 
When  he  comes  back;  you  Demy-puppets  that 
By  Moon-fhine  do  the  green  four  Ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  Ewe  not  bites;  and  you  whofe  Paftime 
Is  to  make  Midnight  Mufhrooms,  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  Curfew,  by  whofe  Aid, 

Weak  Mailers  tho'  ye  be,  I  have  be-dimn'd 
The  Noon-tide  Sun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  Winds, 

And  'twixt  the  green  Sea  and  the  azur'd  Vault 
Set  roaring  War:  To  the  dread  ratling  Thunder 

Have  I  given  Fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  flout  Oak 
With  his  own  Bolt :  The  ftrong'd  bas'd  Promontory 
Have  I  made  fhake,  and  by  the  Spurs  pluckt  up 
The  Pine  and  Cedar:  Graves  at  my  Command 

Have  wak'd  their  Sleepers,  op'd,  and  let  'em  forth 

By 
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By  my  To  potent  Art.    But  this  rough  Magick 

I  here  abjure;  and  when  I  have  requir'd 
Some  heav'nly  M  lflck,  which  even  now  I  do, 
To  work  mine  end  upon  their  Senfes,  that 
This  airy  Charm  is  for,  Til  break  my  Staff, 
Bury  it  certain  Fadoms  in  the  Earth, 
And  deeper  than  did  ever  Plummet  found 

I'll  drown  my  Book.  [Solemn  Mufick. 

Here  enters  Ariel  before;  then  Alonfo  with  a  frantic^  Gefture^ 
attended  by  Gonzalo.  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio  in  like 

manner ',  attended  by  Adrian  ̂ WFrancifcO.  They  all  enter 
the  Circle  which  Profpei  o  had  made,  and  there  ft  and  charm  d ; 
which  Profpcro  obferving,  f peaks: 

A  folemn  Air,  and  the  heft  Comforter 

To  an  unfetled  Fancy,  cure  thy  Brains, 
Now  ufeJef?,  boil  within  thy  Skull;  there  ftand, 

For  you  are  fpell-ftopr. 
Holy  Gonualo,  honourable  Man, 
Mine  Eyes,  even  fociable  to  the  fhew  of  thine, 
Fallfellowly  Drops:  The  Charm  diffblves  apace, 
And  as  the  Morning  fteals  upon  the  Night, 
Melting  the  Darknefs,  fo  their  rifing  Senfes 
Begin  to  chafe  the  ignorant  Fumes  that  mantle 
Their  clearer  Reafon.     O  good  Gonzalo, 
My  true  Preferver,  and  a  loyal  Sir 

To  him  thou  folio w'ft;  I  will  pay  thy  Graces 
Home  both  in  Word  and  Deed.    Moft  cruelly 
Didft  thou,  Alonfo,  ufe  me,  and  my  Daughter: 

Thy  Brother  was  a  Funherer  in  the  Ac~t; 
Thou  art  pinch'd  for't  now,  Sebaftian.     Flefh  and  Blood, 
You,  Brother  mine,  that  entertain'd  Ambition, 
Expelfd  Remorfe  and  Nature,  who  with  Sebaftian, 
Whofe  inward  Pinches  therefore  are  moft  ftrong, 

Would  here  have  kill'd  your  King;  I  do  forgive  thee, 
Unnatural  though  thou  art.    Their  Underftanding 
Begins  to  fwell,  and  the-  approaching  Tide 
Will  fhortly  fill  the  reafonable  Sh  re, 
That  now  lyes  foul  and  muddy.     Not  one  of  them 
That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me;  Ariel, 
Fetch  me  the  Hat,  and  Rapier  in  my  Cell; 

1  5  : 
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I  will  difcafe  me,  and  my  felf  prefent, 
As  I  was  fometime  MilUn:  Quickly,  Spirit; 

Thou  fhalt  e'er  long  be  free. 
Ariel  Jlngs*  and  helps  to  attire  him* 

Where  the  Bee  fuck$<>  there  ftcl^  I ; 
In  a  Cowflifs  Bell  I  lye  : 

There  I  crouch  -when  Owls  do  cry. 
On  the  Bat's  Back^  I  do  fly 
After  Summer  merrily. 
Merrily y  merrily  fhall  I  live  now9 
Vnder  the  Blojfom  that  hangs  on  the  Bow, 

Pro,  Why  that's  my  dainty  Ariel;  I  &&  mifs  thee; 
But  yet  thou  fhalt  have  Freedom.    So,  fo,  fo. 

To  the  King's  Ship,  invifible  as  thou  art ; 
There  (halt  thou  find  the  Mariners  afleep 
Under  the  Hatches ;  the  Mafter  and  the  Boatfwain, 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  Place, 
And  prefently,  I  prethee, 

Aru  I  drink  the  Air  before  me,  and  return 

Or  e'er  your  Pulfe  twice  beat.  [Exit* 
s  Gon.  All  Torment,  Trouble,  Wonder  and  Amazement 

Inhabits  here;  fome  heav'nly  Power  guide  us 
Out  of  this  fearful  Country. 

Pro.  Behold,  Sir  King, 
The  wronged  Duke  of  Millan^  Proffer o  : 
For  more  AfTurance  that  a  living  Prince 
Does  now  fpeak  to  thee,  I  embrace  thy  Body, 
And  to  thee,  and  thy  Company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  Welcome, 

Alon.  Where  thou  beeft  he  or  no, 
Or  fome  inchanted  Trifle  to  abufe  me, 

As  late  I  have  been,  I  not  know;  thy  Pulfe 
Bears  as  of  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  fince  I  faw  thee 

Th'  Affliction  of  my  Mind  amends,  with  which 
I  fea<-  a  Madnefs  held  me;  this  mull:  crave, 
And  if  this  be  at  all,  a  moft  ftrange  Story: 
Thy  Dukedom  I  refign,  and  do  intreat 
Thou  pardon  me  my  Wrongs:  ButhowfliouJd  Proffer? 
Be  living,  and  be  here  ? 

Ptq*  Firftj  iioble  Friend, 
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Let  me  embrace  thine  Age,  whofe  Honour  cannot 

Be  meifur'd,  or  confin'd. 
Gon.  Whether  this  be, 

Or  be  not,  I'll  not  fwear. 
Pro.  You  do  yet  talle 

Some  Subtikies  o'th'  Ifle,  that  will  not  let  you 
Believe  things  certain:  Welcome,  my  Friends  alls 

But  you,  my  brace  of  Lords,  were  I  fo  minded, 
I  here  could  pluck  his  Highnefs  Frown  upon  you, 

And  juftifie  you  Traitors;  at  this  time 
I  wiil  tell  no  Tales. 

Seb.  The  Devil  fpeaks  in  him. 
Pro.  No! 

For  you,  moil:  wicked  Sir,  whom  to  call  Brother 
Would  even  infect  my  Mouth,  I  do  forgive 
Thy  ranked  Faults ;  all  of  them ;  and  require 
My  Dukedom  of  thee,  which  perforce  I  know 
Thou  muft  reftore. 

Alon.  If  thou  beeft  Profpero, 
Give  us  Particulars  of  thy  Prefervation, 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who  three  Hours  fince 

Were  wrackt  upon  this  Shore?  where  I  have  loft, 
(How  (harp  the  Point  of  this  Remembrance  is !) 
My  dear  Son  Ferdinand. 

Pro.  I  am  wo  for'r,  Sir. 
Alon.  Irreparable  is  the  Lofs,  and  Patience 

Says,  it  is  pad:  her  Cure. 
Pro.  I  rather  think 

You  have  not  fought  her  Help,  of  whofe  foft  Grace, 
For  the  like  Lofs,  I  have  her  foveraign  Aid, 
And  reft  my  felf  content. 

Alon.  You  the  like  Lofs  ? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me,  as  late,  and  infupportable 
To  make  the  dear  Lofs,  have  I  Means  much  weaker 

Than  yoii  may  call  to  comfort  you;  for  I 
Have  loft  my  Daughter. 

Alon.   A  Daughter  ? 

Oh  Heavens !  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naplesy 
The  King  and  Queen  there;  that  they  were,  I  wiili 
My  felf  were  mudded  in  that  Oozy  Bed 

Where  my  Son  hyes.   When  did  vou  lofe  your  Daughter  ? 

E  4  Pro 



56  The    TEMPEST. 
Pro.  In  this  lafl:  Tempeft.     I  perceive  thefe  Lords 

At  this  Encounter  do  fo  much  admire, 

That  they  devour  their  Reafon,  and  fcarce  think 
Their  Eyes  do  Offices  of  Truth,   their  Words 
Are  natural  Breath;  but  howfoever  you  have 
Been  juftled  from  your  Senfes,  know  for  certain 
That  I  am  ProJpero>  and  that  very  Duke 
Which  was  thruft  forth  of  Millan\  who  mod  ftrangely 
Upon  this  Shore,  where  you  were  wrackt,  was  landed 

To  be  the  Lord  on't.    No  more  yet  of  this; 
For  'tis  a  Chronicle  of  Day  by  Day, Not  a  Relation  for  a  Breakfaff,  nor 

Befitting  this  firfl  Meeting.    Welcome,  Sir; 

This  Cell's  my  Court ;  here  have  I  few  Attendants, 
And  Subjects  none  abroad  ;  pray  you  look  in ; 
My  £)iikedom  iince  you  have  given  me  again, 
1  will  requite  you  with  ss  good  a  thing, 
At  La  ft,  bring  forth  a  Wonder,  to  content  ye, 
As  mu.h  as  me  my  Dukedom. 

Here  Profpeio  difcovers  Ferdinand  and  Mirarida  playing 
at   Chefs. 

Mir  a*  Sweet  Lord,  you  play  me  falfe. 
Fer.  No,  my  deareft  Love, 

I  would  not  for  the  World. 

Mir  a.  Yes,  for  a  fcore  of  Kingdoms  you  fhould  wrangle, 
And  I  would  call  it  fair  Play. 

Alon.  If  this  prove 
A  Vifion  of  the  Ifland,  one  dear  Son 
Shall  I  twice  lofe. 

Seh.  A  moll:  high  Miracle. 

Fer.  Though  the  Seas  threaten,  they  are  merciful : 
I  have  curs'd  them  without  Caufe. 

Alon.  Now  all  the  Bleflings 
Of  a  glad  Father  compafs  rhee  about ; 

Arife,  and  fay  how  thou  cam'ft  here. Mira.  O  Wonder! 

How  many  goodly  Creatures  are  there  here  ? 
How  beauteous  Mankind  is !  O  brave  new  World, 

That  has  fuch  People  in't. 
Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee, 

Alon] 
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Alon.  What  is  this  Maid,  with  whom  thou  waft  at  play? 

Your  eld'ft  Acquaintance  cannot  be  three  Hours; 
Is  fhe  the  Goddefs  that  hath  fever'd  us, 
And  brought  us  thus  together  ? 

Fer.  Sir,  fhe  is  Mortal; 

But  by  Immortal  Providence  (he's  mine; 
I  chofe  her  when  I  could  not  ask  my  Father 
For  his  Advice;  nor  thought  I  had  one:  She 
Is  Daughter  to  this  famous  Duke  of  Millar?, 
Of  whom  (o  often  I  have  heard  Renown, 
But  never  faw  before;  of  whom  I  have 

Receiv'd  a  fecond  Life;  and  fecond  Father 
This  Lady  makes  rrm  to  me, 

Alon.  I  am  hers; 

But  O,  how  odly  will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  ask  my  Child  Forgivenefs? 

Pro.  There,  Sir,  flop; 
Let  us  not  burthen  our  Remembrances  with 

An  Heavinefs  that's  gone. 
Gon.  I  have  inly  wept, 

Or  mould  have  fpoke  e'er  this.    Look  down,  you  Gods, And  on  this  Couple  drop  a  bleiTed  Crown: 

For  it  is  you  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  Way 
Which  brought  us  hither. 

Alon.  I  fay  Amen,  Gonz^alo. 
Gon.  Was  Mdlan  thruft  from  Millan,  that  his  IiTue 

Should  become  Kings  of  Naples?  O  rejoyce 
Beyond  a  common  Joy,  and  fet  it  down 
With  Gold  on  lading  Pillars:  In  one  Voyage 
Did  Claribel  her  Husband  find  at  Tunis; 
And  Ferdinand,  her  Brother,  found  a  Wife, 
Where  he  himfelf  was  loft;  Projpero,  his  Dukedom, 
In  a  poor  Ifle ;  and  all  of  us,  our  felves, 
When  no  Man  was  his  own. 

Alon.  Give  me  your  Hands : 
Let  Grief  and  Sorrow  ftill  embrace  his  Heart, 
That  doth  not  wifh  you  Joy. 

Gon.  Bi  it  io,  Amen. 

Enter  Ariel,  with  the  Mafier  and  Boat/wain  ama&edly  following. 
0  look  Sir,  look,  here  is  more  of  us! 

1  prophefv'd,  if  a  Gallows  were  on  Land t  This 
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This  Fellow  could  not  drown :  Now,  Blafphemy, 

That  fwear'ft  Grace  o'er-board,  not  an  Oath  on  Shore, 
Haft  thou  no  Mouth  by  Land  ? 
What  is  the  News? 

Boatf.  Tacbeft  News  is9  that  we  have  fafe  found 
Our  King  and  Company;  the  next,  our  Ship, 
Which  but  three  Glaffes  fince  we  gave  out  fplit, 

Is  tite,  and  yare,  and  bravely  rigg'd,  as  when 
We  firft  put  out  to  Sea. 

Art.  Sir,  all  this  Service 
Have  I  done  fince  I  went. 

Pro.  My  trickfey  Spirit. 
Alon.  Thefe  are  not  natural  Events;  they  ftrengthen 

From  ftrange  to  ftranger:  Say,  how  came  you  hither? 
Boatf.  If  I  did  think,  Sir,  I  were  well  awake, 

Td  ftrive  to  tell  you  :  We  were  dead  of  fleep, 
And,  haw  we  know  not,  all  clapt  under  Hatches* 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feveral  Noifes 
Of  roaring,  flirieking,  howling,  gingling  Chains, 
And  more  diverfity  of  Sounds,  all  horrible, 

We  were  awak'd ;  ftraightway  at  Liberty ; 
Where  we,  in  all  our  Trim,  frefhly  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  Ship;  our  Mafter 
Capring  to  eye  her;  on  a  trice,  fo  pleafe  you, 
Even  in  a  Dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 

And  were  brought  moping  hither. 
Art.  Was't  well  done  ? 
Pro.  Bravely,  my  Diligence;  thou  (halt  be  free. 

Alon.  This  is  as  ftrange  a  Maze  as  e'er  Men  trod, And  there  is  in  this  Bufinefs  more  than  Nature 
Was  ever  Conduct  of;  fome  Oracle 

Muft  redifie  our  Knowledge. 
Pro.  Sir,  my  Liege, 

Do  not  infect  your  Mind  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangenefs  of  this  Bufinefs;  at  pickt  Leifure, 

Wir:ch  fhall  be  fhortly  fingle,  I'll  refolve  you, 
Which  to  you  fhall  feem  probable,  of  every 

Thefe  rnppen'd  Accidents;    'till  when,  be  chearfu!, 
And  think  of  each  thing  well.   Come  hither,  Spirit; 
Set  CalibamnA  his  Companions  free: 
Untie  the  Spell.    How  fares  my  gracious  Sir? There 
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There  are  yet  miffing  of  your  Company 
Some  few  odd  Lads,  that  you  remember  not. 

Enter  Ariel,  driving  in  Caliban,    Stephano,  and  Trin- 
culo,  in  their  ftollen  Apparel. 

Ste.  Every  Man  fhift  for  all  the  reft,  and  let 
No  Man  take  care  for  himfelf ;  for  all  is 

But  Fortune:  Coragioy  Bully-Monfter,  Cor  agio. 
Trin.  If  thefe  be  true  Spies  which  I  wear  in  my  Head, 

Here's  a  goodly  Sight. 
Cal.  O  Setebos,  thefe  be  brave  Spirits  indeed! 

How  fine  my  Mafter  is!  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaftife  me. 

Seb.  Ha,  ha; 
What  things  are  thefe,  my  Lord  Anthonio ! 

Will  Mony  buy  'em  ? 
Ant.  Very  like ;  one  of  them 

Is  a  plain  Fifh,  and  no  doubt  marketable. 
Pro.  Mark  but  the  Badges  of  thefe  Men,  my  Lords, 

Then  fay  if  they  be  true  :  This  mifliapen  Knave, 
His  Mother  was  a  Witch,  and  one  fo  ftrong 
That  could  controul  the  Moon,  make  Flows  and  Ebbs, 
And  deal  in  her  Command  without  her  Power: 

Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me,  and  this  Demy-Devil, 
For  he's  a  Baftard  one,  had  plotted  with  them 

ITo 
 take  my  Life;  two

  of  thefe  Fellows 
 you 

Mint  know  and  own,  this  thing  of  Darknefs  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

Cal.  I  fhall  be  pincht  to  Death. 

Alon.  Is  not  this  Stephano>  my  drunken  Butler? 
Seb.  He  is  drunk  now: 

Where  had  he  Wine? 

Alon.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling- ripe ;  where  mould  they 

Find  this  grand  Liquor  that  hath  gilded  'em? 
How  cam'ft  thou  in  this  pickle  ? 

Trin.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle  fince  I  faw  youlafT, 
That  I  fear  me  will  never  out  of  my  Bones; 
I  fhall  not  fear  fly-blowing. 

Seb.  Why,  how  now  Stephano  I 
Ste.  O  touch  me  not;   I  am  not  Stephana,  but  a  Cramp. 
Pro.  You'd  be  King  o'th'Ifle,  Sirrah? Ste,  I  mould  have  been  a  fore  one  then. 

Alan* 
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Alon.  Tis  a  ftrange  thing  as  e'er  I  look'd  on> 
Pro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  Manners 

As  in  his  Shape :  Go,  Sirrah,  to  my  Cell, 
Take  with  you  your  Companions ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  Pardon,  trim  it  handfomly. 

Cal.  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  I'll  be  wife  hereafter, And  feek  for  Grace.    What  a  thrice  double  Afs 
Was  I  to  take  this  Drunkard  for  a  God  ? 
And  worlhip  this  dull  Fool  ? 

Pro.  Go  to,  away. 
Alon.  Hence,  and  beftow  yourLuggage  where  you  found  it. Seb.  Or  ftole  it  rather. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  Highnefs  and  your  Train 
To  my  poor  Cell;  where  you  (hall  take  your  Reft 
For  this  one  Night,  which,  Part  of  it,  I'll  wafte 
With  fuch  Difcourfe,  as  I  not  doubt  fhall  make  it 
Go  quick  away;   the  Story  of  my  Life, 
And  the  particular  Accidents  gone  by 
Since  I  came  to  this  Ifle:  And  in  the  Morn 

I'll  bring  you  to  your  Ship;  and  fo  to  Naples. Where  I  have  hope  to  fee  the  Nuptials 

Of  thefe  our  dear-beloved  folemniz'd  ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Millan,  where 
Every  third  Thought  fhall  be  my  Grave. 

Alon.  I  long 
To  hear  the  Story  of  your  Life,   which  muft 
Take  the  Ear  ftrangely. 

Pro.  HI  deliver  all, 

And  promife  you  calm  Seas,  aufpicious  Gales, 
And  Sail  fo  expeditious,  that  fhall  catch 
Your  Royal  Fleet  far  off:  My  Ariel,  Chick, 
That  is  thy  Charge  ;  then  to  the  Elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well.    Pleafe  you  draw  near. 

\_Excunt  omnes. 

EPI- 



EPILOGUE, 
Spoken  by  Trofpero. 

NO  W,  now  my  Charms  are  all  o'er-thrown, 

And  what  Strength  I  have's  mine  own% 
Which  is  moft  faint:  Now  His  true 
J  muft  be  here  confind  by  you  , 

Or  fent  to  Naples.   Let  me  not, 

Since  1  have  my  "Dukedom  got, 
And  par dorid  the  Deceiver,  dwell 

In  this  bare  Ifland  by  your  Spell; 

But  re  leaf e  me  from  my  Bands, 

With  the  help  of  your  good  Hands. 

Gentle  Breath  of  yours,  my  Sails 

Mufl  fill,  or  elfe  my  Trojeff  fails, 
Which  was  to  pleafe.    Now  1  want 

Spirits  to  enforce,  Arts  to  enchant ; 

And  my  ending  is  Defpair, 

Unlefs  I  be  relieved  by  *Prayer  5 
Which  pierces  fo,  that  it  affaults 

Mercy  it  f elf,  and  frees  all  Faults. 

As  you  from  Crimes  would  par  don*  d  be, 
Let  your  Indulgence  fet  me  free. 
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T  H  E    T  W  O 

GENTLEM 
O  F 

VERONA 

ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

fi&fipr  Valentine  and  Protheus. 

VALENTINE. 

fl  A  S  E  to  perfuade,  my  loving  Protheus; 
Home-keeping  Youth  have  ever  homely  Wits; 

Wer't  not  Affeclion  chains  thy  tender  E)ays, 
To  the  fweet  Glances  of  thy  honour'd  Love, 
I  rather  would  intreat  thy  Company, 
To  fee  the  Wonders  of  the  World  abroad, 

Than,  living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home, 
Wear  out  thy  Youth  wnh  fhapelefs  Idlenefs. 
But  fince  thou  lov'Ir,  love  ftill,  and  thrive  therein, 
Even  as  I  would  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  Sweet  Falemire,  adieu; 
Think  on  thy  Protheus,  when  thou  haply  feeft 
Some  rare  Note-worthy  Objed:  in  thy  Travel: 
Willi  me  Partaker  in  thy  Happinefs 
When  thou  doft  meet  good  Hap  \  and  in  thy  Danger, 
If  ever  Danger  do  environ  thee, 
Vol  L  F  Com- 
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Commend  thy  Grievance  to  my  holy  Prayers; 

For  I  will  be  thy  Bead's-man,  Valentine. 
Vd.  And  on  a  Love-book  pray  for  my  Succefs? 

Pro.  Upon  fome  Book  I  love  I'll  pray  for  thee. 
Vd.  That's  on  fome  (li allow  Story  of  deep  Lovr, 

How  young  Leander  crofs'd  the  Hellefpont. 
Pro.  That's  a  deep  Story  of  a  deeper  Love; For  he  was  more  than  over  Shoes  in  Love. 

Vd.  'Tis  true;  for  you  arc  over  Boots  in  Love, 
And  yet  you  never  fwom  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro.  Over  the  Boots?  Nay,  give  me  not  the  Boots. 
Vd.  No,  I  will  not;  for  it  boots  thee  nor. 
Pro.  What? 

Vd.  To  be  in  Love  where  Scorn  is  bought  with  Groans, 

Coy  Looks,  with  heart-fore  Sighs;  one  fading  Moment's  Mirth, 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  Nights, 
If  haply  won,  perhaps  an  haplefs  Gain : 
If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  Labour  won; 
However,  but  a  Folly  bought  with  Wit, 
Or  elfe  a  Wit  by  Folly  vanquished.     r 

Pro.  So,  by  your  Circumftance,  you  call  me  Fool. 

Vd.  So,  by  your  Circumftance,  I  fear  you'll  prove. 
Pro.  'Tis  Love  you  cavil  at;  I  am  not  Love. 
Vd.  Love  is  your  Mafter;  for  he  mafters  you. 

And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  Fool, 
Methinks  ihould  not  be  chronicled  for  Wife. 

Pro.  Yet  Writers  fay,  as  in  the  fweeteft  Bud 
The  eating  Canker  dwells;  fo  eating  Love 
Inhabits  in  the  fineft  Wits  of  all. 

Vd.  And  Writers  fay,  as  the  moft  forward  Bud 

Is  eaten  by  the  Canker,  e'er  it  blow; 
Even  fo  by  Love  the  young  and  tender  Wit 

Is  turn'd  to  Folly,  blafting  in  the  Bud, 
Lofing  his  Verdure  even  in  the  Prime, 
And  all  the  fair  EfFe&s  of  future  Hopes. 
But  wherefore  wafte  I  Time  to  counfel  thee, 

That  art  a  Votary  to  fond  Defire? 
Once  more  adieu :  My  Father  at  the  Road 

Expects  my  coming,  there  to  fee  me  fhipp'd. Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine. 
Vol.  Sweet  Prothms,  no :  Now  let  us  take  our  Leave. 

At 
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At  Jftillan  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  Letters 
Of  thy  Succefs  in  Love;  and  what  News  t\i^ 
Betideth  here  in  Abfenceof  thy  Friend: 
And  I  Jikewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro.  All  Happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  Millan. 
Fal.  As  much  to  you  at  home;  and  fo  farewel.       [Exit* 
Pro.  He  after  Honours  hunts,  I  after  Love; 

He  leaves  his  Friends,  to  dignifie  them  more; 
I  love  my  felf,  my  Friends,  and  all  for  Love. 

Thou  Julia,)  thou  haft  metamorphos'd  me; 
Made  me  negledfc  my  Studies,  lofe  my  Time, 
War  with  good  CounfeJ,  fet  the  World  at  nought; 
Midc  Wit,  with  Muling,  weak;  Heart  fick,  with  Thought. 

Enter  Speed. 
Speed.  Sir  Protheus,  fave  you ;  faw  you  my  Mafter  ? 
Pro.   But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embark  for  Millan. 

Speed.%Twenty  to  one  then  he  is  fhipp'd  already, 
And  I  have  plaid  the  Sheep  in  lofing.him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  Sheep  doth  very  often  ftray, 
And  if  the  Shepherd  be  a  while  away. 

Speed.  You  conclude  that  my  Mailer  is  a  Shepherd  then, 
and  I  a  Sheep? 

Pro.  I  d.o. 

Speed.  Why  then  my  Horns  are  his  Hornr,  whether  I 
wake  or  deep. 

Pro.  A  filly  Anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  Sheep. 
Speed.  This  proves  me  ft  ill  a  Sheep. 
Pro.  True;  and  thy  Mafter  a  Shepherd. 
Speed.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  Circumftance. 

Pro.  It  ih all  go  hard  but  I'll  prove  it  by  another. 
Speed.  The  Shepherd  fecks  the  Sheep,  and  not  the  Sheep 

the  Shepherd;  but  I  feek  my  Mafter,  and  my  Mafter  feeks 
not  me ;  therefore  I  am  no  Sheep. 

Pro.  The  Sheep  for  Fodder  follow  the  Shepherd,  the 
Shepherd  for  Food  follows  rot  the  Sheep  ;  thou  for  Wages 
followed:  thy  Mafter,  thy  Mafter  for  Wages  follows  not 
thee;  therefore  thou  art  a  Sheep. 

Speed.  Such  another  Proof  will  make  me  cry  Baa. 
Pro.  But  do  ft  thou  hear  ?  gaveft  thou  my  Letter  to  Julia  f* 
Speed.  Ay,  Sir;  I,  a  loft-Mutton,  gave  your  Letter  to 

her,  a  lac'd-Mutton;  and  me,  a  lac'd-Mutton,  gave  me,  a 
loft-'Mutton,  nothing  for  my  Labour.  F  z         Pre. 



6  8         The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 
Pro.  Here's  too  frnall  a  Pafture  for  fuch  ftore  of  Mut- tons. 

Speed.  If  the  Ground  be  over-charg'd,  you  were  beftftick her. 

Pro.  Nay,   in  that  you  are  aftray;    'twere  beffc  pound 
you. 

Speed.  Nay,  Sir,  lefs  than  a  Pound  fliall  ferve  me  for  car- 
rying your  Letter. 

Pro.  You  miftake ;  I  mean  the  Pound,  a  Pin-fold. 
Speed.  From  a  Pound  to  a  Pin  ?  fold  it  over  and  over, 

Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  Letter  to  your  Lover. 
Pro.  But  what  faid  flu? 
Speed.  Ay. 

Pro.  Nod-I ;  why,  that's  Noddy. 
Speed.  You  miftook,  Sir,  I  faid  flie  did  ncd : 

And  you  ask  me  if  (lie  did  nod,  and  I  faid,  Ay. 
Pro.  And  that  fet  together,  is  Noddy. 
Speed.  Now  you  have  taken  the  Pains  to  fet  it  together, 

take  it  for  your  Pains. 
Pro.  No,  no,  you  Hull  have  it  for  bearing  the  Letter. 
Speed.  Well,  I  perceive  I  muft  be  fain  to  bear  with  you. 
Pro.  Why,  Sir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me? 
Speed.  Marry,  Sir,  the  Letter  very  orderly, 

Having  nothing  but  the  Word  Noddy  for  my  Pains. 
Pro.  Belhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  Wit. 
Speed.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  Purfe. 
Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  Matter  in  brief;    what  faid 

flie? 

Speed.  Open  your  Purfe,  that  the  Mony  and  the  Matter 

may  be  both  deliver'd. 
Pro.  Well,  Sir,  here  is  for  your  Pains;  what  faid  flie? 

Speed.  Truly,  Sir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 
Pro.  Why?  coukTft  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her? 
Speed.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her; 

No,  not  fo  much  as  a  Ducket  for  delivering  your  Letter, 
And  being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought  your  Mind, 

I  fear  flie'il  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling  her  Mind. 
Give  her  no  Token  but  Stones ;  for  flie's  as  hard  as  Steel. 

Pro.  What  faid  flie,  nothing? 
Speed.  No,  not  fo  much  as  take  this  for  thy  Pains : 

To  teftifie  your  Bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have  teftern'd  me : In 
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[n  requital  whereof,   henceforth  carry  your  Letter  your 

k\f:  And  To,  Sir,  I'll  commend  you  to  my  Matter. 
Pro.  Go,  go,  be  gone,  to  fave  your  Ship  from  wrack, 

Which  cannot  perifh,  having  thee  aboard, 

Being  deftin'd  to  a  drier  Death  on  Shore. 
I  mull:  go  fend  fome  better  Mtffenger : 
I  fear  my  Juliet  would  not  deign  my  Lines, 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  Poft.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter   Julia   and    Lucetta. 

Jul.  But  fay,  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Wouldft  thou  then  counfel  me  to  fall  in  Love? 

Luc.  Ay,   Madam,  fo  you  ftumble  not  unheedfully. 
Jul.  Of  all  the  fair  Refort  of  Gentlemen, 

That  every  Day  with  Parle  encounter  me, 
In  thy  Opinion  which  is  worthieft  Love? 

Luc.  Pleafe  yon  repeat  their  Names,  I'll  ftiew  my  Mind, 
According  to  my  Ih allow  fimple  Skill. 

Jul.  What  thtnk'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamourf 
Luc.  As  of  a  Knight  well-fpoken,  neat  and  fine; 

But  were  I  you,  he  never  mould  be  mine, 

Jul.   What  thir.k'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio? 
Luc.  Well  of  his  Wealth;  but  of  himfelf  fo,  fo. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou'of  the  gentle  Protheus  f 
Luc.  Lord,  Lord!  to  fee  what  Folly  reigns  in  us. 
Jul.  How  now?  what  means  this  Paffion  at  his  Name? 

Luc.  Pardon,  dear  Madam;  'tis  a  parting  Shame, 
That  T,  unworthy  Body  a^  I  am, 
Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  Gentlemen. 

Jul.  Why  not  on  Protheus,  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 

Luc.  Then  thus;  of  many  good,  I  think  him  beft. 
Jul.  Your  Reafon  ? 

Luc.  I  have  no  other  but  a  Woman's  Reafon ; 
I  think  him  fr>,  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 

Jul.  And  wouldfl:  thou  have  me  caft  my  Love  on  him? 
Luc.  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  Love  not  cafl:  away. 

Jul.  Why  he,  of  all  the  reft,  hath  never  mov'd  me. 
Luc.  Yet  he,  of  all  the  reft,  I  think  beft  loves  ye. 
Jul.  His  little  fpeaking  (hews  his  Love  but  fmall. 

F  3  Luc. 
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Luc.  Fire  that's  clofeft  kept  burns  moil:  of  all. 
Jul.  They  do  not  love  that  do  not  fhew  their  Love. 
Luc.  Oh,  they  love  lead  that  let  Men  know  their  Love. 
Jul.  I  would  I  knew  his  Mind. 
Luc.  Perufe  this  Paper,  Madam. 
Jul.  To  Julia ;  fay,  from  w  horn  ? 
Luc.  That  the  Contents  will  fhew. 

Jul.  Say,  fay;  who  gave  it  thee? 
Luc.  Sir  Valentine^  Page ;  and  fenr,  I  think,  from  Protheus. 

He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I  being  in  the  Way, 
Did  in  your  Name  receive  ir;  pardon  the  Fault,  I  pray. 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  Modefty,  a  goodly  Broker ; 
Dare  you  prefumeto  harbour  wanton  Lines? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  Youth  ? 

Now  truft  me,  'tis  an  Office  of  great  Worth, 
And  you  an  Officer  fit  for  the  Place. 

There;  take  the  Paper;  fee  it  be  returned, 
Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  Sight. 

Li.c.  To  plead  for  Love  deferves  more  Fee  than  Hate. 
Jul.  Will  ye  be  gone? 
Luc.  Tha:  you  may  ruminate.  [Exit* 

Jul.  And  yet  I  would  I  had  o'er-look'd  the  Letter. 
I    were  a  fhame  to  call  her  back  again, 
And  pray  her  to  a  Faulr,  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  Fool  is  fhe  that  knows  I  am  a  Maid, 
And  would  not  force  the  Letter  to  my  View? 
Since  Maids,  in  Modefty,  fay  No  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  ProfFerer  conilrue,  Ay. 
Fie,  fie;  how  way-ward  is  this  foolifh  Love, 
That,  like  a  tefly  Babe,  will  fcratch  the  Nurfe, 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  Rod  ? 
How  churliftily  I  chid  Lucetta  hence, 
When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here? 
How  angerly  I  taught  my  Brow  to  frown, 

When  inward  Joy  enfore'd  my  Heart  to  fmile? 
My  Penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back, 

And  ask  Remiflion  for  my  Folly  pah1. 
What  ho !  Lucetta  ! 

Re-enter  Lucetta, 

Luc.  What  would  your  Ladyfhip? 

Jul.  Is't  near  Dinner-time? 
Luc* 
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Luc.  I  would  it  were, 

Thit  you  might  kill  your  Stomach  on  your  Meat, 
And  not  upon  your  Maid. 

Jul.  What  is't  that  you 
Took  up  To  gingerly  ? 

Luc.  Nothing. 
Jul.  Why  didft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 
Luc.  To  take  a  Paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 
Jul.  And  is  that  Paper  nothing? 
Luc.  Nothing  concerning  me. 
Jul.  Then  let  it  lye  for  thofe  that  it  concerns. 
Luc.  Madam,  it  will  not  lye  where  it  concerns, 

Unlefs  it  have  a  falfe  Interpreter. 
Jul.  Some  Love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  Rime. 
Luc.  That  I  might  img  it,  Madam,  to  a  Tune; 

Give  a  Note;  your  Ladyfhip  can  fct. 
Jul.  As  little  by  fuch  Toys  as  may  he  poffible; 

Beit  ilng  it  to  the  Tune  of  Light  O  Love. 
Luc.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  Tune. 
Jul.  Heavy?  belike  it  hath  fome  Burthen  then. 
Luc.  Ay ;  and  melodious  were  if,  would  you  (ing  it. 
Jul.  And  why  not  you? 
Luc.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 

7W.  Let's  fee  your  Sonp: 
How  now  Minion? 

Luc.  Keep  Tune  there  ftill,  fo  you  v,  ill  (Ing  it  out: 
And  yet  methinks  I  do  not  like  this  Tune. 

Jul.  You  do  not? 

Luc.  No,  Madam,  'tis  too  fiiarp. 
Jul.  You,  Minion,  are  too  fawcy. 

Luc.  Nav,  now  you  are  too  flat, 
And  mar  the  Concord  with  too  harfh  a  Defcant: 

There  wanteth  but  a  Mean  to  fill  your  Song. 

Jul.  The  Mean  is  drown'd  with  your  unruly  Bafe. Luc.  Indeed  I  bid  the  bafe  for  Protheus. 

Jul.  This  Babble  fliall  not  henceforth  trouble  me. 
Here  is  a  Coil  with  Proteftation  ! 

Go,  get  you  gone;  and  let  the  Papers  lye: 
You  would  be  fingring  them  to  anger  me. 

Luc.  She  makes  it  firange,  but  (lie  would  be  befl:  pleas'd 
To  be  fo  anger'd  with  another  Letter.  [Exit. F  4  JH 



7  2,         The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Jul.  Nay,  would  I  were  fo  angei'd  with  the  fame! 
Oh  hateful  Hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  Words; 
Injurious  Wafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  Honey, 

And  k i.'l  the  Bees  thit  yield  it  with  your  Stings! 
I'll  kils  each  feveral  Paper  for  amends : 
Look,  here  is  writ,  kind  Julia  \  unkind  Julia  I 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  Ingratitude, 
I  throw  thy  Name  againfl:  the  bruifing  Stones, 
Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  Difdain. 
And  here  is  writ,  Love-wounded  Protheus. 

Poor  wounded  Name ;  my  Boforn,  as  a  Bed, 

Shall  lodge  thee  'till  thy  Wound  be  throughly  healM; 
And  thus  I  fearch  it  with  a  foveraign  Kifr. 
But  twice  or  thrice  was  Protheus  written  down: 

Be  calm,  good  Wind,  blow  not  a  Word  away, 

'Till  I  have  found  each  Letter  in  the  Letter, 
Except  mine  own  Name:  That  fome  Whirl- wind  bear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  Rock, 
And  throw  it  ih:nce  into  the  raging  Sea. 
Lo,  here  in  cne  Line  is  his  Name  twice  writ: 

P  "jr  forlorn  protheus,  paffionate  Protheus  ; 

To  the  fweet  Julia:  That  I'll  tear  away; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  (irh  fo  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  Names  : 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  unon  another: < 

Njw  kiff,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  will. 
Enter  Lucetfa. 

Luc.  Madam,  Dinner  is  ready,  and  your  Father  flays. 
Jul.  Well,  let  us  go. 

Luc.  What,  mall  thcfe  Papers  lye,  like  tell-tales  here? 
Jul.  If  you  refpect  them,  beft  to  take  them  up. 
Luc.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  down  : 

Yet  here  they  mall  not  lye  for  catching  cold. 

Jul.  I  fee  you  have  a  Month's  mind  to  them. 
Lucm  Ay,  Madam,  you  may  fay  what  Sights  you  fee  : 

I  fee  things  too,  although  you  judge  I  wink. 
Jul.  Come,  come,  wilt  pleafe  you  go?  [Exeunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Anthonio    and  Panthion. 

Ant.  Tell  me,  Panthion,  what  fad  Talk  was  that 
Wherewith  my  Brother  held  you  in  the  Cloyfter? 

Pant.  3Twas  of  his  Nephew  Prothem^  your  Son. 
Ant.  Why,  what  of  him? 

Pant.  He  wonder'd  that  your  Lordfhip 
Would  fuffer  him  to  fpend  his  Youth  at  home, 
While  other  Men  of  {lender  Reputation 
Put  forth  their  Sons  to  feek  Preferment  out: 
Some  to  the  Wars,  to  try  their  Fortune  there; 
Some  to  difcover  Iilands  far  away; 
Some  to  the  ftudious  Univerfities. 

For  any,  or  for  all  thefe  Exercifes, 
He  faid,  that  Prothensj  your  Son,  was  meet; 
And  did  requeft  me  to  importune  you 
To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home; 
Which  would  be  great  Impeachment  to  his  Age, 
In  having  known  no  Travel  in  his  Youth. 

Ant.  Nor  need'ft.  thou  much  importune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  Month  I  have  been  hammering,. 

I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  Time; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  Man, 

Not  being  try'd,  nor  tutor'd  in  the  World: 
Experience  is  by  Induftry  atchiev'd, 
And  perfected  by  the  fwift  Courfe  of  time ; 
Then  tell  me,  whither  were  I  beft  to  fend  him? 

Pant.  I  think  your  Lordfhipis  not  ignorant, 
How  his  Companion,  youthful  Valentine* 
Attends  the  Emperor  in  his  Royal  Court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well. 

Pant.  'T  were  good,  I  think,  your  Lordfti  ip  fent  him  thither ; 
There  fhall  he  pradtife  Tilts  and  Turnaments; 
Hear  fweet  Difcourfe,  converfe  with  Noblemen, 
And  be  in  Eye  of  every  Exercife 
Worthy  his  Youth,  and  Noblenefs  of  Birth. 

Ant.  I  like  thy  Counfel ;  well  haft  thou  advis'd : 
And  that  tnou  roay'ft  perceive  how  well  I  like  it, 
The  Ex  cution  of  it  fhall  make  known; 

Even 
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Even  with  the  fpeedieft  Expedition 

I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  Emperor's  Court. 
rant.  To  Morrow,  may  it  pleafe  you,  Don  Alpkonfe, 

With  other  Gentlemen  of  good  Efteem, 
Are  journeying  to  falute  the  Emperor, 
And  to  commend  their  Service  to  his  Will. 

Ant.  Good  Company:  With  them  fhall  Trothem  go. 
And  in  good  time,  now  will  we  break  with  hirr. 

Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Sweet  Love,  fweet  Liner,  fweet  Life; 
Here  is  her  Hand,  the  Agent  of  her  Heart; 
Here  is  her  Oath  for  Love,  her  Honour's  Pawn. 
O  that  our  Fathers  would  applaud  our  Loves, 
To  feal  our  Happinefs  with  their  Confents. 

Oh  heav'nly  Julia  I 
Ant.  How  now?  What  Letter  are  you  reading  there? 

Pro.  May't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  'tis  a  Word  or  two Of  Commendation  lent  from  Valentine; 

Deliver'd  by  a  Friend  that  came  from  him. 
Ant.  Lend  me  the  Letter ;  let  me  fee  what  News. 

Pro.  There  is  no  News,  my  Lord,  but  that  he  writes 

How  happily  he  lives9  how  well  belov'd, 
And  daily  graced  by  the  Emperor; 
Wifhing  me  with  him,  Partner  of  his  Fortune. 

Ant.  And  how  ftand  you  affected  to  his  Wifh  ? 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  Lordfhip's  Will, 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  Wifh. 

Ant.  My  Will  is  fomething  forted  with  his  Wifh: 
Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddenly  proceed; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will;  and  there's  an  End. ] 
I  am  refolv'd  that  thou  ihalt  fpend  fome  time 
With  Valentino  in  the  Emptor's  Court : 
What  Maintenance  he  from  his  Friends  receives, 
Like  Exhibition  thou  (halt  have  from  me: 

To  Morrow  be  in  readinefs  to  go. 
Excufe  it  not,  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  Lord,  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided ; 
Pleafe  you  deliberate  a  Day  or  two. 

Ant.  Look  what  thou  want'ft  fhall  be  fent  after  thee: 
No  more  of  Stay;  to  Morrow  thou  muft  go. 

Come  on,  Pmthion\  you  fhall  be  imploy'd To 



The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona.         75 
To  haften  on  his  Expedition.  [Exe.  Ant.  and  Pant. 

Pro.  Thus  have  1  fhunn'd  the  Fire  for  fear  of  burning, 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  Sea,  where  I  am  drown'd: 
I  fear'd  to  fhew  my  Father  Julia's  Letter, 
Left  he  mould  take  Exceptions  to  my  Love; 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  Excufe, 
Hath  he  excepted  moft  againft  my  Love. 
Oh,  how  this  Spring  of  Love  refembleth 
The  uncertain  Glory  of  an  April  Day, 
Which  now  ftiews  all  the  Beauty  of  the  Sun, 
And  by  and  by  a  Cloud  takes  all  away. 

Enter  Pan th ion. 

Pant.  Sir  Protheus,  your  Father  calls  for  you; 
He  is  in  hafte,  therefore  I  pray  you  go. 

Pro,  Why  this  it  is:  My  Heart  accords  thereto, 

And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it'anfwers  no.  [Exeunt, 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

Speed.  QIR,  your  Glove. 
i3  Val.  Not  mine;  my  Gloves  are  on. 

Speed,  Wiiy  then  this  may  be  yours,  for  this  is  but  one. 

Val.  Ha?  let  me  fee:  Ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine: 
Sweet  Ornament  that  decks  a  Thing  divine. 
Ah  Silvia,  Silvia  ! 

Speed,  Madam  Silvia!  Madam  Silvia ! 
Val,  How  now  Sirrah? 

Speed,  She  is  not  within  hearing,  Sir. 
Val.  Why  Sir,  who  bad  you  call  her? 
Speed,  Your  Worfhip,  Sir,  or  elfe  I  miftook. 

Val,  Well,  you'll  ftill  be  too  forward. 
Speed,  And  yet  I  was  laft  chidden  for  being  too  flow. 
Val,  Go  to  Sir,  tell  me,  do  you  know  Madam  Silvia? 
Speed.  She  that  your  Worfhip  loves? 
Val.  Why,  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  Love? 
Speed.  Marry,  by  thefe  fpecial  Marks:  Firft,  you  have 

learn'd,  like  Sir  Protheus,  to  wreath  your  Arms  like  a  Male- 
content,   to  relifti  a  Love-Song  like  a  Robin-red- brcajl,   to 

walk 
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walk  alone  like  one  that  had  the  Peftilence,  to  figh  like  a 
School-boy  that  had  loft  his  Ay  B>  Q  to  weep  like  a  young 
Wench  that  had  loft  her  Grandam,  to  fail  like  one  that 

takes  Diet,  to  watch  like  one  that  fears  robbing,  to  fpeak 
puling  like  a  Beggar  at  Hollowmafs :  You  were  wont,  when 

you  laugh'd,  to  crow  like  a  Cock;  when  you  waik'd,  to 
walk  like  one  of  the  Lions;  when  you  faded,  it  was  pre- 

fently  after  Dinner;  when  you  look'd  fadly,  it  was  for 
want  of  Mony:  And  now  you  are  metamorphosed  with  a 
Miftrefs,  that  when  I  look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  you 
my  Mafter. 

Val.  Are  all  thefe  things  perceiv'd  in  me  ? 

Speed.  They  are  all  perceiv'd  without  ye. 
Val.  Without  me?  they  cannot. 

Speed.  Without  you?  nay,  that's  certain ;  for  without  you 
were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would  :  But  you  are  fo  without 
thefe  Follies,  that  thefe  Follies  are  within  yon,  and  fhine 
through  you  like  the  Water  in  an  Urinal;  that  not  an  Eye 
that  fees  you,  but  is  a  Phyfician  to  comment  on  your  Ma- 
lady. 

Val.  But  tell  me,  doft  thou  know  my  Lady  Silvia  ? 
Speed,  She  that  you  gaze  on  fo  as  (he  fits  at  Supper? 

Val.  Haft  thou  obferv'd  that?  Even  fhe  I  mean. 
Speed.  Why,  Sir,  I  know  her  not. 
Val.  Doft  thou  know  her  by  gazing  on  her,  and  yet 

know'ft  her  not? 

Speed.  Is  fhe  not  hard-favour'd,  Sir? 
Val.  Not  fo  fair,  Boy,  as  well  favour'd. 
Speed.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough, 
Val.  What  doft  thou  know? 

Speed.  That  fhe  is  not  fo  fair,  as  of  you  well  favour'd. 
Val.  I  mean  that  her  Beauty  is  exquifite, 

But  her  Favour  infinite. 

5  Speed.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted,   and  the  other out  of  all  Count. 

Val.  How  painted  ?  and  how  out  of  Count  ? 
Speed.  Marry  Sir,  fo  painted  to  make  her  fair,  that  no 

Man  counts  of  her  Beauty. 

Val.  How  efteem'ft  thou  me?  I  account  of  her  Beauty. 
Speed.  You  never  faw  her  fince  fhe  was  deform'd. 
Val.  How  long  hath  fhe  been  deform'd? 

Speed. 
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Speed.  Ever  fince  you  lov'd  her. 
Val.  I  have  lov'd  her  ever  fince  I  faw  her, 

And  (till  I  fee  her  beautiful. 

Speed.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fee  her. 
Val.  Why  ? 
Speed.  Becaufe  Love  is  blind.  O  that  you  had  mine  Eyes, 

or  your  own  Eyes  had  the  Lights  they  were  wont  to  have, 

when  you  chid  at  Sir  Vrothem  for  going  ungarter'd. Val.  What  (hould  I  fee  then  ? 

Speed.  Your  own  prefent  Folly,  and  her  paffing  Defor- 
mity :  For  he,  being  in  Love,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 

Hofe;  and  you,  being  in  Love,  cannot  fee  to  put  on  your 
Hofe. 

Val.  Belike,  Boy,  then  you  are  in  Love;  for  laft  Morn- 
ing you  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  Shoes. 

Speed.  True,  Sir,  I  was  in  Love  with  my  Bed ;  I  thank 

you,  you  fwing'd  me  for  my  Love,  which  makes  me  the 
bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

Val.  In  Conclufion,  I  ftand  affected  to  her. 
Speed.  I  would  you  were  fet,  fo  your  Affection  would 

ceafe. 

Vul.  Lafr.  Night  (he  enjoin'd  me 
To  write  fome  Lines  to  one  (he  loves. 

Speed.  And  have  you? 
Val.  I  have. 

Speed.  Are  they  not  lamely  writ? 
Val.  No,  Boy,  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them: 

Peace,  here  (he  comes. 
Enter  Silvia. 

Speed.  Oh  excellent  Motion !  Oh  exceeding  Puppet ! 
Now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

Val.  Madam  and  Miftrefs,  a  thoufand  Good-morrows, 

Speed.  Oh !  'give  ye  Good-ev'n ;  here's  a  million  of  Manners. 
Sil.  Sir  Valentine^  and  Servant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 
Speed.  He  fhould  give  her  Intereft;  and  (he  gives  it  him. 

Val.  As  you  have  injoin'd  me,  I  have  writ  your  Letter 
Unto  the  fecret,  namelefs  Friend  of  yours; 
Which  I  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 
But  for  my  Duty  to  your  Ladyftiip. 

Sil.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Servant,  'tis  very  Clerkly  done. 
VaU  Now  truft  m?,  Madam,  it  came  hardly  off: 

For 
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For  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random,  very  doubtfully. 

Sil.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  Pains? 
Val.  No,  Madam,  fo  it  fteed  you,  I  will  write, 

Pleafe  you  command,  a  thoufand  times  as  much. 

And  yet   ■ 
Sil.  A  pretty  Period;  well,  I  guefs  the  Sequel; 

And  yet  I  will  not  name  it,  and  yet  I  care  not, 
And  yet  take  this  again,  and  yet  I  thank  you; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Speed.  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet,  another  yet.     [Afide. 
Val.  What  means  your  Ladyfhip  ? 

Do  you  not  like  it? 
Sil.  Yes,  yes;  the  Lines  are  very  quaintly  writ; 

But,  fince  unwillingly,  take  them  again ; 
Nay,  take  them. 

Val.  Madam,  they  are  for  you. 
Sil.  Ay,  Ay?  you  writ  them,  Sir,  at  my  Requeft; 

But  I  will  none  of  them;  they  are  for  you: 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  I'll  write  your  Lady  Hi  ip  another. 
Sil.  And  when  it's  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over  ; 

And  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo ;  if  not,  why  fo. 
Val.  If  it  pleafe  me,  Madam,  what  then  ? 
Sil.  Why,  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  Labour; 

And  fo  Good-morrow,  Servant.  [Exit. 
Speed.  Oh  Jeft  unfeen,  infcrutible,  invisible, 

As  a  Nofe  on  a  Man's  Face,  or  a  Weathercock  on  a  Steeple; 
My  Mailer  fues  to  her,  and  ihe  hath  taught  her  Sutor, 
He  being  her  Pupil,  to  become  her  Tutor: 
Oh  excellent  Device !  was  there  ever  heard  a  better? 

That  my  Matter  being  Scribe, 
To  himfelf  mould  write  the  Letter? 

Pal.  How  now,  Sir  ? 

What  are  you  reafoning  with  your  felf  ? 

Speed.  Nay,  I  was  riming;  'tis  you  that  have  the Reafon. Pal.  To  do  what  ? 

Speed.  To  be  a  Spokes-man  from  Madam  Silvia* 
Pal.  To  whom? 

Speed.  To  your  felf;  why,  flic  woos  you  by  a  Figure. 
Val.  What  Figure? 

Speed. 
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Speed.  By  a  Letter,  I  (hould  fay. 
I^al.  Why,  fhe  hath  not  writ  to  me? 
Speed.  What  need  fhe, 

When  (lie  hath  made  you  write  to  your  felf? 
Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the  Jeft? 

FaL  No,  believe  me. 

Speed.  No  believing  you  indeed,  Sir : 
But  did  you  perceive  her  Earncft  ? 

fal.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  Word. 
Speed.  Why,  fhe  hath  given  you  a  Letter. 
V'aL  That's  the  Letrer  I  writ  to  her  Friend. 

Speed.  And  that  Letter  hath  fhe  delivered,  and  there's  an  end. Vul.  I  would  it  were  no  worfe. 

Speed.  I'll  warrant  you  'tis  as  well: 
For  ofcen  have  you  writ  to  her,  and  flie  in  Modefty, 
Or  elfe  for  want  of  idle  Time,  could  not  again  reply; 
Or  fearing  elfe  fomeMeflenger  that  might  her  Mind  difcover, 
Her  felf  hath  tanght  her  Love  himfelfto  write  unto  her  Lover. 
All  this  I  fpeak  in  Print;  for  in  Print  I  found  it. 

Why  mufe  you,  Sir?  'tis  Dinner-time. 
fail.  I  have  din'd, 
Speed.  Ay,  but  hearken,  Sir;  though  the  Cameleon  Love 

can  feed  on  the  Air,  I  am  one  that  am  nourifh'd  by  my  Victu- 
als; and  would  fain  have  Meat:  Oh  be  not  like  your  Mi- 

itrefs;  be  moved,  be  moved.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter   Protheus    and  Julia. 

Pro.  Have  Patience,  gentle  Julia. 
Jul.  I  muft,  where  is  no  Remedy. 
Pro.  When  polfibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 
Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  fooner: 

Keep  this  Remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  fake.  \ Giving  a  Ring. 
Pro.  Why  then  we'll  make  Exchange; 

Here,  take  you  this. 
Jul.  And  feal  this  Bargain  with  a  holy  Kifs. 
Pro.  Here  is  my  Hand  for  my  true  Conftancy : 

And  when  that  Hour  o'er-flips  me  in  the  Day, 
Wherein  I  iigh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  fake, 

The 
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The  next  enfuing  Hour  fome  foul  Mifchance 

Torment  me,  for  my  Love's  Forgetfulnefs. 
My  Father  ftays  my  coming;  anfwer  not : 
The  Tide  is  now ;  nay,  not  thy  Tide  of  Tears; 
That  Tide  will  flay  me  longer  than  I  mould:    [Exit  Julia. 
Julia>  farewel.  What!  gone  without  a  Word  ? 
Ay,  fo  true  Love  mould  do;  it  cannot  fpeak; 
For  Truth  hath  better  Deeds  than  Words  to  grace  it. 

Enter  Panthion. 

Pan,  Sir  Protheus,  you  are  ftaid  for. 
Pro.  Go;  I  come,  I  come; 

Alas !  this  Parting  ftrikes  poor  Lovers  dumb.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     111. 
Enter  Launce. 

Lam.  Nay>  'twill  be  this  Hour  e'er  I  have  done  weep- 
ing; all  the  Kind,  of  the  Launces  have  this  very  Fault  :  I 

have  receiv'd  my  Proportion,  like  the  prodigious  Son,  and 
am  going  with  Sir  Prothem  to  the  Imperial's  Court.  I  think 
Crab,  my  Dog,  be  the  fowreft  natur'd  Dog  that  lives:  My 
Mother  weeping,  my  Father  wailing,  my  Sifter  crying,  our 
Maid  howling,  our  Cat  wringing  her  Hands,  and  all  our 
Houfe  in  great  Perplexity;  yet  did  not  this  cruel-hearted 
Cur  ftied  one  Tear:  He  is  a  Stone,  a  very  Pibble-ftone, 
and  has  no  more  Pity  in  him  than  a  Dog :  A  Jew  would 
have  wept  to  have  feen  our  Parting;  why,  my  Grandam, 
having  no  Eyes,  look  you,  wept  her  felf  blind  at  my  Part- 

ing. Nay,  Til  mow  you  the  manner  of  it:  This  Shoe  is 
my  Father;  no,  this  left  Shoe  is  my  Father;  no,  no,  this 
left  Shoe  is  my  Mother;  nay,  that  cannot  be  fo  neither; 
yes,  it  is  fo,  it  is  fo;  it  hath  the  worfer  Sole;  this  Shoe 
with  the  Hole  in  it  is  my  Mother,  and  this  my  Father ;  a 

Vengeance  on't,  there  'tis:  Now,  Sir,  this  Staff  is  my  Si- 
fter; for  look  you,  me  is  as  white  as  a  Lilly,  and  as  fmall  as 

a  Wand;  this  Hat  is  Nan>  our  Maid;  I  am  the  Dog;  no, 
the  Dog  is  himfelf,  and  I  am  the  Dog:  Oh,  the  Dog  is 
me,  and  I  am  my  felf;  ay,  fo,  fo  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Fa- 

ther; Father,  your  Bleffing:  Now  mould  not  the  Shoe 
fpeak  a  Word  for  weeping;  now  mould  I  kifs  my  Father; 
well,  he  weeps  on  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Mother;  oh  that 
fhe  could  fpeak  now  like  a  Would- woman;  well,  I  kifs  her; 

why 
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why  there  'tis ;  here's  my  Mother's  Breath  up  and 
down  :  Now  come  I  to  my  Sifter ;  mark  what  Moan 

fhe  makes:  Now  the  Dog  all  this  while  fheds  not  a  Tear, 
nor  fpeaks  a  Word;  but  fee  how  I  lay  the  Duft  with  my 
Tears. 

Enter  Panthion. 

Pant.  Launcey  away,  away,  aboard ;  thy  Mafler  is  fhipp'd 
and  thou  art  to  poll:  after  with  Oars:  What's  the  Matter? 
why  weep'ft  thou,  Man  ?  away  Afs,  you  will  lofe  the  Tide 
if  you  tarry  any  longer. 

Laun.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  Tide  were  loft,  for  it  is  the 

unkindeft  Tide  that  ever  any  Man  ty'd. 
Pant.  What's  the  unkindeft  Tide? 

Laun.  Why,  he  that's  ty'd  here ;  Crab,  my  Dog. 
Pant.  But,  Man,  I  mean,  thou'lt  lofe  the  Flood;  and  in 

lofing  the  Flood,  lofe  thy  Voyage;  and  in  lofing  thy  Voy* 
age,   lofe  thy  Mafter;    and  in  lofing  thy  Mafter,  lofe  thy 
Service;  and  in  lofing  thy  Service,   Why  doft/thouftop 
my  Mouth? 

Laun.  For  fear  thou  fhould'ft  lofe  thy  Tongue, 
Pant.  Where  mould  I  lofe  my  Tongue  ? 
Laun.  In  thy  Tale. 
Pant.  In  thy  Tail. 
Laun.  Lofe  the  Tide,  and  the  Voyage,  and  the  Mafter, 

and  the  Service,  and  the  Tide ;  why,  Man,  if  the  River  were 
dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my  Tears ;  if  the  Wind  were 
down,  I  could  drive  the  Boat  with  my  Sighs. 

Pant.  Come,  come  away,  Man ;  I  was  fent  to  call  thee. 
Latin.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  dar'ft. 
Pant.  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Laun.  Well,  I  will  go.  [Exeunt* 

I  SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Valentine,  Silvia*  Thurio  and  Speed. 

SiL  Servant.  , 
VaL  Miftrefs. 

Speed.  Matter,  Sir  Thnrio  frowns  on  you. 

Pal.  Ay  Boy,  it's  for  Love. 
Speed.  Not  of  you. 

VaL  Of  my  Miftrefs  then.' 
Vol.  I.  G  Speed. 
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Speed.  'Twere  good  you  knockt  him. 
SiL  Servant,  you  are  fad. 
VaL  Indeed,  Madam,  I  feem  fo. 
Thtt.  Seem  you  that  you  are  not  ? 
VaL  Haply  I  do. 
Thu.  So  do  Counterfeits. 

VaL  So  do  you. 
Thu.  What  feem  I  that  I  am  not? 
VaL  Wife. 

Thtt.  What  Inftance  of  the  contrary? 
VaL  Your  Folly. 
Thu,  And  how  quote  you  my  Folly  ? 
VaL  I  quote  it  in  your  Jerkin. 
Thu,  My  Jerkin  is  a  Doublet. 

VaL  Well  then,  I'll  double  your  Folly. Thu,  How? 

SiL  What,  angry,  SivThurio?  do  you  change  Colour? 
VaL  Give  him  leave,  Madam;  he  is  a  kindofCamelion. 
Thu.  That  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your  Blood,   than 

live  in  your  Air. 
VaL  You  have  faid,  Sir. 
Thu,  Ay  Sir,  and  done  too,  for  this  time. 

VaL  I  know  it  well,  Sir;  you  always  end  e'er  you  begin. 
SiL  A  fine  Volly  of  Words,   Gentlemen,    and  quickly 

fhot  off. 

VaL  'Tis  indeed,  Madam;  we  thank  the  Giver. 
SiL  Who  is  that,  Servant? 
VaL  Your  felf,  fweet  Lady,  for  you  gave  the  Fire: 

Sir  Thar  to  borrows  his  Wit  from  your  Lady  (hip's  Looks, 
And  fpends  what  he  borrows  kindly  in  your  Company. 

Thu.  Sir,  if  you  fpend  Word  for  Word  with  me,  I  ihall 
make  your  Wit  bankrupt. 

VaL  I  know  it  well,  Sir,  you  have  an  Exchequer  of  Words, 
And,  I  think,  no  other  Treafure  to  give  your  Followers : 
For  it  appear?,  by  their  bare  Liveries, 
That  they  live  by  your  bare  Words. 

SiL  No  more,  Gentlemen,  no  more : 
Here  comes  my  Father. 

Enter  the  Duke. 

^  Duke.  Now,  Daughter  Silvia,  you  are  hard  befer. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  Father  is  in  good  Health : 

What 
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What  fay  you  to  a  Letter  from  your  Friends 
Of  much  good  News? 

VaL  My  Lord,  I  will  be  thankful 
To  any  MefTenger  from  thence. 

Duke.  Know  you  Don  Antonio •,  your  Countryman? 
Val.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  the  Gentleman 

To  be  of  Worth,  and  worthy  Eftimation, 
And  not  without  Defert  fo  well  reputed. 

Duke*  Hath  he  not  a  Son  ? 

Vd.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  a  Son  that  well  deferves 
The  Honour  and  Regard  of  fuch  a  Father. 

Duke.  You  know  him  well? 

VaL  I  knew  him  as  my  felf,  for  from  our  Infancy 
We  have  converft,  and  fpent  our  Hours  together: 

And  tho'  my  felf  have  been  an  idle  Truant, 
Omitting  the  fweet  Benefit  of  Time, 
To  clothe  mine  Age  with  Angel-like  Perfection ; 
Yet  hath  Sir  Protbeus,  for  that's  his  Name, 
Made  Ufe  and  fair  Advantage  of  his  Days: 
His  Years  but  young,  but  his  Experience  old; 

His  Head  unmellow'd,  but  his  Judgment  ripe; And  in  a  Word,  for  far  behind  his  Worth 
Come  all  the  Praifcs  that  I  now  beftow, 
He  is  compleat  in  Feature  and  in  Mind, 
With  all  good  Grace  to  grace  a  Gentleman. 

Duke.  Bern  re w  me,  Sir,  but  if  he  make  this  good, 

He  is  as  worthy  for  an  Emprefs'  Love,     . 
As  meet  to  be  an  Emperor's  Counfellor : 
Well,  Sir,  this  Gentleman  is  come  to  me,  ■ 
With  Commendation  from  great  Potentates; 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  Time  a  while. 

I  think  'tis  no  welcome  News  to  you. 
Val.  Should  I  have  wifh'd  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 
Duke.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  Worth : 

Silvia,  I  fpeak  to  you ;  and  you,  Sir  Thurio ; 
For  Valentine^  I  need  not  cite  him  to  it: 
I  will  fend  him  hither  to  you  prefently.  \Exit  Duke* 

VaL  This  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  your  Ladyfhip 
Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  Miftrefs 
Did  hold  his  Eyes  lockt  in  her  Chriftal  Looks. 

SU.  Belike  that  now  fhe  hath  enfranchis'd  them 
©  z  Upon 
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Upon  fome  other  Pawn  for  Fealty. 

Val.  Nay  Aire,  I  think  (lie  holds  them  Prifoncrs  ftill. 
SiL  Nay,  then  he  mould  be  blind;  and  being  blind, 

How  could  he  fee  his  Way  to  feek  out  you? 
Val.  Why  Lady,  Love  hath  twenty  Pair  of  Eyes. 
Thn.  They  fay  that  Love  hath  not  an  Eye  at  all. 
Val.  To  fee  fuch  Lovers,  Thttrio,  as  your  fcif : 

Upon  a  homely  Qbjec~t  Love  can  wink. Enter  Prothcus. 
SiL  Have  done,  have  done;  here  comes  the  Gentleman. 
Val.  Welcome,  dear  Prothem :  Miftrefs,  I  befeech  you 

Confirm  this  Welcome  with  fome  fpecial  Favour. 
Sil.  His  Worth  is  Warrant  for  his  Welcome  hither, 

If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wifh'd  to  hear  from. 
Val.  Miftrefs,  it  is:  Sweet  Lady,  entertain  him 

To  be  my  Fellow-fervant  to  your  Ladyfhip. 
SiL  Too  low  a  Miftrefs  for  fo  high  a  Servant. 
Pro.  Not  fo,  fweet  Lady ;  but  too  mean  a  Servant 

To  have  a  Look  of  fuch  a  worthy  Miftrefs. 
Val.  Leave  off  Difcourfe  of  Difability : 

Sweet  Lady  entertain  him  for  your  Servant. 
Pro.  My  Duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  el(e. 
Sil.  And  Duty  never  yet  did  want  his  Meed : 

Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  Miftrefs. 

Pro.  I'll  die  on  him  that  fays  fo  but  your  felf. 
SiL  That  you  are  welcome  ? 
Pro.  That  you  are  worthlefs. 
Thtt.  Madam,  my  Lord,  your  Father,  would  fpeak  with  you. 
SiL  I  wait  upon  his  Pleafure:  Come,  Sir  Thurio, 

Go  with  me.    Once  more,  new  Servant,  welcome : 

I'll  leave  you  to  confer  of  home  Affairs; 
When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Pro.  We'll  both  attend  upon  your  Ladyfhip. 
[Ex. -SiL  and  Thu. 

Val.  Now  tell  me  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came  \ 
Pro.  Your  Friends  are  well,and  have  them  much  commended. 
Val.  And  how  do  yours  ? 
Pro.  I  left  them  all  in  Health. 

Val.  How  does  your  Lady  ?  and  how  thrives  your  Love? 
Pro.  My  Tales  of  Love  were  wont  to  weary  you; 

I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  Love-difcourfe. 
Val. 
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Val.  Ay,  Protheus^  but  that  Life  is  alter'd  now; I  have  done  Penance  for  contemning  Love, 

Whofe  high  imperious  Thoughts  have  puriifh'd  me 
With  bitter  Fails,  with  penitential  Groans, 

With  nightly  Tears  and  daily  heart-fore  Sighs: 
For  in  revenge  of  my  Contempt  of  Love, 

Love  hath  chae'd  Sleep  from  my  enthralled  Eyes, 
And  made  them  Watchers  of  mine  own  Heart's  Sorrow. 

O  gentle  Protheusy  Love's  a  mighty  Lord, 
And  hath  fo  humbled  me,  as  I  confefs 
There  is  no  Wo  to  his  Correction; 

Nor  to  his  Service,  no  fuch  Joy  on  Earth. 
Now  no  Difcourfe,  except  it  be  of  Love; 
Now  can  I  break  my  Fair,  dine,  fup  and  fleep 
Upon  the  very  naked  Name  of  Love. 

Pro.  Enough  :  I  read  your  Fortune  in  your  Eye, 
Was  this  the  Idol  that  you  worfhip  fo? 

f^aL  Even  fhe;  and  is  fhe  not  a  heav'nly  Saint? 
Pro.  No;  but  fhe  is  an  earthly  Paragon. 
VaL  Call  her  divine. 
Pro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 

Vd.  O  fhtter  me;  for  Love  delights  in  Praife. 
Pro.  When  I  was  fick  you  gave  me  bitter  Pi\ls9 

And  I  muft  minifter  the  like  to  you. 
Val.  Then  fpeak  the  Truth  by  her:  If  not  divine, 

Yet  let  her  be  a  Principality, 
Soveraign  to  all  the  Creatures  on  the  Earth. 

Pro.  Except  my  Miftrefs. 
Vd.  Sweet,  except  not  any, 

Except  thou  wilt  except  againft  my  Love. 
Pro.  Have  I  not  Reafon  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 
Vul.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too : 

She  fhall  be  dignify'd  with  this  high  Honour, 
To  bear  my  Lady's  Train,  left  the  bafe  Earth Should  from  her  Vefture  chance  to  fteal  a  Kifs; 
And  of  fo  great  a  Favour  growing  proud, 
Difdain  to  root  the  Summer-fweiling  Flower, 
And  make  rough  Winter  everlaftingly. 

Pro.  Why,  Valentine^  what  Bragadifm  is  this? 
Val,  Pardon  me,  Protheus;  all  I  can  is  nothing, 

To  her,  whofe  Worth  makes  other  Worthies  nothing: 
She  is  alone.  G  3  Pro. 
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Pro.  Then  let  her  alone. 

Val.  Not  for  the  World:  Why,  Man,  fhe  is  mine  own, 
And  I  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  Jewel, 
As  twenty  Seas,  if  all  their  Sand  were  Pearl, 
The  Water  Ne&ar,  and  the  Rock  pure  Gold. 
Forgive  me  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  feeft  me  doat  upon  my  Love. 

My  foolifh  Rival,  that  her  Fat'her  likes, 
Only  for  his  PoiTeffions  are  fo  huge, 
Is  gone  with  her  along,  and  I  muft  after; 

For  Love,  thou  know'ft,  is  full  of  Jealoufie. 
Pro.  But  fhe  loves  you? 
Vd.  Ay,and  we  are  betrothed ;  nay  more,our  Marriage  Hour, 

With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  Flight, 

Determin'd  of;  how  I  muft  climb  her  Window, 
The  Ladder  made  of  Cords,  and  all  the  Means 

Plotted  and  'greed  on  for  my  Happinefs. 
Good  Prothetts  go  with  me  to  my  Chamber, 
In  th.fe  Affairs  to  aid  me  with  thy  Counfel. 

Pro.  Go  on  before;  I  mall  i  nquire  you  forth. 
I  muft  unto  the  Road,  to  diftmba  k 
Some  NecefTaries  that  I  needs  muft  ufe, 
And  then  Til  presently  attend  you. 

Val.  Will  you  make  hafte? 
Pro.  I  will.  [Exit  Val. 

Even  as  one  Fleat  another  Heat  expels, 
Or  as  one  Nail  by  Strength  drives  out  another; 
So  the  Remembrance  of  my  former  Love 
Is  by  a  newer  Objecl:  quite  forgotten : 

Is  it  mine  then,  or  Valentino's  Praife  ? 
Her  true  Perfection,  or  my  falfe  Tranfgreffion, 
That  makes  me  reafonlefs,  to  reafon  thus  ? 
She  is  fair;  and  fo  is  Julia,  that  I  love;. 

That  I  did  love;  for  now  my  Love  is  thaw'd, 
Which,  like  a  waxen  Image  'gainft  a  Fire, 
Bears  no  Impreffion  of  the  thing  it  was: 
Methinks  my  Zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold, 
And  that  I  love  him  not  as  I  was  wont. 

O !  but  I  love  his  Lady  too  too  much ; 

And  that's  the  Reafon  I  love  him  fo  littler  ( 

How  ftiall  I  doat  on  her  with  more  Advice,1 
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That  thus  without  Advice  begin  to  love  her? 

'Tis  but  her  Picture  I  have  yet  beheld, 
And  that  hath  dazled  fo  my  Reafon's  Light: 
But  when  I  Jook  on  her  Perfections, 
There  is  no  Reafon  but  I  fhall  be  blind. 

If  I  can  check  my  erring  Love,  I  will; 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  I'll  ufc  my  Skill.  [Exit. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Speed  and  Launce. 

Speed,  Launce,  by  mine  Honefty  welcome  to  Padua. 
Latin,  Forfwear  not  thy  klfy  fweet  Youth;  for  I  am  not 

welcome:   I  reckon  this  always,   that  a  Man  is  never  un- 

done 'till  he  is  hang'd,  nor  never  welcome  a  to  Place,  'till 
fome  certain  Shot  be  paid,  and  the  Hoftefs  fay  Welcome. 

Speed.  Come  on,  you  Mad-cap;  I'll  to  the  Ale-houfe 
with  you  prefently,  where,  for  one  Shot  of  five  Pence, 

thou  i"halt  have  five  thoufand  Welcomes.  But,  Sirrah,  how 
did  thy  Mifter  part  with  Madam  Julia? 

Latin,  Marry,  after  they  clos'd  in  earneft,  they  parted 
very  fairly  in  J  eft. 

Speed.  But  mail  me  marry  him? 
Laun.  No. 

Speed,  How  then?  Shall  he  marry  her? 
Laun.  No,  neither. 

Speed,  What,  are  they  broken  ? 
Laun,  No-,  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  Fifti. 
Speed,  Why  then,  how  ftands  the  Matter  with  them? 
Laun.  Marry  thus;  when  it  ftands  well  with  him,  it 

ftands  well  with  her. 

Speed.  What  an  Afs  art  thou  ?  I  underftand  thee  not. 
Laun,  What  a  Block  art  thou,  that  thou  canft  not  ? 

My  Staff  underftands  me. 

Speed,  What  thou  fay'ft  ? 
Laun.  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too:  Look  thee,  I'll  but  lean, 

and  my  Staff  underftands  me. 

Speed,  It  ftands  under  thee  indeed.  * 
Laun,  Why,  ftand-under,  and  underftand  is  all  one. 

Speed.  But  tell  me  true,  will't  be  a  Match? 

G  4  Laun. 
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Latin.  Ask  my  Dog:  If  he  fay  ay,  it  will;  if  he  fay  no, 

it  will;  if  he  fluke  his  Tail,  and  fay  nothing,  it  will. 
Speed.  The  Conclufion  is  then,  that  it  will. 
Laun.  Thou  fhalc  never  get  fuch  a  Secret  from  me,  but 

by  a  Parable. 

Speed.  *Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo:  But,  Launce,  how  fay'ft 
thou,  that  my  Mafter  is  become  a  notable  Lover? 

Laun.  I  never  knew  him  other  wife. 

Speed.  Than  how? 
Latin.  A  notable  Lubber,  as  thou  reported  him  to  be. 

Speed.  Why,  thou  whorefon  Afs,  thou  miftak'ft  me. 
Laun.  Why  Fool,  I  meant  not  thee;  I  meant  thy  Ma- 

fter. 

Speed.  I  tell  thee,  my  Mafter  is  become  a  hot  Lover. 

Laun.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not  tho'  he  burn  himfelf 
in  Love:  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  Alehoufe,  fo;  if 
not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a  Jew,  and  not  worth  the  Name 
of  a  Chrifiian. 

Speed.  Why? 
Laun.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  Charity  in  thee  as 

to  go  the  Ale-houfe  with  a  Chrifiian:  Wilt  thou  go? 
Speed.  At  thy  Service.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Protheus  folus. 

Pro.  To  leave  my  Julia;  (hall  I  be  forfworn? 
To  love  fair  Silvia;  (hall  I  be  forfwon? 
To  wrong  my  Friend,  I  (hall  be  much  forfworn : 

And  ev'n  that  Pow'r  which  gave  me  firft  my  Oath, 
Provokes  me  to  this  threefold  Perjury. 
Love  bad  me  fwear,  and  Love  bids  me  forfwear : 

O  fweet  fuggefting  Love,  if  thou  haft  finn'd, 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  Subject,  to  excufe  it. 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  Star, 
But  now  I  worfhip  a  celeftial  Sun: 
Unheedful  Vows  may  heedfully  be  broken ; 
And  he  wants  Wit  that  wants  refolved  Will, 

To  learn  his  Wit  t'  exchange  the  bad  for  better : 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  Tongue,  to  call  her  bad, 

Wbofe  Sov'raignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  preferred* 
With 
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With  twenty  thoufand  Soul-confirming  Oaths. 
I  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do : 
But  there  I  leave  to  love  where  I  mould  love:  • 
Julia  I  lofe,  and  Valentine  I  lofe : 
If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muft  lofe  my  felf : 
If  I  lofe  them,  thus  find  I  but  their  Lofs, 
For  Valentine,  my  felf,  for  Juliay  Silvia : 
I  to  my  felf  am  dearer  than  a  Friend; 
For  Love  is  ftill  moft  precious  in  it  felf: 

And  Silvia,  wicnefs  Heav'n  that  made  her  Fair, 
Shews  Julia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope. 
I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 
Remembring  that  my  Love  to  her  is  dead:  > 

And  Valentine  I'll  hold  an  Enemy, 
Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  Friend : 
I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  my  felf, 

Without  fome  Treachery  us'd  to  Valentine: 
This  Night  he  meaneth,  with  a  corded  Ladder, 

To  climb  celeftial  Silvia's  Chamber- Window, 
My  felf  in  Council  his  Competitor  : 
Now  prefently  Til  give  her  Father  notice 
Of  their  difguifing,  and  pretended  Flight; 

Who,  all  enrag'd,  will  banifh  Valentine ; 
For  Thurio  he  intends  fliall  wed  his  Daughter. 

But  Valentine  being  gone,  I'll  quickly  crofs, 
By  fome  fly  Trick,  blunt  Thurio  %  dull  Proceeding.1 
Love  lend  me  Wings,  to  make  my  purpofe  fwift, 
As  thou  haft  lent  me  Wit  to  plot  his  Drift.  {Exit. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Julia  and,  Lucetta. 

JhL  Counfel,  Lucetta\  gentle  Girl,  aflift  me, 
And  even  in  kind  Love  I  do  conjure  thee, 
Who  art  the  Table  wherein  all  my  Thoughts 

Are  vifibly  Chara&er'd  and  Engrav'd, 
To  lefTon  me,  aad  tell  me  fome  good  Mean, 
How  with  my  Honour  I  may  undertake 
A  Journey  to  my  loving  Protheus. 

Luc,  Alas,  the  Way  is  wearifome  and  Iong.~ 
Jul.  A  trae  devoted  Pilgrim  is  not  weary 

To 
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To  meafure  Kingdoms  with  his  feeble  Steps, 

Muchlefs  fhall  me,  that  hath  Love's  Wings  to  fly; 
And  when  the  Flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Of  fuch  divine  Perfection  as  Sir  Protheus. 

Luc.  Better  forbear  'till  Protheus  make  Return. 

Jul.  Oh,  know'ft  thou  not,  his  Looks  are  my  Soul's  Food  ? 
Pity  the  Dearth  that  I  have  pined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  Food  fo  long  a  time: 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  Touch  of  Love, 

Thou  would'ft  as  foon  go  kindle  Fire  with  Snow, 
As  feek  to  quench  the  Fire  of  Love  with  Words. 

Luc.  I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  Love's  hot  Fire, 
But  qualifie  the  Fire's  extream  Rage, Left  it  mould  burn  above  the  Bounds  of  Reafon. 

Jul.  The  more  thou  dam'ft  it  up,  the  more  it  burns : 
The  Current  that  with  gentle  Murmur  glides, 

Thou  know'ft,  being  ftopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage; But  when  his  fair  Courfe  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  fweet  Mufick  with  th*  ennamel'd  Stones, 
Giving  a  gentle  Kifs  to  every  Sedge 
He  overtaketh  in  his  Pilgrimage: 
And  fo  by  many  winding  Nooks  he  ftrays, 
With  willing  Sport,  to  the  wild  Ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  Courfe ; 

I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  Stream, 
And  make  a  Paftime  of  each  weary  Step, 

'Till  the  laft  Step  have  brought  me  to  my  Love ; 
And  there  I'll  reft,  as,  after  much  Turmoil, 
A  bleffed  Soul  doth  in  ElMum. 

Luc.  But  in  what  Habit  will  you  go  along  ? 
Jul.  Not  like  a  Woman ;  for  I  would  prevent 

The  loofe  Encounters  of  lafcivious  Men: 

Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  fuch  WTeeds 
As  may  befeem  fome  well-reputed  Page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  Ladyfhip  mull:  cut  your  Hair. 

Jul.  No,  Girl ;  I'll  knit  it  up  in  filken  Strings, 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  Knots: 
To  be  fantaftick,  may  become  a  Youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  mail  fhow  to  be. 

Luc.  What  Fafhion,  Madam,  fhall  I  make  your  Breeches? 
Jul.  That  fits  as  well,  as  tell  me,  good  my  Lord, 

What 
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What  compafs  will  you  wear  your  Farthingale  ? 
Why,  even  what  Faihion  thou  befl:  likes,  Lucetta* 

Lhc.  You  muft  needs  have  them  with  a  Cod-piece,  Madam. 

Jul.  Out,  out,  Lucetta,  that  will  be  ill-favour'd. 
Luc.  A  round  Hofe,  Madam,  now's  not  worth  a  Pin, 

Unlefs  you  have  a  Cod-piece  to  ftick  Pins  on. 

Jul.  Lucetta^  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  have 
What  thou  think'ft  meet,  and  is  rooft  mannerly: 
But  tell  me,  Wench,  how  will  the  World  repute  me 
For  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  Journey? 
I  fear  me  it  will  make  me  fcandaliz'd. 

Luc.  If  you  think  fo,  then  ftay  at  home,  and  go  not. 
Jul.  Nay,  that  I  will  nor. 
Luc.  Then  never  dream  on  Infamy,  but  go. 

If  Protheus  like  your  Journey  when  you  come, 

No  matter  who's  difpleas'd  when  you  are  gone: 
I  fear  me  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas'd  with  all. 

Jul.  That  is  the  leaft,  Lucetta,  of  my  Fear : 
A  thoufand  Oaths,  an  Ocean  of  his  Tears, 
And  Inftances  as  infinite  of  Love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus. 

Luc.  All  thefe  are  Servants  to  deceitful  Men. 

Jul.  Bafe  Men  that  ufe  them  to  fo  bafe  Effect: 
But  truer  Stars  did  govern  Protheus  Birth; 
His  Words  are  Bonds,  his  Oaths  are  Oracles, 
His  Love  fincere,  his  Thoughts  immaculate, 
His  Tears  pure  Meflengers  fent  from  his  Heart, 

His  Heart  as  far  from  Fraud  as  Heav'n  from  Earth. 

Lhc.  Pray  Heav'n  he  prove  fo  when  you  come  to  him. 
Jul.  Now  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  him  not  that  Wrong, 

To  bear  a  hard  Opinion  of  his  Truth; 
Only  deferve  my  Love  by  loving  him. 
And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  Chamber, 
To  take  a  Note  of  what  I  ftand  in  need  of, 
To  furnifh  me  upon  my  longing  Journey: 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  Difpofe, 
My  Goods,  my  Lands,  my  Reputation, 
Only  in  lieu  thereof  difpatch  me  hence. 
Come,  anfwer  not;  but  to  it  prefently: 
I  am  impatient  of  my  Tarriance.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio  and  Protheus. 

Duke.  QIR  Thurio,  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  a  while; 
i3  We  have  Tome  Secrets  to  confer  abour.  [Ex.Thu. 

Now  tell  me,  Protheus,  what's  your  Will  with  me? 
Pro.  My  gracious  Lord,  that  which  I  would  difcover 

The  Law  of  Friendship  bids  me  to  conceal; 
But  when  I  call  to  Mind  your  gracious  Favours 
Done  to  me,  undeferving  as  I  am, 
My  Duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that, 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  Good  mould  draw  from  me. 
Know,  worthy  Prince,  Sir  Valentine,  my  Friend, 
This  Night  intends  to  Ileal  away  your  Daughter: 
My  felf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  Plot. 

I  know  you  have  determin'd  to  beftow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  Daughter  hates : 
And  fhould  (he  thus  be  flolPn  away  from  you, 
It  would  be  much  Vexation  to  your  Age. 

Thus  f°r  my  Duty's  fake,  I  rather  chofe 
To  crofs  my  Friend  in  his  intended  Drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  Head 
A  pack  of  Sorrows,  which  would  prefs  you  down, 
Being  unprepared,  to  your  timelefs  Grave. 

Duke.  Protheus,  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honeft  Care ; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  Bove  of  theirs  my  felf  have  often  feen, 

Haply  when  they  have  judg'd  me  fa  ft  afleep," 
And  oftentimes  have  purpos'd  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  Company,  and  my  Court: 
Bat  fearing  left  my  jealous  Aim  might  err, 
And  fo  unworthily  difgrace  the  Man, 

A  Ramnefs  that  I  ever  yet  have  fhunn'd; 
I  gave  him  gentle  Looks,  thereby  to  find 

That  which  thy  felf  haft  now  difclos'd  to  me. 
And  that  thou  may'ft  perceive  my  Fear  of  this ; 
Knowing  that  tender  Youth  is  foon  fuggeftcd, 
I  nighly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  Tower* The 
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The  Key  whereof  my  felf  have  ever  kept; 

And  thence  me  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 
Pro.  Know,  noble  Lord,  they  have  devis'd  a  mean 

How  he  her  Chamber- Window  will  afcend, 
And  with  a  corded  Ladder  fetch  her  down ; 

For  which  the  youthful  Lover  now  is  gone, 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently : 
Where,  if  it  pleafe  you,  you  may  intercept  him. 
But,  good  my  Lord,  doit  fo  cunningly, 
That  my  Difcovery  be  not  aimed  at; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  Friend, 
HatJh  made  me  Publifherof  this  Pretence. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  Honour,  he  mall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  Light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pr  o.*  Adieu,  my  Lord;  Sir  Valentine  is  coming.  [Ex.  Pro. 
Enter  Valentine. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine^  whether  away  fo  faft? 
Vol.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  there  is  a  MefTenger 

That  flays  to  bear  my  Letters  to  my  Friends, 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke.  Be  they  of  much  Import  ? 
VaL  The  Tenure  of  them  doth  but  fignifie 

My  Health,  and  happy  being  at  your  Court. 
Duke.  Nay,  then  no  matter;  ftay  with  me  a  while; 

I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  Affairs 
That  touch  me  near;  wherein  thou  muft  be  fecret. 

'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  fought 
To  match  my  Friend,  Sir  Thur'tOy  to  my  Daughter. Pal.  I  know  it  well,  my  Lord,  and  fure  the  Match 
Were  rich  and  honourable;  befides,  the  Gentleman 
Is  full  of  Virtue,  Bounty,  Worth  and  Qualities, 
Befeeming  fuch  a  Wife  as  your  fair  Daughter. 
Cannot  your  Grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 

Duke.  No,  truft  me,  (he  is  peevifh,  Allien,  froward, 
Proud,  difobedient,  ftubborn,  lacking  Duty, 
Neither  regarding  that  fhe  is  my  Child, 
Nor  fearing  me,  as  if  I  were  her  Father : 
And  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  Pride  of  hers, 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  Love  from  her; 
And  where  I  thought  the  Remnant  of  mine  Age 

Should  have  been  chejifti'd  by  her  Child-like  Duty, 
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I  now  am  full  refolv'd  to  take  a  Wife, 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  her  in : 

Then  Jet  her  Beauty  be  her  Wedding-Dowre; 
For  me  and  my  PofTeffions  (Tie  efteems  not. 

Val.  What  would  your  Grace  have  me  to  do  in  this  ? 
Duke.  There  is  a  Lady  in  Verona  here 

Whom  I  afFed:;  but  (he  is  nice  and  coy, 
And  nought  efteems  my  aged  Eloquence: 
Now  therefore  would  I  have  thee  to  my  Tutor, 
For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  Court ; 

Befides,  the  Fafhion  of  the  Time  is  chang'd, 
How,  and  which  way  I  may  beftow  my  fdf, 
To  be  regarded  in  her  Sun-bright  Eye. 

Val.  Win  her  with  Gifts,  if  (he  refpe&s  not  Words; 
Dumb  Jewels  often  in  their  filent  kind, 

More  than  quick  Words,  do  move  a  Woman's  Mind. 
Du'^e.   But  (he  did  fcorn  a  Piefent  that  I  fent  her. 
Val.  A  Woman  fometimes  fcorns  what  beft  contents  her; 

Send  her  another;  never  give  her  o'er; 
For  Scorn  at  firft  makes  After-love  the  more. 

If  (lie  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you, 
But  rather  to  beget  more  Love  in  you: 

If  fhe  do  chide,  'tis  not  to  have  you  gone; 
For  why,  the  Fools  are  mad  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  Repulfe,  whatever  (he  doth  fay; 
For,  Get  you  gone,  (he  doth  not  mean  away: 
Flatter,  and  praife,  commend,  extol  their  Graces ; 

Tho'  ne'er  fo  black,  fay  they  have  Angels  Faces. 
That  Man  that  hath  a  Tongue,  I  fay,  is  no  Man, 
If  with  his  Tongue  he  cannot  win  a  Woman. 

Duke.  But  (lie,  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  Friends 
Unto  a  youthful  Gsntleman  of  worth, 
And  kept  feverely  from  Refcrt  of  Men, 
That  no  Man  hath  Accefs  by  Day  to  her. 

Val.  Why  then  I  would  refbrt  to  her  by  Night. 
Duty:.  Ay,  but  the  Doors  be  lockt,  and  Keys  kept  fafe, 

That  no  Man  hath  Recourfe  to  her  by  Night. 
Val.  What  lets  but  one  may  enter  at  her  Window  ? 
Duke.  Her  Chamber  is  aloft  far  from  che  Ground, 

And  built  fo  (helving,  that  one  cannot  climb  it 
Without  apparent  hazard  of  his  Life. 
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Val.  Why  then  a  Ladder  quaintly  made  of  Cords, 
To  caft  up,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  Hooks, 

Would  ferve  to  fcale  another  Hero's  Tower, 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  it. 

Duke.  Now  as  thou  art  a  Gentleman  of  Blood, 
Advife  me  where  I  may  have  fuch  a  Ladder. 

Pal.  When  would  you  ufe  it?  pray  Sir,  tell  me  that. 
Duke.  This  very  Night;  for  Love  is  like  a  Child 

That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 

fat.  By  kven  a  Clock  I'll  get  you  fuch  a  Ladder. 
Duke.  But  hark  thee :  I  will  go  to  her  alone; 

How  fhall  I  beft  convey  the  Ladder  thither? 
Val  It  will  be  light,  my  Lord,  that  you  may  bear  it 

Under  a  Cloak  that  is  of  any  length. 
Duke.  A  Cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn? 
Val.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Duke.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  Cloak; 

111  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 
Val.  Why  any  Cloak  will  ferve  the  turn,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  How  mail  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  Cloak? 

I  pray  thee  let  me  feel  thy  Cloak  upon  me. 
What  Letter  is  this  fame  ?  what's  here  ?  to  Sifoia  ? 
And  here  an  Engine  fit  for  my  Proceeding? 

I'll  be  fo  bold  to  break  the  Seal  for  once.         [Duke  Reads. 
My  Thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly, 
And  Slaves  they  are  to  me  that  Jend  them  flying  : 
Oh,  could  their  M after  come,  and  go  as  lightly ', 
Himfelf  would  lodge  where,  fenjelefs,  they  are  lying  : 
My  Herald  Thoughts  in  thy  pure  Bofom  reft  them, 
While  I,  their  King,  that  thither  them  importune, 
Do  curfe  the  Grace  that  with  fuch  Grace  hath  bleft  them, 
Becaufe  my  [elf  do  want  my  Servants  Fortune  : 
I  curfe  my  felf,  for  they  are  fent  by  mey 
That  they  jhould  harbour  where  their  Lord  would  be. 

What's  here?  Silvia,  this  Night  will  I  infranchife  thee: 
'Tis  fo;  and  here's  the  Ladder  for  the  Purpofe. 
Why  Phaeton,  for  thou  art  Merop's  Son, 
Wilt  thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heav'nly  Car  ? 
And  with  thy  daring  Folly  burn  the  World  ? 
Wilt  thou  reach  Stars,  bqcaufe  they  fhine  on  thee? 
t  )      Go, 
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Go,  bafe  Intruder,  over-weening  Slave, 
Beftow  thy  fawning  Smiles  on  equal  Mates, 
And  think  my  Patience,  more  than  thy  Defert, 
Is  Privilege  for  thy  Departure  hence: 
Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  Favours 
Which,  all  too  much,  Iliavebeftowed  on  thee. 
But  if  thou  linger  in  my  Territories 
Longer  than  fwifteft  Expedition 
Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  Royal  Court, 

By  Heav'n,  my  Wrath  (hall  far  exceed  the  Love 
I  ever  bore  my  Daughter,  or  thy  felf : 
Be  gone,   I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  Excufe, 

But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  Life,  make  fpeed  from  hence.  [Exit. 
Val.  And  why  not  Death,  rather  than  living  Torment? 

To  die,  is  to  be  banifh'd  from  my  felf, 
And  Silvia  is  my  felf;  banifh'd  from  her 
Is  felf  from  felf :  A  deadly  Banimment! 
What  Light  is  Light,  if  Silvia  be  not  feen  ? 
What  Joy  is  Joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by? 
Unlefs  it  be  to  think  that  me  is  by, 
And  feed  upon  the  Shadow  of  Perfection. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  Night, 
There  is  no  Mufkk  in  the  Nightingale: 
Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  Day, 
There  is  no  Day  for  me  to  look  upon : 
She  is  my  Eflence,  and  I  leave  to  be, 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  Influence 

Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cheriuVd,  kept  alive. 
I  fly  not  Death  to  fly  his  deadly  Doom  ; 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  Death; 
But  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  Life. 

Enter  Protheus  and  Launce. 

Pro.  Run,  Boy,  run,  run,  and  feek  him  out. 
Lam.  Soa-hough,  Soa-hough— 
Pro.  What  feefl:  thou? 

Latin.  Him  we  go  to  find : 

There's  not  an  Hair  on\,  Head  but  'tis  a  Valentine* 
Pro.  Valentine? 
Val.  No. 

Pro.  Who  then?  his  Spirit? 
Val.  Neither. Pr§. 
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Pro.  What  then? 

Val.  Nothing. 
Latin.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  Matter,  fliall  I  ftrike  ? 
Pro.  Whom  wouldft  thou  ftrike  ? 
Latin.  Nothing. 
Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Laun.  Why,  Sir,  I'll  ftrike  nothing;  I  pray  you. 
Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear:  Friend  Valentine,  a  Word. 
Val.  My  Ears  are  ftopr,  and  cannot  hear  good  News, 

So  much  of  bad  already  hath  poffeft  them. 
Pro.  Then  in  dumb  Silence  will  I  bury  mine; 

For  they  are  harm,  untuneable,  and  bad. 
Val.  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 
Pro.  No,  Valentine. 
Val.  No  Valentine  indeed,  for  facred  Silvia: 

Hath  fhe  forfworn  me? 
Pro.  No,  Valentine. 
Val.  No  Valentine^  if  Silvia  have  forfworn  me  : 

What  is  your  News  ? 
Latin.  Sir,  there  is  a  Proclamation  that  you  are  vanifhed* 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifh'd ;  oh  that's  the  News, 
From  hence,  from  Silvia^  and  from  me  thy  Friend. 

Val.  Oh,  I  have  fed  upon  this  Wo  already; 
And  now  Excefs  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit. 

Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banifh'd  ? 
Pro.  Ay,  Ay;  and  Hie  hath  offered  to  the  Doom, 

Which  unrevers'd  ftands  in  effectual  Force, 
A  Sea  of  melting  Pearl,  which  fome  call  Tears : 

Thofe  at  her  Father's  churlifh  Feet  frie  tendered, 
With  them  upon  her  Knees,  her  humble  felf, 
Wringing  her  Hands,  whofe  Whitenefs  fo  became  them, 
As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  Wo. 
But  neither  bended  Knees,  pure  Hands  held  up, 
Sad  Sighs,  deep  Groans,  nor  lllver-medding  Tears, 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompaffionate  Sire; 

But  Valentincy  if  he  be  ta'en,  muft  die. 
Befides,  her  Interceflion  chaf'd  him  fo9 
When  (he  for  thy  Repeal  was  (uppliant, 
That  to  clofe  Prifon  he  commanded  her,  ' 
With  many  bitter  Threats  of  biding  there. 

Vol.  I.  H  VkU 
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Vol.  No  more,  unlefs  the  next  Word  that  thou  fpeak'ft 
Have  fome  malignant  Power  upon  my  Life : 
If  fo,  I  pray  thee  breathe  it  in  mine  Ear, 
As  ending  Anthem  of  my  endlefs  Dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  canft  not  help, 

And  ftudy  Help  for  that  which  thou  lament'ft. Time  is  the  Nurfe  and  Breeder  of  all  Good : 

Here  if  thou  flay,  thou  canft  not  fee  thy  Love ; 
Befides,  thy  flaying  will  abridge  thy  Life. 

Hope  is  a  Lover's  Staff,  walk  hence  with  that, 
And  manage  it  againft  defpairing  Thoughts. 

Thy  Letters  may  be  here,  tho'  thou  art  hence, 
Which,  being  writ  to  me,  (hall  be  deliver'd 
Even  in  the  milk-white  Bofom  of  thy  Love. 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expoftulate; 

Come,  111  convey  thee  through  the  City-gate, 

And,  e'er  I  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  Love-affairs : 

As  thou  lov'ft  Silvia,  tho'  not  for  thy  felf, 
Regard  thy  Danger,  and  along  with  me. 

VaU  I  pray  thee  Lannce,  and  if  thou  feeft  my  Boy, 
Bid  him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  the  North-Gate. 

Pro.  Go  Sirrah,  find  him  out:  Come  Valentine. 
VaU  O  my  dear  Silvia !  haplefs  Valentine  !  [Exeunt. 
Latin.  I  am  but  a  FooJ,  look  you,  and  yet  I  have  the 

Wit  to  think  my  Matter  is  a  kind  of  a  Knave:  But  that's all  one,  if  he  be  but  one  Knave.  He  lives  not  now  that 

knows  me  to  be  in  love,  yet  I  am  in  love;  but  a  Teem  of 

Horfe  (hall  not  pluck  that  from  me,  nor  who  'tis  I  love,  and 
yet  'tis  a  Woman;  but  what  Woman  I  will  not  tell  my  felf; 
and  yet  'tis  a  Milk-maid;  yet  'tis  not  a  Maid,  for  fhe  hath 
had  Goffips;  yet  'tis  a  Maid,  for  (he  is  her  Matter's  Maid, 
and  ferves  for  Wages :  She  hath  more  Qualities  than  a  Wa- 

ter-Spaniel, which  is  much  in  a  bare  Chriftian.  Here  is  the 
Cate-log  ]? ulling  out  a  Paper]  of  her  Conditions;  Impri- 

mis, She  can  fetch  and  carry;  why  a  Horfe  can  do  no  more, 
nay  a  Horfe  cannot  fetch,  but  only  carry;  therefore  is  fhe 
better  than  a  Jade.  Item,  fhe  can  milk;  look  you,  a  fweet 
Virtue  in  a  Maid  with  clean;  Hands. 

Enter 
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Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  How  now  Signior  Z,rf/*»c*  .<*  What  News  with  your 
Maiterfhip? 

Laun.  With  my  Mafter(hipN?  Why,  it  is  at  Sea. 
Speed.  Well,   your  old  Vice  ftill ;  miftake  the  Word: 

What  News  then  in  your  Paper  ? 

Laun.  The  blackeft  News  that  ever  thou  heard'ft. 
Speed.  Why  Man,  how  black? 
Laun.  Why,  as  black  as  Ink. 
Speed.  Let  me  read  them. 
Laun.  Fie  on  thee,  Jolthead,  thou  canft  not  read. 
Speed.  Thou  lieft,  I  can. 
Latin.  I  will  try  thee;  tell  me  this,  who  begot  thee? 
Speed.  Marry,  the  Son  of  my  Grand-father. 
Laun.  O  illiterate  Loiterer,  it  was  the  Son  of  thy 

Grand-mother;  this  proves  that  thou  canft  not  read* 
Speed.  Come  Fool,  come,  try  me  in  thy  Paper, 
Laun.  There,  and  S.  Nicholas  be  thy  Speed. 
Speed.  Imprimis,  fhe  can  milk. 
Laun.  Ay,  that  fhe  can. 
Speed.  Item>  me  brews  good  Ale, 
Laun.  And  therefore  comes  the  Proverb,  Blejjing  of  your 

Hearty  you  brew  good  Ale. 
Speed.  Itemy  (he  can  fowe. 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Can  foe  fo  f 
Speed,  Item*  (lie  can  knit. 
Laun.  What  need  a  Man  care  for  a  Stock  with  a  Wench* 

When  (he  can  knit  him  a  Stock? 

Speed.  Item,  (he  can  wa(h  and  fcour. 

Laun.  A  fpecial  Virtue,  for  then  (he  need  not  to  be  wafti'd 
and  fcour'd. 

Speed.  Item,  lhe  can  fpin. 
Laun.  Then  may  I  fet  the  World  on  Wheels,  when  fhe 

can  fpin  for  her  living. 
Speed.  Item*  fhe  hath  many  namelefs  Virtues. 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  Baftard  Virtues*  that  in- 
deed know  not  their  Father?,  and  therefore  have  no  Names, 

Speed.  Here  follow  her  Vices. 
Laun.  Clofe  at  the  Heels  of  her  Virtues. 

Speed.  Item,   flie  is  not  to  be  kill  fading,  in  refped  of 
her  Breath. 

H  2  Laun, 
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Laun.  Well,  that  Fault  may  be  mended  with  a  Breakfaft: 

Read  on. 

Speed.  Item>  (he  hath  a  fweet  Mouth. 
Laun.  That  makes  amends  for  her  four  Breath. 

Speed.  Itemy  fhe  doth  talk  in  her  Sleep. 

Laun.  It's  no  matter  for  that,  fo  me  fleepnotin  her  Talk. 
Speed.  Item^  (lie  is  flow  in  Words. 
Laun.  Oh  Villain !  that  fet  down  among  her  Vices ! 

To  be  flow  in  Words  is  a  Woman's  only  Virtue : 
I  pray  thee  out  with'r,  and  place  it  for  her  chief  Virtue. 

Speed.  It em ,  (Tie  is  proud. 
Laun.  Out  with  that  too: 

It  was  Eves  Legacy,  and  cannot  be  ta'en  from  her. 
Speed.  Item,  (he  hath  no  Teeth. 
Laun.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  I  love  Crufts. 

Speed.  Itemy  (lie  is  curfl. 
Laun.  Well,  the  bed  is  (he  hath  no  Teeth  to  bite. 

Speed.  Item^  (lie  will  often  praife  her  Liquor. 
Laun.  If  her  Liquor  be  good,  (lie  (hall;  if  llie  will  not 

I  will,  for  good  things  fhould  be  praifed. 
Speed.  Item^  (he  is  too  liberal. 

Laun.  Of  her  Tongue  (he  cannot,  for  that's  writ  down 
ihe  is  flow  of;  of  her  Purfe  (he  (hall  not,  for  that  I'll  keep 
fhut;  now  of  another  thing  (he  may,  and  that  cannot  I 
help.     Well,  proceed. 

Speed.  Item,  (he  hath  more  Hairs  than  Wit,  and  more 
Faults  than  Hairs,  and  more  Wealth  than  Faults. 

Laun.  Stop  there;  1*11  have  her;  (he  was  mine,  and  not 
mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  Article.  Rehearfe  that  once 
more. 

Speed.  Itemy  (he  hath  more  Hair  than  Wit. 

Laun.  More  Hair  than  Wit ;  it  may  be  I'll  prove  it :  The 
Cover  of  the  Salt  hides  the  Salt,  and  therefore  it  is  more 
than  the  Salt;  the  Hair  that  covers  the  Wit  is  more  than  the 

Wit;  for  the  greater  hides  the  lefs.     What's  next? 
Speed.  Arid  more  Faults  than  Hairs. 

Isaun.  That's  monftrous:  Oh  that  that  were  out. 
Speed.  And  more  Wealth  than  Faults. 

Laun.  Why  that  Word*  makes  the  Faults  gracious : 
Well,  I'll  have  her;   and  if  it  be  a  Match,  as  nothing  is 
impoflible   

Speed. 
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Speed.  What  then? 
Laun.  Why  then  will  I  tell  thee,  that  thy  Mafter  flays 

for  thee  at  the  North-Gate. 
Speed.  For  me? 
Latin.  For  thee?  ay;  who  art  thou?   He  hath  ftaid  for 

a  better  Man  than  thee. 

Speed.  And  muft  I  go  to  him  ? 
Laun.  Thou  mull:  run  to  him;  for  thou  haft  ftaid  fo  long 

that  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  turn. 
Speed.  Why  didft  not  tell  me  fooner  ?  Pox  on  your  Love- 

Letters. 

Laun.  Now  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my  Letter: 
An  unmannerly  Slave,   that  will  thruft  himfeif  into  Secrets. 

I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  Boy's  Correction.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Duke  and  Thurio. 

Duke.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not,  but  that  ihe  will  love  you, 

Now  Valentine  is  banidi'd  from  her  Sight. 
Thu.  Since  his  Exile  (he  hath  defpis'd  me  moft, 

Forfworn  my  Company,  and  rail'd  at  me, 
That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her, 

Duke.  This  weak  Imprefs  of  Love,  is  as  a  Figure 

Trenched  in  Ice,  which  with  an  Hour's  Heat 
DilTolves  to  Water,  and  doth  lofe  his  Form. 
A  iittle  time  will  melt  her  frozen  Thoughts, 
And  worthlefs  Valentine  mall  be  forgot. 

Enter  Protheus. 

How  now,  Sir  Protheus;  is  your  Countryman,. 
According  to  our  Proclamation,  gone? 

Pro.   Gone,  my  good  Lord. 
Duke.  My  Daughter  takes  his  going  heavily. 
Pro.  A  little  time,  my  Lord,  will  kill  that  Grief. 
Duke.  So  I  believe ;  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo. 

Protheus,  the  good  Conceit  I  hold  of  thee, 
For  thou  haft  mown  fome  fign  of  good  Defert, 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  Grace, 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  Grace. 

Duke.  Thou  know'fl  how  willingly  I  would  effecT: 
H  3  The 
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The  Match  between  Sir  Thurio  and  my  Daughter. 

Pro.  I  do,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  And  alfo  I  do  think  thou  art  not  ignorant 

How  (he  oppofes  her  againft  my  Will. 
Pro.  She  did,  my  Lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 
Duke.  Ay,  and  perverfely  (he  perfeveres  fo. 

What  might  we  do  to  make  the  Girl  forget 
The  Love  of  Valentine,  and  love  Sir  Thurio  ? 

Pro.  The  be  ft  way  is  to  flander  Valentine 
With  FaKhood,  Cowardife,  and  poor  Defcent : 
Three  things  that  Women  highly  hold  in  Hate. 

Duke.  Ay,  but  (hell  think  that  it  is  fpok'en  in  Hate. 
Pro.  Ay,  if  his  Enemy  deliver  it: 

Therefore  it  muft  with  Circumftance  be  fpoken 
By  one  whom  (he  efteems  as  his  Friend. 

Duke.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  (lander  him. 
Pro.  And  that,  my  Lord,  I  (hall  be  loath  to  do; 

'Tis  an  ill  Office  for  a  Gentleman, 
Efpecially  againft  his  very  Friend. 

Duke.  Where  your  good  Word  cannot  advantage  him, 
Your  Slander  never  can  endamage  him; 
Therefore  the  Office  is  indifFerenr, 
Being  intreated  to  it  by  your  Friend. 

7V<7.  You  have  prevailed  my  Lord :  If  I  can  do  it, 
By  ought  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  Difpraife, 
She  fhall  not  long  continue  Love  to  him. 
But  fay  this  wean  her  Love  from  Valentine  y 
It  follows  not  that  (he  will  love  Sir  Thurio. 

Thu.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  Love  from  him, 
Left  h  (hould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  muft  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me : 
Which  muft  be  done,  by  praifing  me  as  much 
As  you  in  Worth  difpraife  Sir  Valentine. 

Duke,  And,  Protheus,  we  dare  truft  you  in  this  kind, 

Becaufe  we  know,  on  Valentine's  Report, 
You  are  already  Love's  firm  Votary, 
And  cannot  foon  revolt  and  change  your  Mind. 
Upon  this  Warrant  (hall  you  have  Acccfs, 
Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large : 
For  (he  is  lumpiih,  heavy,  melancholy, 

And,  for  your  Friend's  fake,  will  be  glad  of  you; 

Where 
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Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  Perfuafion, 
To  hate  young  Valentine^  and  love  my  Friend. 

Pro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  effect. 
But  you,  Sir  Thurio,  are  not  lharp  enough; 
You  muft  lay  Lime,  to  tangle  her  Defires 
By  wailful  Sonnets,  whofe  compofed  Rhimes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  ferviceable  Vows. 

Duke.  Ay,  much  is  the  Force  of  Heav'n-bred  Poefie. 
Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  Altar  of  her  Beauty 

You  facrifice  your  Tears,  your  Sighs,  your  Heart: 

Write  'till  your  Ink  be  dry,  and  with  your  Tears 
Moift  it  again,  and  frame  fome  feeling  Line 
Tint  may  difcover  fuch  Integrity : 
For  Orpheus  Lute  was  ftrung  with  Poets  Sinews, 
Whofe  golden  Touch  could  foften  Steel  and  Stones^ 
Make  Tygers  tame,  and  huge  Leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  Deeps,  and  dance  on  Sands; 
After  your  dire-lamenting  Elegies, 

Vifit  by  Night  your  Lady's  Chamber-Window With  fome  fweet  Confort :  To  their  Inftruments 

Tune  a  deploring  Dump;  the  Night's  dead  Silence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  Grievance.1 
This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Duke.  This  Difcipline  mews  thou  hafl  been  in  Love. 

Thu.  And  thy  Advice  this  Night  I'll  put  in  practice; 
Therefore  fweet  Protheus,  my  Direction- giver, 
Let  us  into  the  City  prefently 
To  f<art  fome  Gentlemen  well  skill'd  in  Mufick; 
I  have  a  Sonnet  that  will  ferve  the  turn 

To  give  the  Onfet  to  thy  good  Advice. 
Duke.  About  it  Gentlemen. 

Pro.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Grace  'till  after  Supper^ And  afterwards  determine  our  Proceedings. 
Duke,  Even  now  about  it.  I  will  pardon  you.     [Exeunt. 

Ha  act 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  G  E  N  E   I. 

SCENE     a  Foreft. 

Enter  certain  Out-l.iws. 

i  O/stf.THElIows,  ftand  faft:  I  fee  a  PafTcnger. 

i  Out.JL    l£  there  be  ten,  fhrink  not,  but  down  with  'em. 
Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

9  Out.  Stand,  Sir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  about  ye: 

If  not,  we'll  make  you,  Sir,  and  rifle  you. 
Speed.  Sir,  we  are  undone;  thefe  are  the  Villains 

That  all  the  Travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 
Val.  My  Friends. 

i  Out.  That's  not  fo,  Sir;  we  are  your  Enemies. 
2  Out*  Peace;  we'll  hear  him. 
3  Out.  Ay  by  my  Beard  will  we;  for  he  is  a  proper  Man. 
Val.  Then  know  that  I  have  little  to  lofe  : 

A  Man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  Adverfity; 
My  Riches  are  thefe  poor  Habiliments; 
Of  which,  if  you  fhould  here  disf urn ifh  me, 
You  take  the  Sum  and  Subftance  that  I  have. 

2  Out.  Whither  travel  you? 
VaL  To  Verona. 

i  Out.  Whence  came  you? 
Val.  From  Millan. 

3  Out.  Hive  you  long  fojourn'd  there? 
Val.  Some  fixteen  Months,  and  longer  might  have  (laid, 

If  crooked  Fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

i  Out.  What,  were  you  banilh'd  thence? Val.  I  was. 
2  Out.  For  what  Offence? 
Val.  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe : 

J  kill'd  a  Man,  whofe  Death  I  much  repent; 
But  yet  I  (lew  him  manfully  in  Fight, 
Without  falfe  Vantage,  or  bafe  Treachery. 

i  Out.  Why  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  fo. 
But  were  you  baniuVd  for  fo  fmall  a  Fault  ? 

Val.  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  Doom. 
2  Out.  Have  you  the  Tongues? 
Val.  My  youthful  Travel  therein  made  me  happyi 

Or  elfe  I  often  had  been  miferable. 

3.  Ohu 
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j$  Out.  By  the  bare  Scalp  of  Robin  Hood's  fat  Friar, 
This  Fellow  were  a  King  for  our  wild  Faction. 

1  Out.  We'll  have  him.     Sirs,  a  Word. 
Speed,  Mafter,  be  one  of  them  : 

It's  an  honourable  Kind  of  Thievery. 
VaL  Peace,  Villain. 

•  2  Out.  Tell  us  this ;  have  you  any  thing  to  take  to? 
VaL  Nothing  but  my  Fortune. 
3  Out.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  Gentlemen, 

Such  as  the  Fury  of  ungovern'd  Youth 
Thruft  from  the  Company  of  awful  Men : 
My  felf  was  from  Verona  banifhed, 
For  practifing  to  fteal  away  a  Lady, 

An  Heir,  and  Neice,  ally'd  unto  the  Duke. 
2  Out.  And  I  from  Mantua^  for  a  Gentleman, 

Who,  in  my  Mootf,   I  ftabb'd  unto  the  Heart. 
1  Out.  And  I  for  fuch  like  petty  Crimes  as  thefe. 

But  to  the  Purpofe;  for  we  cite  our  Faults, 

That  they  may  hold  excus'd  our  lawlefs  Lives; 
And  partly  feeing  you  are  beautify'd 
With  goodly  Shape,  and,  by  your  own  Reporr, 
A  Linguift,  and  a  Manof  fuch  Perfection 
As  we  do  in  our  Quality  much  want. 

2  Qttt.  Indeed  becaufe  you  are  a  baniuVd  Man,"' Therefore,  above  the  reft,  we  parley  to  you; 
Are  you  content  to  be  our  General  ? 
To  make  a  Virtue  of  Neceffity, 
And  live  as  we  do  in  the  Wildernefs  ? 

3  Out.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou  be  of  our  Confort  ? 
Say,  Ay,  and  be  the  Captain  of  us  all: 

We'll  do  thee  Homage,  and  be  rul'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  Commander  and  our  King. 

1  Out.  6ut  if  thou  fcorn  our  Courtefie,  thou  dy'ir. 
2  Out.  Thou  (halt  not  live  to  brag  what  we  have  offer *d. 
VaL  I  take  your  Offer,  and  will  live  with  you, 

Provided  that  you  do  no  Outrages 
On  filly  Women,  or  poor  Paffengers. 

3  Out.  No,  we  deteft  fuch  vile  bafe  Practifes. 

Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  Crews, 
And  fhew  thee  all  the  Treafure  we  have  got; 
.Which,  with  our  felves,  all  reft  at  thy  Difpofe.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 
Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  Valentine, 
And  now  I  muft  be  as  unjuft  to  Thurio. 
Under  the  Colour  of  commending  him, 
I  have  Accefs  my  own  Love  to  prefer; 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  Gifts. 
When  I  proteft  true  Loyalty  to  her, 
She  twits  me  with  my  Falfhood  to  my  Friend : 
When  to  her  Beauty  I  commend  my  Vows, 
She  bids  me  think  now  I  have  been  forfworn 

In  breaking  Faith  with  Julia,  whom  I  lov'd. 
And  notwithftanding  all  her  fudden  Quips, 

The  lead  whereof  would  quell  a  Lover's  Hope, 
Yet,  Spaniel-like,  the  more  fhe  fpurns  my  Love, 
The  more  it  grows,  and  fawneth  on  her  ftill. 
But  here  comes  Thurio :  Now  muft  we  to  her  Window, 

And  give  fome  Evening  Mufick  to  her  Ear. 
Enter  Thurio  and  Muficians. 

Thu.  How  now,  Sir  Protheus,  are  you  crept  before  us? 
Pro*  Ay,  gentle  Thurio ;  for  you  know  that  Love 

Will  creep  in  Service  where  it  cannot  go. 
Thu.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  Sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 
Pro.  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  e\k  I  would  be  hence. 
Thu.  Whom,  Silvia? 

Pro.  Ay,  Silvia,  for  your  fake. 
Thu.  I  thank  you  for  your  own :  Now  Gentlemen 

Let's  turn,  and  to  it  luftily  a  while. 
Enter  Hoft,  and  Julia  in  Boys  Cloaths. 

Hofi.  Now  my  young  Gueft;  methinks  you're  allycholly : 
I  pray  what  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Marry,  mine  Hoft,  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry. 

Hoft.  Come,  we'll  have  you  merry :  I'll  bring  you  where 
you  mail  hear  Mufick,  and  fee  the  Gentleman  that  you 
ask'd  for. 

Jul.  But  (hall  I  hear  him  fpeak? 
Hoft.  Ay,  that  you  fliall. 
Jul.  That  will  be  Mufick. 
Hoft.  Hark,  hark. 

Jul 
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Jul.  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

Hoft.  Ay ;  but  Peace,  let's  hear  'em. 
SONG. 

Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  floe  \ 
That  all  our  Swains  commend  her  £ 

Holy,  fair  and  wife  is  foe, 
The  Heavn  fuch  Grace  did  lend  her, 

That  Jhe  might  admired  be. 
Is  Jhe  kind  as  Jhe  is  fair  f 
Tor  Beamy  lives  with  Kindnefs. 
Love  doth  to  her  Eyes  repair. 
To  help  him  of  his  BUndnefs  : 

And  being  helped  inhabits  there. 
Then  to  Silvia  let  usjing, 
That  Silvia  is  excelling; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 
TJpon  the  dull  Earth  dwelling  : 

To  her  let  us  Garlands  bring. 

Hoft.  How  now?  are  you  fadder  than  you  were  before? 
How  do  you,  Man?  the  Mufick  likes  you  not, 

Jul.  You  miftake;  the  Mufician  likes  me  not. 
Hoft.  Why,  my  pretty  Youth  ? 
Jul.  He  plays  falfe,  Father. 
Hoft.  How,  out  of  tune  on  the  Strings? 
Jul.  Not  fo ;  but  yet 

So  falfe,  that  he  grieves  my  very  Heart-firings. 
Hoft.  You  have  a  quick  Ear.  (Heart. 
Jul.  Ay,  I  would  I  were  deaf;  it  makes  me  have  a  flow 
Hoft,  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  Mufick. 
Jul.  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  fo. 
Ho(i.  Hark  what  fine  Change  is  in  the  Mufick. 
Jul.  Ay;  that  Change  is  the  Spight. 
Hoft.  You  would  have  them  play  always  but  one  thing, 
Jul.  I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 

But,  Hoft,  doth  this  Sir  Protheus,  that  we  talk  on, 
Often  refort  unto  this  Gentlewoman  ? 

Hoft.  I  tell  you  what  Launch  his  Man,  told  me^ 
He  lov'd  her  out  of  all  Nick. 

Jul.  Where  is  Launce  \ Hoft. 
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Hofl.  Gone  to  feek  his  Dog,  which  to  Morrow,   by  his 

Matter's  Command,  hemuft  carry  for  a  Prefent  to  his  Lady. Jul.  Peace,  ftand  afide,  the  Company  parts. 
Pro^  Sir  Thurio9  fear  not;  I  will  fo  plead, 

That  you  fhall  fay,  my  cunning  Drift  excels. 
Thu.  Where  meet  we? 

Pro.  At  Saint  Gregory  %  Well. 
Thu.  Farewel.  [Exit  Thu.  and  Mufic. 

Enter  Silvia  above. 

Fro.  Madam,  good  Even  to  your  Lady  (hip. 
Sil.  I  thank  you  for  your  Mufick,  Gentlemen: 

Who  is  that  that  fpake? 

Pro.  One,  Lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  Heart's  Truth, 
You  would  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  Voice. 

Sil.  Sir  Protheus? 

Pro.  Sir Protheus,  gentle  Lady,  and  your  Servant. 

Sil.  What's  your  Will? 
Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  yours. 
Sil.  You  have  your  Willi ;  my  Will  is  ever  this, 

That  prefently  you  hie  you  home  to  Bed. 

Thou  fubtle,  perjur'd,  falfe,  difloyal  Man, 
Think'ft  thou  I  am  fo  (hallow,  fo  conceitlefs, 
To  be  feduced  by  thy  Flattery, 

That  had  deceived  fo  many  by  thy  Vows? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  Love  amends. 
For  me,  by  this  pale  Queen  of  Night  I  fwear, 
I  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  Requefl, 
That  I  defpife  thee  for  thy  wrongful  Suit ; 
And,  by  and  by,  intend  to  chide  my  felf, 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro.  I  grant,  fweet  Love,  that  I  did  love  a  Lady, 
But  fhe  is  dead. 

Jul  'Twere  falfe,  if  I  mould  fpeak  it; 
For  I  am  fure  fhe  is  not  bury'd. 

Sil.  Say  that  (he  be;  yet  Valentine,  thy  Friend, 
Survives ;  to  whom,  thy  felf  art  Witnefs, 
I  am  betroth'd :  And  art  thou  not  aiham'd  v 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  Importunacy  ? 

Pro.  I  likewife  hear  that  Valentine  is  dead.  ^ 
Sil.  And  fo  fuppofe  am  I ;  for  in  his  Grave, 

AflTure  thy  felf,  my  Love  is  buried. 
\  fro, 
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Pro.  Sweet  Lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  Earth. 

SiL  Go  to  thy  Lady's  Grave,  and  call  her  thence, 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  in  hers  fepulchre  thine. 
JhL  He  heard  not  that. 
Pro.  Madam,   if  your  Heart  be  fo  obdurate, 

Vouchfafe  me  yet  your  Picture  for  my  Love, 
The  Picture  that  is  hanging  in  your  Chamber; 

To  that  I'll  fpeak,  to  that  I'll  figh  and  weep: 
For  fince  the  Subftance  of  your  perfect  felf 
Is  elfe  devoted,  I  am  but  a  Shadow; 
And  to  your  Shadow  will  I  make  true  Love. 

JhL  If  'twere  a  Subftance  you  would  fure  deceive  it, 
And  make  it  but  a  Shadow,  as  I  am. 

SiL  I  am  very  loath  to  be  your  Idol,  Sir; 
But  fince  your  Falmood  mail  become  you  well, 
To  worlhip  Shadows,  and  adore  falfe  Shapes, 

Send  to  me  in  the  Morning,  and  I'll  fend  it: 
And  fo  good  Reft. 

Pro.  As  Wretches  have  o'er  Nieht, 

That  wait  for  Execution  in  the  Morn.  [ExeuntVto.  and§'\\. 
JhL  Hofl,  will  you  go  ? 
Ho(l.  By  my  HaUidom,  I  was  faft  afleep. 
JhL  Pray  you  where  lyes  Sir  Protheus $ 
Hofi.  Marry,  at  my  Houfe :  > 

Truft  me,  I  think  'tis  almoft  Day. 
JhL  Not  fo;  but  it  hath  been  the  longeft  Night 

That  e'er  I  watch'd,  and  the  moft  heavieft.  \Exeunu 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Eglamour. 

EgL  This  is  the  Hour  that  Madam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  Mind : 

There's  fome  great  Matter  (he'd  employ  me  in. Madam,  Madam. 
Enter  Silvia  above* 

SiL  Who  calls? 

EgL  Your  Servant  and  your  Friend; 

One  that  attends  your  Ladyfhip's  Command. 
SiL  Sir  Eglamour,  a  thoufand  times  Good-morrow. 
EgL  As  many,  worthy  Lady,  to  your  felf  ; 

According  to  your  Ladyfhip's  Impofe,  I 
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I  am  thus  early  come,  to  know  what  Service 
It  is  your  Pleafure  to  command  me  in. 

SiL  Oh  Eglamour,  thou  art  a  Gentleman; 
Think  not  I  flatter,  for  I  fwear  I  do  not ; 

Valiant,  wife,  remorfefu!,  well-accomplifh'd: 
Thou  art  not  ignorant  what  dear  good  Will 
I  bear  unto  the  baniuYd  Valentine', 
Nor  how  my  Father  would  enforce  me  marry 

Vain  Thurie,  whom  my  very  Soul  abhor'd. 
Thy  felf  .haft  lov'd,  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay, 
No  Grief  did  come  fo  near  thy  Heart, 

As  when  thy  Lady,  and  thy  true  Love  dy'd ; 
Upon  whofe  Grave  thou  vow'dft  pure  Chaftity, 
Sir  EgUrnouYy  I  would  to  Valentine 
To  Mantua^  where  I  hear  he  makes  Abode : 
And,  for  the  Ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
I  do  deflre  thy  worthy  Company ; 
Upon  whofe  Faith  and  Honour  I  repofe. 

Urge  not  my  Father's  Anger,  Eglamonr ; 
But  think  upon  my  Grief,  a  Lady's  Grief, 
And  on  the  Juftice  of  my  flying  hence, 
To  keep  me  from  a  moft  unholy  Match, 

Which  Heav'n  and  Fortune  ftill  rewards  with  Plagues, 
I  do  defire  thee,  even  from  a  Heart 
As  full  of  Sorrows  as  the  Sea  of  Sands, 

To  bear  me  Company,  and  go  with  me: 
If  not,  to  hide  what  I  have  faid  to  thee, 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

EgL  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  Grievances ; 

Which,  fince  I  know  they  virtuoufly  are  plac'd, 
I  give  Confent  to  go  along  with  you, 
Wreaking  as  little  what  betideth  me, 
As  much  I  wilh  all  Good  befortune  you.  • 
When  will  you  go? 

SiL  This  Evening  coming. 
EgL  Where  ftiall  I  meet  you? 
StL  At  Friar  Patricks  Cell ; 

Where  I  intend  holy  Confeflion." 
EgL  I  will  not  fail  your  Ladyfhip: 

Good  Morrow,  gentle  Lady. 
SiL  Good-morrow,  kind  Sir  Eglamourl  [Exeunt* SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Enter  Launce. 

Laun.\  T  J  H  E  N  a  Man's  Servant  ihall  play  the  Cur  with 
V V  him,  look  you,  it  goes  hard !  One  that  I  brought 

up  of  a  Puppy,  one  that  I  fav'd  from  drowning,  when  three or  Four  of  his  blind  Brothers  and  Sifters  went  to  it!  I  have 

taught  him,  even  as  one  would  fay  precifely,  thus  I  would 
teach  a  Dog.  I  was  fent  to  deliver  him  as  a  Prefent  to  Mi- 
ftrefs  Silvia,  from  my  Mailer ;  and  I  came  no  fooner  into 
the  Dining- Chamber,  but  he  fteps  me  to  her  Trencher, 

and  fteals  her  CaponVLeg.  O,  'tis  a  foul  thing,  when  a 
Cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  Companies.  I  would  have, 
as  one  mould  fay,  one  that  takes  upon  him  to  be  a  Dog  in- 

deed, to  be,  as  it  were,  a  Dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had  not 
had  more  Wit  than  he,  to  take  a  Fault  upon  me  that  he  did, 

I  think  verily  he  had  been  hang'd  for'r,  lure  as  I  live  he  had 
fuffer'd  for't;  you  mail  judge:  He  thrufts  me  himfelf  into 
the  Company  of  three  or  four  Gentleman-like  Dogs,  under 

the  Duke's  Table;  he  had  not  been  there,  blefs  the  Mark, 
a  pifling  while,  but  all  the  Chamber  fmelt  him:  Out  with 
the  Dog,  fays  one;  what  Cur  is  that?  fays  another ;  whip 
him  our,  fays  the  third;  hang  him  up,  fays  the  Duke:  I 
having  been  acquainted  with  the  Smell  before,  knew  it  was 
Crab,  and  goes  me  to  the  Fellow  that  whips  the  Dogs; 
Friend,  quoth  I,  you  mean  to  whip  tfce  Dog?  Ay  marry  do  I, 

quoth  he.  You  do  him  the  more  Wrong,  quoth  I;  'twas  I 
did  the  thing  you  wot- of;  he  makes  no  more  ado,  but  whips 
me  out  of  tne  Chamber.  How  many  Mafters  would  do  this 
for  his  Servant?  Nay,  111  be  fworn  I  have  fate  in  the  Stocks 

for  Puddings  he  has  ftoll'n,  otherwife  he  had  been  executed  ; 
I  have  ftood  on  the  Pillory  for  Geefe  he  has  kill'd,  other- 
wife  he  had  fuffer'd  for't:  Thou  think'ft  not  of  this  now. 
Nay,  I  remember  the  Trick  you  ferv'd  me  when  I  took  my 
Leave  of  Madam  Silvia^  did  not  I  bid  thee  £1111  mark  me, 
and  do  as  I  do?  When  didft  thou  fee  me  heave  up  my  Leg, 

and  make  Water  againft  a  Gentlewoman's  Farthingale?  Didft thou  ever  fee  me  do  fuch  a  Trick? 

Enter  Protheus  and  Julia. 
Pro,  Sebafiian  is  thy  Name  ?  I  like  thee  well, And 
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And  will  imploy  thee  in  fome  Service  prefently. 

Jul.  In  what  you  pleafe :  I'll  do,  Sir,  what  I  can. 
Pro.  I  hope  thou  wilt. 

How  now,  you  Whore-Son  Pefant, 
Where  have  you  been  thefe  two  Days  loitering? 

Laun.  Marry,  Sir,   I  carry  *d  Miftrefs  Silvia  the  Dog  you bad  me. 

Pro.  And  what  fays  flie  to  my  little  Jewel? 
Laun.  Marry,  (he  fays,  your  Dog  was  a  Cur,  and  tells  you, 

currifh  Thanks  is  good  enough  forfuch  a  Prefent. 

Pro.  But  me  receiv'd  my  Dog  ? Laun.  No  indeed  me  did  not: 

Here  have  I  brought  him  back  again. 
Pro.  What,  didfft  thou  offer  her  this  from  me? 

Laun.  Ay  Sir;  the  other  Squirrel  was  ftoll'n  from  me 
By  the  Hangman's  Boy  in  the  Market-Place; 
And  then  I  offer'd  her  mine  own,  who  is  a  Dog 
As  big  as  ten  of  yours,  and  therefore  the  Gift  the  greater. 

Pro.  Go  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  Dog  again, 

Or  ne'er  return  again  into  my  Sight : 
Away,  I  fay;  ftay'ft  thou  to  vex  me  here? 
A  Slave,  that  ftill  an  end  turns  me  to  Shame.     {Exit  Laun. 
Sebaftian,  I  have  entertained  thee, 
Partly  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  Youth, 
That  can  with  fome  Difcretion  do  my  Bufinefs ; 

For  'tis  no  trufting  to  yon  foolifh  Lowt : 
But  chiefly  for  thy  Face  and  thy  Behavior, 
Which,  if  my  Augury  deceive  me  not, 
Witnefs  good  bringing  up,  Fortune  and  Truth: 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 

Go  prefently,  and  take  this  Ring  with  thee; 
Deliver  it  to  Madam  Silvia: 

She  lov'd  me  well,  deliver'd  it  to  me. 
Jul.  It  feems  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  Token: She  is  dead  belike. 
Pro.  Not  fo:  I  think  fhe  lives. 

Jul.  Alas! 

Pro.  Why  do'ft  thou  cry  alas  ? 

Jul.  I  cannot  chufe  but  pity  her^ ' Pro.  Wherefore  ftiouldft  thou  pity  her? 

Jul.  Becaufe,  methinks,  that  me  lov'd  you  as  well t  As 
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As  you  do  love  your  Lady  Silvia ' 
She  dreams  on  him  that  has  forgot  her  Love^ 
You  doat  on  her  that  cares  not  for  your  Love. 

'Tis  pity  Love  mould  be  fo  contrary; 
And  thinking  on  it  makes  me  cry  alas. 

Pro.  Wei),   give  her  that  Ring,  and  therewithal 

This  Letter;  that's  her  Chamber:  Tell  my  Lady, 
I  claim  the  Promife  for  her  heav'nly  Pi&ure* 
Your  MefTage  done,  hye  home  unto  my  Chamber, 
Where  thou  malt  find  me  fad  and  folitary.  [£##7  Pro. 

Jul.  How  many  Women  would  do  fuch  a  Meflage  \ 

Alas,  poor  Protbeus,  thou  haft  entertain'd A  Fox  to  be  the  Shepherd  of  thy  Lambs: 
Alas,  poor  Fool,  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  Heart  defpifeth  me? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifeth  me; 
Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  muft  pity  him. 
This  Ring  I  gave  him  when  he  parted  from  me, 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  Will; 
And  now  I  am,  unhappy  Meffenger, 
To  plead  for  that  which  I  would  not  obtain; 

To  carry  that  which  I  would  have  refus'd ; 
To  praife  his  Faith,  which  I  would  have  difprais'd. 
I  am  my  Matter's  true  confirmed  Love, 
But  cannot  be  true  Servant  to  my  Mafter, 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  Traitor  to  my  klf: 
Yet  will  I  woo  for  him,  but  yet  fo  coldly, 

As,  Heav'n  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  fpetd. Enter  Silvia. 

Gentlewoman,  good  Day  ;  I  pray  you  be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  Madam  Silvia* 

Sil.  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  fhe? 
JhL  If  you  be  fhe,  I  do  entreat  your  Patience 

To  hear  me  fpeak  the  MefTage  I  am  fent  on. 
Sil.  From  whom? 

JhL  From  my  Mafter,  Sir  Protheus,  Madam, 
Sil.  Oh  !  he  fends  you  for  a  Picture  ? 
JhL  Ay,  Madam. 
SiL  Vrfnla^  bring  my  Picture  there. 

Go,  give  your  Mafter  this;  tell  him  from  me, 

One  Julia,  -that  his  changing  Thoughts  forgot, Vol.  I.  I  Would 
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Would  better  fit  his  Chamber  than  this  Shadow. 

Jul.  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufe  this  Letter. 

Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  have  unadvib'd 
Deliver'd  you  a  Paper  that  I  fhould  not; 
This  is  the  Letter  to  your  Ladyfhip. 

SiL  I  pray  thee  let  me  look  on  that  again. 
Jul.  It  may  not  be;  good  Madam,  pardon  me. 
SiL  There,  hold; 

I  will  not  look  upon  your  Matter's  Lines, 
I  know  they  are  ftuft  with  Proteftations, 
And  full  of  new-found  Oaths,  which  he  will  break 
As  eafie  as  I  do  tear  his  Paper. 

Jul.  Madam,   he  fends  your  Ladyfhip  this  Ring. 
SiL  The  more  Shame  for  him  that  he  fends  it  me; 

For  I  have  heard  him  fay  a  thoufand  times, 
His  Julia  gave  it  him  at  his  Departure: 

Tho5  his  falfe  Finger  hath  prophan'd  the  Ring, 
Mine  fhall  cot  do  his  Julia  fo  much  Wrong. 

Jul.  She  thanks  you. 

SiL  What  fay 'ft  thou? 
Jul.  I  thank  you,  Madam,  that  you  tender  her; 

Poor  Gentlewoman,  my  Mafter  wrongs  her  much. 
SiL  Doft  thou  know  her  ? 

Jul.  Almoft  as  well  as  I  do  know  my  felf. 
To  think  upon  her  Woes,  I  do  proteft, 
That  I  have  wept  an  hundred  feveral  times. 

SH.  Belike  fhe  thinks  that  Prothem  hath  forfook  her. 

Jul.  I  think  lhe  doth;  and  that's  her  caufe  of  Sorrow. 
SiL  Is  me  not  parting  fair? 
Jul.  She  hath  been  fairer,  Madam,  than  the  is; 

When  fhe  did  think  my  Mafter  lov'd  her  well, 
She,  in  my  Judgment,  was  as  fair  as  you. 
But  fince  (lie  did  neglect  her  Looking- Glafs, 
And  threw  her  Sun-expelling  Mask  away, 

The  Air  hath  ftarv'd  the  Rofes  in  her  Cheeks, 
And  pinch'd  the  Lilly-Tincture  of  her  Face, That  now  (he  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

SiL  How  tall  was  (he? 

Jul.  About  my  Stature:  For  at  Tentkofl^ 
When  all  our  Pageants  of  Delight  were  plaid, 

Our  Youth  got  me  to  play  the  Woman's  Part, And 
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And  I  was  trim'd  in  Madam  Julia's  Gown, 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  Mens  Judgment?, 
As  if  the  Garment  had  been  made  for  me ; 

Therefore  I  know  fhe  is  about  my  height. 
And  at  that  time  I  made  her  weep  agood, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  Part. 

Madam,  'twas  Ariadne  paffioning 
For  J  he  fens  Perjury,  and  unjuft  Flight; 
Which  I  fo  lively  acted  with  my  Tears,  \ 
That  my  poor  Miftrefs,  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly  ;  and  would  I  might  be  dead, 
If  I  in  Thought  felt  not  her  very  Sorrdw. 

SiL  She  is  beholding  to  thee,  gentle  Youth. 
Alas,  poor  Lady!  defolate  and  left; 
I  weep  my  felf  to  think  upon  thy  Words. 
Here  Youth,  there  is  a  Purfe;  I  give  thee  this 

For  thy  fweet  Miftrefs  fake,  becaufe  thou  lov'ft  her: 
Farewel.  [Exit  Silvia. 

Jul.  And  me  (hall  thank  youfor'r,if  e'er  you  know  her. 
A  virtuous  Gentlewoman,  mild  and  beautiful. 

I  hope  my  Mafter's  Suit  will  be  but  cold, 
Since  fhe  refpects  my  Miftrefs  Love  fo  much. 
Alas!  how  Love  can  trifle  with  it  felf! 
Here  is  her  Picture;  let  me  fee;  I  think, 
If  I  had  fuch  a  Tire,  this  Face  of  mine 

Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers. 

And  yet  the  Painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unlefs  I  flatter  with  my  felf  too  much. 
Her  Hair  is  Auburn,  mine  is  perfect  Yellow. 
If  that  be  all  the  Difference  in  his  Love, 

I'll  get  me  fuch  a  colour'd  Perriwig. 
Her  Eyes  are  grey  as  Grafs,  and  fo  are  mine; 

Ay,  but  her  Forehead's  low,  and  mine's  as  high. 
What  mould  it  be  that  he  refpects  in  her, 
But  I  can  make  refpective  in  my  felf, 
If  this  fond  Love  were  not  a  blinded  God? 

Come,  Shadow,  come,  and  take  this  Shadow  up; 

For  'tis  thy  Rival.    O  thou  fenfelefs  Form, 
Thou  (halt  be  worfhip'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd  and  ador'd; 
And  were  there  Senfe  in  this  Idolatry, 
My  Subftance  fhould  be  Statue  in  thy  flead. 

I  %  I'll 
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I'll  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  Miftrefs  fake, 
That  us'd  me  fo;  or  elfc,  by  Jove  I  vow, 
I  mould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  unfeeing  Eyes, 
To  make  my  Matter  out  of  Love  with  thee.  \Exit. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Eglamour. 

Egtt~T*  H  E  Sun  begins  to  gild  the  Weftern  Sky, 
X     And  now  it  is  about  the  very  Hour 

That  Silvia,  at  Friar  Patricks  Cell,  mould  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail;  for  Lovers  break  not  Hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time; 

So  much  they  fpur  their  Expedition. 
See  where  £he  comes.    Lady,  a  happy  Evening. 

Enter  Silvia. 

Sil.  Amen^  Amen :    Go  on,  good  Eglamour ■, 
Out  at  the  Poflern  by  the  Abby-wall; 
I  fear  I  am  attended  by  fome  Spies. 

EgL  Fear  not;  the  Fore  ft  is  not  three  Leagues  off; 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Thurio,  Protheus  and  Julia. 

Thu.  Sir  Protheus,    what  fays  Silvia  to  my  Suit? 
Pro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  find  her  milder  than  (he  was, 

And  yet  me  takes  Exceptions  at  your  Perfon. 
Thu.  What,  that  my  Leg  is  too  long? 
Pro.  No;  that  it  is  too  little. 

Thu.  I'll  wear  a  Boot  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder. 

Pro.  But  Love  will  not  be  fpurr'd  to  what  it  loatlr. 
Thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  Face? 
Pro..  She  fays  it  is  a  fair  one. 
Thu.  Nay,  then  the  Wanton  lies;  my  Face  is  black. 
Pro.  But  Pearls  are  fair;  and  the  old  Saying  is, 

Black  Men  are  Pearls  in  beauteous  Ladies  Eyes. 

Jul.  'Tis  true,  fuch  Pearls  as  put  out  Ladies  Eyes; 
For 
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For  I  had  rather  wink  than  look  on  them.  \Afidc. 

Tint.  How  likes  flie  my  Difcourfe? 
Pro.  Ill,  when  they  talk  of  War, 

But  well  when  I  difcour'fe  of  Love  and  Peace. 
Jul.  But  better  indeed  when  you  hold  your  Peace. 
Thu.  What  fays,  (lie  to  my  Valour? 
Pro.  Oh,  Sir,   (lie  mskcs  no  doubt  of  that. 
Jul.   She  needs  not,  when  (he  knows  it  Cowardife. 

7hu.  What  fays  (lie  to  my  Birth? 

Pro.   That  you  are  well  deriv'd. 
JaL  True;  from  a  Gentleman  to  a  Fool. 
Thu.  Confiders  (he  my  Poffeflions  ? 

Pro.  Oh,  ay,  and  pities  them. 
Thu,  Wherefore  ? 

JhL  That  fuch  an  Afs  fliould  owe  them. 
Pro.  That  they  are  out  by  Leafe. 
Jul.  Here  comes  the  Duke. 

Enter  Duke. 

T)uke.   How  now,  Sir  Prothem  ?  how  now,  Thttrio  ? 

Which  of  you  faw  Sir  Eglamottr  of  late  ? 
Thu.  Not  I. 
Pro.   Not  I. 

Duke.  Saw  you  my  Daughter  ? 
Pro.   Neither. 

Duke.  Why  then 
Sh/s  fled  unto  (h.  Pefant  Valentine ; 

Ard  Eglamour  is  in  her  Company : 

*Tis  true ;  for  Friar  Laurence  met  them  both, 

As  he,  in  Penance,  wander'd  through  the  Foreft: 
Him  he  knew  well,   and  gueft  that  it  was  fhe; 

Bur  being  mask'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it. 
Bcfides,  fhe  did  intend  Confeflfion 
At  Patrick^  Cell  this  Even,  and  there  (lie  was  not: 
Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  Flight  from  hence. 
Therefore  I  pray  you  ftand  not  to  difcourfe, 
But  mount  you  prefently,  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  Rifing  of  the  Mountain  Foot 
That  leads  toward  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled. 
Difpatch,  fweet  Gentlemen,  and  follow  me.       [Exit  Duke. 

Thu.  Why  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevifh  GirJ. 
That  flies  her  Fortune  where  it  follows  her : 

i  3  m 
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I'll  after,  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  EgUmour, Than  for  the  Love  of  wrecklefs  Silvia. 
Pro.  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvias  Love, 

Than  Hate  of  Eglamour  that  goes  with  her. 
JhI.  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofs  that  Love, 

Than  Hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  Love.  \_Exeuntm 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Silvia  and  Out-laws. 

i  Out*  Come,  come,  be  patient; 
We  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain. 

Sil.  A  thoufand  more  Mifchances  than  this  one 

Have  learn 'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 
2  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away. 
i  Out.  Where  is  the  Gentleman  that  was  with  her  ? 

3  Out.  Being  nimble  footed,  he  hath  out-run  us; 
But  Mojfes  and  Valerius  follow  him. 
Go  thou  with  her  to  the  Weft  end  of  the  Wood, 

There  is  our  Captain  :  We'll  follow  him  that's  fled. 
The  Thicket  is  befct,  he  cannot  Tcape. 

i   Out.  Come,  I  mull:  bring  you  to  our  Captain's  Cave. 
Fear  not;  he  bears  an  honourable  Mind, 
And  will  not  ufe  a  Woman  lawlefly. 

SiL  O  Valentine  I  this  I  endure  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  How  Ufe  doth  breed  a  Habit  in  a  Man  / 

This  madowy  Defart,  unfrequented  Woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourifhing  peopled  Towns. 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any, 

And  to  the  Nightingale's  complaining  Notes 
Tune  my  DiftrefTes,  and  record  my  Woes, 
O  thou  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  Breaft, 
Leave  not  the  Manfion  fo  long  Tenantlefs, 
Left,  growing  ruinous,  the  Building  fall, 
And  leave  no  Memory  of  what  it  was. 
Repair  me  with  thy  Prefence,  Silvia; 
Thou  gentle  Nymph,  cherifh  thy  forlorn  Swain. 
What  Hollowing,  and  what  Stir  is  this  to  Day  ? 
Thefe  are  my  Mates/that  make  their  Wills  their  Lawi 

Have 
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Have  fome  unhappy  PafTcnger  in  chafe. 
They  love  me  well,  yet  I  have  much  to  do 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  Outrages. 

Withdraw  thee,  Valentine:  Who's  this  comes  here? 
Enter  Protheus,  Silvia  and  Julia. 

Pro.  Madam,  this  Service  have  I  done  for  you, 

Tho'  you  refpect  not  ought  your  Servant  doth, 
To  hazard  Life,  and  refcue  you  from  him 

That  wou'd  have  forced  your  Honour  and  your  Love, 
Vouchfafe  me  for  my  M:ed  but  one  fair  Look, 

A  ("mailer  Boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
And  lefs  than  this  I  am  fure  you  cannot  give. 

VUL  How  like  a  Dream  is  this?  I  fee  and  hear: 

Love,  lend  me  Patience  to  forbear  a  while. 
SiL  O  rnifcrable  unhappy  that  I  am! 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you,  Madam,  e'er  I  came; 
But  by  my  coming  I  have  made  you  happy, 

SiL  By  thy  Approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moft  unhappy. 
Jul.  And  me, when  he  approacheth  to  your Prefence.  \Jffide. 
SiL  Had  I  been  f.ized  by  a  hungry  Lion, 

I  would  have  been  a  Breakfaft  to  the  Bead, 
Rather  than  hive  falfe  Protheus  refcue  me. 

Oh  Heav'n  be  Judge  how  I  love  Valentine-% 
Whofe  Life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  Soul; 
And  full  as  m  ich,  for  more  there  cannot  be, 

I  do  deteft  falfe  petjur'd  Protheus; 
Therefore  be  gone,  foliicit  me  no  more. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  Action,  flood  it  next  to  Death, 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  Look  ? 

Oh,  'tis  the  Curfe  in  Love,  and  Hill  approv'd, 
When  Women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

SiL  When  Protheus  cannot  love  where  he's  belov'd. 
Read  over  Julias  Heart,  thy  fir  ft  beft  Love, 
For  whofe  dear  Sake  thou  didft  then  rend  thy  Faith 
Into  a  thoufand  Oaths;  and  all  thofe  Oaths 

D:fcended  into  Perjury  to  deceive  me. 

Thou  haft  no  Faith  left  now,  urlefs  thou'dft  two, 
And  that's  far  worfe  than  none :  Better  have  none 
Than  plural  Faith,  which  is  too  much  by  one; 
Thou  Counterfeit  to  thy  true  Friend. 

Pro.  In  Love, 

Who  refpe&s  Friend?  I  4  SiL 
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Sil.  All  Men  but  Protheus. 

Pro.  Nay,  if  the  gentle  Spirit  of  moving  Words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  Form ; 

I'll  move  you  like  a  Soldier,  at  Anns  end, 
And  love  you  'gainft  the  Nature  of  Love;  force  yc. 

Sil.  OhHeav'n! 

Pro.  I'll  force  thee  yield  to  my  Deilre. 
VaL  Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  Touch, 

Thou  Friend  of  an  ill  Faihion. 
Pro.  Valentine  I 

VaL  Thou  common  Friend,  that's  without  Faith  or  Love ; 
For  luch  is  a  Friend  now :  Tho',  treacherous  Man, 
Thou  haft  beguil'd  my  Hopes;  nought  but  mine  Eye 
Could  have  perfuaded  me,    Now  I  dare  not  fay 
I  have  one  Friend  alive;  thou  wouldfl:  difprove  me: 
Who  mould  be  trufled  now,  when  ones  right  Hand 

Is  perjur'd  to  the  Boiom?  Protheus, 
I  am  lorry  I  muft  never  truft  thee  more, 
But  count  the  World  a  Stranger  for  thy  fake. 
The  private  Wound  is  dcepe/t.   Oh  time,  mod  accurft; 

'Mongft  all  Foes,  that  a  Friend  mould  be  the  worft ! 
Pro.  My  Shame  and  Guilt  confound  me: 

Forgive  me,  Valentine \   if  hearty  Sorrow 
Be  a  fufficient  Ranfom  for  Offence, 

I  tender  there;  I  do  as  truly  fufFer 
A    e'er  I  did  commir. 

VaL  Then  am  I  paid; 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honeft. 

Wh  >  by  Repentance  is  not  fatisfy'd, 
Is  nor  of  Heav'n  nor  Earth,  for  thefe  are  pleas 'd; 
By  Penitence  th'  Eternal's  Wrath's  appeas'd. 
And  that  my  Love  may  appear  plain  and  free, 
AH  that  was  mine  in  Silvia,  I  give  thee. 

Jul.  Oh  me  unhippy  ! 
Pro.  Look  to  the  Boy. 
Vd.  Why,  Boy  ? 

V/hy  Wag,  how  now?  what's  the  Matter?  look  up;  fpeat. 
Jul.  O  good  Sir,  my  Mafter  charg'd  me  to  deliver  a  Ring 

to  Madam  Silvia,  which,  out  of  my  neglect,  was  never  done. 
Pro.  Where  is  that  Ring,  Boy? 

Jul.  Here  'tis :  This  is  it. 
Pro.  How?  Let  me  fee:  Why; 
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Why,  this  is  the  Ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 
Jul.  Oh,  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  I  have  miftook; 

This  is  the  Ring  you  fent  to  Silvia. 

Pro.  But  how  cam'ft  thou  by  this  Ring?  At  my  Depart 
I  gave  this  unto  Julia. 

Jul.  And  Julia  her  (elf  did  give  it  me. 
And  Julia  her  felf  bath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  How,  Julia? 
Jul.  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  Oaths, 

And  entertain'd  'em  deeply  in  her  Heart: 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  Perjury  cleft  the  Root  ? 
Oh  Protheus,  let  this  Habit  make  thee  blufli ! 
Be  thou  afharrfd  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodeft  Rayment.    If  Shame  live 
In  a  Difguife  of  Love, 
It  is  the  lelTer  Blot  Modefty  finds, 
Women  to  change  their  Shapes,  than  Men  their  Minds. 

Pro.  Than  Men  their  Minds?    Tis  true,  oh  Heav'n,  were 
Man  but  conftant,  he  were  perfect;  that  one  Error 

Fills  him  with  Faults,  makes  him  run  through  all  th'Sins: 
Inconftancy  falls  off  e'er  it  begins. 
What  is  in  Silvia^  Face,  but  I  may  fpy 
More  frefli  in  Julia's  with  a  conftant  Eye? 

Vtl.  Come,  come;  a  Hand  from  either: 
Let  me  be  bleft  to  m?ke  this  happy  Clofe; 

'Twere  pity  two  fuch  Friends  mould  be  long  Foes, 
Pro.  Bear  Witnefs,  Heav'n,  I  have  my  Wiih  for  ever. 
JhL  And  I  mine. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio  and  Out-laws. 
Out.  A  Prize,  a  Prize,  a  Prize. 
Val.  Forbear,  forbear,  I  fay:  It  is  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Your  Grace  is  Welcome  to  a  Man  difgfae'd, Ban  i  fried  Valentine. 
Duke.  Sir  Valentine? 

Thu.  Yonder  is  Silvia :  And  Silvia's  mine. 
Val.  Thurio,  give  back;  or  elfe  embrace  thy  Death: 

Come  not  within  the  meafure  of  my  Wrath. 
Do  not  mme  Silvia  thine;  if  once  again, 
Verona  fhall  not  hold  thee.   Herefhe  ftands, 
Take  but  PofTeflion  of  her  with  a  Touch  ; 

I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  Love. 
Thn.  Sir 
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Thu.  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I. 

I  hold  him  but  a  Fool  that  will  endanger 
His  Body  for  a  Girl  that  loves  him  not : 
I  claim  her  not;  and  therefore  fhe  is  thine. 

Duke.  The  more  degenerate  and  bafe  art  thou, 
To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done, 
And  leave  her  on  fuch  (light  Conditions. 
Now,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  Spirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  Emprefs  Love: 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  Griefs, 
Cancel  all  Grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again, 

Plead  a  new  State  in  thy  arrival'd  Merit, 
To  which  I  thus  fubfcribe:  Sir  Valentine, 

Thou  art  a  Gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd, 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  deferv'd  her. 

Val.  I  thank  your  Grace;  the  Gift  hath  made  me  happy. 

I  now  befeech  you,  for  your  Daughter's  fake, 
To  grant  one  Boon  that  I  mail  ask  of  you. 

J) tike.  I  grant  it  for  thine  own,  whatever  it  be. 
Val.  Thefe  baniQYd  Men  that  I  have  kept  wiciial, 

Are  Men  endu'd  with  worthy  Qualities: 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  them  be  recalFd  from  their  Exile. 

They  are  reformed,  civil,  full  of  good, 
And  fit  for  great  Imployment,  worthy  Lord. 

Duke.  Thou  haft  prevail'd,  I  pardon  them  and  thee; 
Difpofe  of  them  as  thou  know'ft  their  Deferts. 
Come,  let  us  go;  we  will  include  all  Jars 
With  Triumphs,  Mirth,  and  all  Solemnity. 

Val.  And  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  our  Difcourfe  to  make  your  Grace  to  fmi!e. 
What  think  you  of  this  Page,  my  Lord  ? 

Duke.  I  think  the  Boy  hath  Grace  in  him,  he  blufhes. 
Val.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  more  Grace  than  Boy, 
Duke.  What  mean  you  by  that  Saying? 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  I'll  tell  you  as  we  pafs  along, 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned. 

Come  Protheus,  'tis  your  Penance  but  to  hear 
The  Story  of  your  Loves  difcovered : 
That  done,  our  Day  of  Marriage  mall  be  yours, 
One  Feaft,  one  Houfe,  one  mutual  Happinefs.        [Exeunt? 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

SI  R  John  Falfta
ff. 

Fenton,  a  young  Gentleman  of  [mall  Fortune^ 
in  Love  with  Mrs.  Anne  Page. 

Shallow,  a  Country  Juftice. 

Slender ,  Coufinto  Shallow, a  foolifhCotintry  Squire. 
Mr.  Page,  V        ̂      , 

Mr  Ford    \  two  Gentlemen,  dwelling  at  Windfor. 

Sir  Hugh  Evans,  a  Welch  Tar/on. 

Dr.  Caius,  a  French  "Doctor. 
Hoft  of  the  Garter,  a  merry  talking  Fellow. 

Bardolph,  -"> 
Piftol,         ̂ Sharpers  attending  on  Falftaff. 
Nym,         *> 
Robin,  Tage  to  FaMaff. 

William  Page,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Mr.  Page. 
Simple,  Servant  to  Slender. 

Rugby,  Servant  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  Page,  Wife  to  Mr.  Page. 
Mrs.  Ford,  Wife  to  Mr.  Ford. 

Mrs.  Anne  Page,  'Daughter  to  Mr.  Page,  in  Love with  Fenton. 

Mrs.  Quickly,  Servant  to  'Dr.  Caius. 

Servants  to  Page,  Ford,  &c. 

SCENE  Windfor. 

THE 
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ACTI.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Juftice  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Sir  Hugh 
Evans. 

SHALLOW. 

IR  Hugh,  perfuade  me  not;  I  will  make  a 
Star-Chamber  Matter  of  it :  If  he  were  twen- 

ty Sir  John  Falfiaffsy  he  ill  all  not  abufe  Ro- 
bert Shallow,  Efq; 

Slen.  In  the  County  of  Glocefler,  Juftice 
of  Peace,  and  Coram, 

Shut.  Ay,   Coufin  Slender,  and  Cufialorum. 
Slen.  Ay,  and  Rat o- lor urn  too;    and  a  Gentleman  born, 

Mafter  Parfon,  who  writes  himfelf  Armigero,  in  any   Bill, 
Warrant,  Quittance,  or  Obligation,  Armigero. 

ShaL  Ay  that  I  do,  and  have  done  any  time  thefe  three 
hundred  Years. 

Slen.  All  his  SuccclTors,   gone  before  him,  have  don't; 
and  all  his  Anceftors,  that  come  after  him,  may;  they  may 
give  the  dozen  white  Luces  in  their  Coat. 

ShaL  It  is  an  old  Coat. 
Eva.  The  dozen  white  Lowfes  do  become  an  old  Coat 

well;  it  agrees  well  PafTant;  it  is  a  familiar  Beaft  to  Man, 
and  iignifies  Love. 

ShaL  The  Luce  is  the  Freflvfifn,  the  Sak-fifh  is  an  old 
Coat. 

SUn*. 
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Slen.  I  may  quarter,  Coz. 
ShaL  You  may,  by  marrying. 
Eva.  It  is  marring  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 
ShaL  Not  a  whit. 

Eva.  Yes  per-lady;  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your  Coat, 
there  is  but  three  Skirts  for  your  felf,  in  my  fimple  Con- 

jectures; but  that  is  all  one :  If  Sir  John  Faljlajfhwe  com- 
mitted  Difparagements  unto  you,  I  am  of  the  Church,  and 
will  be  glad  to  do  my  Benevolence,  to  make  Atonements 
and  Compremifes  between  you. 

ShaL  The  Council  mall  hear  it;  it  is  a  Riot. 
Eva.  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  of  a  Riot ;  there 

is  no  Fear  of  Got  in  a  Riot :  The  Council,  look  you,  fhall 
defire  to  hear  the  Fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a  Riot;  take 

you  viza-ments  in  that. 

ShaL  Ha;  o' my  Life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the  Sword fhould  end  it. 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  Friends  is  the  Sword,  and  end  it ; 
and  there  is  alfo  another  Device  in  my  Prain,  which  perad- 
venture  prings  good  Difcretions  with  it :  There  is  Anne  Page, 
which  is  Daughter  to  Matter  Thomas  Page,  which  is  pretty 
Virginity. 

Slen.  Mi&refs  Anne  Page  ?  (he  has  brown  Hair,  andfpeaks 
like  a  Woman. 

Eva.  It  is  that  ferry  Perfon  for  all  the  Orld,  as  juft  as 
you  will  defire ;  and  feven  hundred  Pounds  of  Monies,  and 
Gold,  and  Silver,  is  her  Grand-fire  upon  his  Deaths-bed 
(Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  Refurre<5Hons)  give,  when  (he  is  a- 
ble  to  overtake  feventeen  Years  old:  It  were  a  good  Mo- 

tion, if  we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a 
Marriage  between  M  after  Abraham,  and  Miftrefs  Anne 

Page. 
Slen.  Did  her  Grand-fire  leave  her  feven  hundred  Pound? 

Eva.  Ay,  and  her  Father  is  make  her  a  petter  Penny. 
Slen.  I  know  the  young  Gentlewoman;  fhe  has  good 

Gifts. 

Eva.  Seven   hundred  Pounds,    and   poflibility   is   goot 

ShaL  Well;     let  us  fee  honeft  Mr.  Page:    Is  Falfiaf 
there  ? 

Eva. 
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Eva,  Shall  I  tell  you  a  Lie?  I  do  defpife  a  Liar  as  I  do 

defpife  one  that  is  falfe;  or  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not  true. 
The  Knight,  Sir  John,  is  there;  and  I  befeech  you  be  ruled 
by  your  Well-wifhers.  I  will  peat  the  Door  [Knocks]  for 
Rafter  Page.     Whathoa?  Got  blefs  your  Houfe  here. 

Enter  Mr,  Page. 

Page.  Who's  there? 
Eva.  Here  is  Got's  pie  fling,  and  your  Friend,  and  Ja- 

ftice  Shallow  ;  and  here's  young  Mafter  Slender;  that  per- 
adventures  fhall  tell  you  another  Tale,  if  matters  grow  to 
your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worship's  well :  I  thank  you 
for  my  Venifon,  Mafter  Shallow, 

ShaL  Mafter  Page>  I  am  glad  to  fee  you ;  much  good  do 
it  your  good  Heart:  I  wiflid  your  Venifon  better;  it  was 

ill  kill'd.  How  doth  good  Miftrefs  Page?  And  I  thank  you 
always  with  my  Heart,  la ;  with  my  Heart. 

Page.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
ShaL  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no  I  do. 
Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  Mafter  Slender. 

Slen.  How  do's  your  fallow  Greyhound,  Sir?  I  heard 
fay,  he  was  out-run  on  Cotfale. 

Page.  It  could  not  be  judg'd,  Sir. 
Slen.  You'll  not  conftfs,  you'll  not  confefs. 
ShaL  That  he  will  not,  'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your  fault;  'tis 

a  good  Dog. 
Page.  A  Cur,  Sir. 

ShaL  Sir,  he's  a  good  Dog,  and  a  fair  Dog;  can  there 
be  more  faid  ?  He  is  good  and  fair.  Is  Sir  John  Falftajf 
here  ? 

Page.  Sir,  he  is  within;  and  I  would  I  could  do  a  good 
Office  between  you. 

Eva.  It  is  fpoke  as  a  Chriftians  ought  to  fpeak. 

ShaL  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  Mafter  Page. 
Page.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confefs  it. 

ShaL  If  it  be  confefs'd,  it  is  not  redrefs'd;  is  not  that  fo9 

Mr.  Page\  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  indeed  he  hath,  at  a  word 
he  hath,  believe  me,  Robert  Shallow y  Efquire,  faith,  he  is 

wrong'd. 
Paget  Here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  John  FalftafT,   Bardolph,  Nym  and  Piftol. 

Fal.  Now,  Mafter  Shallow,  you'll  complain  of  me  to  the King? 

Shal.  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  Men,  kill'd  my  Deer, 
and  broke  open  my  Lodge. 

Fal.  But  not  kifs'd  your  Keeper's  Daughter. 
Shal.  Tut,  a  pin  ;  this  fhall  be  anfwer'd. 
Fal.  I  will  anfwcr  it  ftraight:  I  have  done  all  this. 

That  is  now  anfwer'd. 
Shal.  The  Council  fhall  know  this. 

Fal.  'Twere  better  for  you  if  it  were  known  in  Council  j 
You'll  be  laugh'd  at. 

Eva.  Vauca  verba,  Sir  John,  good  Worts. 
Fal.  Good  Worts?  Good  Cabage.  Slender,  I  broke  your 

Head:  What  Matter  have  you  againft  me? 
Slen.  Marry  Sir,  I  have  Matter  in  my  Head  againft  you, 

and  againft  your  Cony-catching  Rafcals,  Bardolph,  Nym 
and  Piftol. 

Bar.  You  Banbury  Cheefe. 
Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 
Tift.  How  now,  Mephoftophilusl 
Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I  fay,  pauca,  pauca :  Slice,  that's  my  Hu- mour. 

Slen.  Where's  Simple,  my  Man  ?  Can  you  tell,  Coufin  ? 
Eva.  Peace,  I  pray  you:  Now  let  us  underftand;  there 

is  three  Umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand;  that  is, 
Matter  Page,  fidelicet,  Mafter  Page;  and  there  is  my  fe\f,fide- 
licet,  my  felf;  and  the  three  Party  is,  laftly,  and  finally, 
mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Page.  We  three  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  them. 
Eva.  Ferry  goot;  I  will  make  aPrief  of  it  in  my  Note- 

book, and  we  will  afterwards  orke  upon  the  Caufe  with  as 
great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.  Piftol. 
Pift.  He  hears  with  Ear?. 
Eva.  The  Tevil  and  his  Tarn;  what  Phrafe  is  this,  he 

hears  with  Ear?  Why,  it  is  Affectations. 

Fal.  Piftol,  did  you  pick  Mr.  Slender*s  Purfe  ? 
Slen.  Ay,  by  thefe  Gloves  did  he,  or  I  would  I  might  ne- 

ver come  in  mine  own  great  Chamber  again  dfe,  of  kven 
Groats 
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Groats  in  Mill-fixpences,  and  two  Edward  Shovelhoards, 
that  coft  me  two  Shilling  and  two  Pence  a  piece,  of  Teak 
Miller;  by  thefe  Gloves, 

FaL  Is  this  true,  Piflol? 

Eva.  No;  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a  Pick-purfe. 
Pi(l.  Ha,  thou  Mountain  Foreigner:  Sir  John,  and  Ma- 

tter mine,  I  combate  Challenge  of  this  Latin  Bilboe :  Word 
of  Denial  in  thy  Labras  here;  word  of  Denial;  Froth  and 

Scum,  thou  ly'tt. 
Slen.  By  thefe  Gloves,  then  'twas  he. 
Njm.  Be  advis'd,  Sir,  and  pafs  good  Humours:  I  will  fay 

marry  trap  with  you,  if  you  run  the  Nut-hooks  Humour 
on  me;  this  is  the  very  Note  of  it. 

Slen.  By  that  Hat,  then  he  in  the  red  Face  had  it;  for  tho* 
I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made  me  drunk, 
yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  Afs. 

FaL  What  fay  you,  Scarlet  and  John  f 
Bard.  Why,  Sir,  for  my  part,  I  fay,  the  Gentleman  had 

drunk  himf  lfout  of  his  five  Sentences. 

Eva.  It  is  his  five  Senfes:  Fie,  what  the  Ignorance  is! 

Bard.  And  being  fap,  Sir,  was,  as  they  fay,  cafhier'd  ; 
and  fo  Conclusions  paft  theCar-eires.  \ 

Slen.  Ay,  you  fpake  in  Latin  then  too;  but 'tis  no  matter ; 
I'll  ne'er  be  drunk  whil'ft  I  live  again,  but  in  honett,  civil, 
godly  Company  for  this  Trick:  If  I  be  drunk,  I'll  be  drunk 
withthofe  that  have  the  Fear  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken 
Knaves. 

Eva.  So  Got  udg  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  Mind. 

FaL  You  hear  all  thefe  Matters  deny'd,  Gentlemen,  you hear  it. 

Enter  Miflrefs  Anne  Page,  with  Wine. 

Page.  Nay,  Daughter,  carry  the  Wine  in ;  we'll  drink within. 

Slen.  Oh  Heav'n!  this  is  Miflrefs  Anne  Page* 
Enter  Miflrefs  Ford  and  Miflrefs  Page. 

Page.  How  now  Miflrefs  Ford  ? 
FaL  Miflrefs  Ford,  by  my  Truth  you  are  very  well  met; 

by  your  leave,  good  Miflrefs. 
Page.  Wife,  bid  thefe  Gentlemen  Welcome :  Come, 

we  have  a  hot  Venifon  Pafly  to  Dinner;  Come,  Gentlemen, 
I  hope  we  fhall  drink  down  all  Unkindnefs.  [Ex.  Fal.  Page,  &c. 
Vol.  I.  K  Manent 
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Manent  Shallow,  Evans  and  Slender. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  than  forty  Shillings,  I  had  my  Book 
of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here. 

Enter  Simple. 

How  now,  Simple,  where  have  you   been  ?   I   muft  wait 
on  my  felf,  mull:  I  ?  You  have  not  the  Book  of  Riddles  a- 
bout  you,  have  you? 

Simp.  Book  of  Riddles !  Why,  did  you  not  lend  it  to  Alice 
Short -cake  upon  Alhollowmas  laft,  a  Fortnight  afore  Micha- 
elmas. 

Shal.  Come  Coz,  come  Coz;  we  ftay  for  you:  A  word 

with  you  Coz:  Marry  this,  Coz,  there  is,  as  'twere,  a  Ten- 
der, a  kind  of  Tender,  made  afar  off  by  Sir  Hugh  here:  Do 

you  underftand  me? 
Slen.  Ay  Sir,  you  Hi  all  find  me  reafonable:  If  it  be  fo,  I 

fliali  do  that  is  Reafon. 

Shal..  "Nay,  but  underftand  me. Slen.  So  I  do,  Sir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  Motions,  Mr.  Slender:  I  will  de- 
fcription  the  Matter  to  you,  if  you  be  Capacity  of  it. 

Slen.  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  Coufin  Shallow  fays:  I  pray 

you  pardon  me;  he's  a  Juftice  of  Peace  in  his  Country, 
ample  tho'  I  ftand  here. 

Eva.  But  that  is  not  the  Queftion :  The  Queftion  is  con- 
cerning your  Marriage. 

Shal.  Ay,  there's  the  point,  Sir. 
Eva.  Marry  is  it ;  the  very  point  of  it,  to  Mrs.  Anne 

Page. 
Slen.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  marry  her  upon  any  rea- 

fonable Demands.     - 

Eva.  But  can  you  affection  the  'oman?  Let  us  com- 
mand to  know  that  of  your  Mouth,  or  of  your  Lips:  For 

divers  PhiJofbphers  hold,  that  the  Lips  is  Parcel  of  the 
Mouth:  Therefore  precifely,  can  you  marry  your  good 
Will  to  the  Maid? 

Shal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her? 
Slen.  I  hope,  Sir;  I  will  do  as  it  (hall  become  one  that 

would  do  Reafon. 

Eva.  Nay,  Got's  Lords  and  his  Ladies,  you  muft  fpeak 
poffitable,  if  you  can  carre-her  your  Defires  towards  her. 

Shal. 
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ShaL  That  you  muft : 

Will  you,  upon  good  Dowry,  marry  her  ? 
Slen.  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that  upon  your  Re- 

queft,  Coufin,  in  any  Reafon. 
ShaL  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  fweet  Coz,  what 

I  do  is  to  pleafure  you,  Coz:  Can  you  love  the  Maid? 
Slot.  I  will  marry  her,  Sir,  at  your  Requefl :  But  if  there 

be  no  great  Love  in  the  beginning,  yet  Heav'n  may  de- 
creafe  it  upon  better  Acquaintance,  when  we  are  marry 'd, 
and  have  more  occafion  to  know  one  another;  I  hope  upon 
Familiarity  will  grow  more  Content :  But  if  you  fay,  marry 
her,  I  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  diflblved,  and  diflb- 
lutely. 

Eva.  It  is  a  ferry  difcretion  Anfwer;  fave  the  fall  is  in 

th'Ord  difToIutcly:  The  Ortis,  according  to  our  meaning, 
refolutely;  his  meaning  is  good. 

ShaL  Ay,  I  think  my  Coufin  meant  well. 

Slen.  Ay,  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hang',  la. 
Enter  Miftrefs  Anne  Page. 

ShaL  Here  comes  fair  Miftrefs  Annex  Would  I  were 

Young  for  your  fake,  Miftrefs  Anne. 
Anne.  The  Dinner  is  on  the  Table ;  my  Father  defires 

your  Worship's  Company. ShaL  I  will  waif  on  him,  fair  Miftrefs  Anne. 

Eva.  Od's  plcffed  Will,  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
Grace.  \Ex.  Shallow  and,  Evans. 

Anne.  Will't  pleafe  your  Worfhip  to  come  in,  Sir? 
Slen.  No,  I  thank  you  Forfooth  heartily;  I  am  very  well. 
Anne.  The  Dinner  attends  you,  Sir. 

Slen.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you  Forfooth:  Go  Sir- 
rah, for  all  you  are  my  Man,  go  wait  upon  my  Coufin  ShaU 

low;  a  Juftice  of  Peace  fometime  may  be  beholding  to  his 

Friend  for  a  Man.  I  keep  but  three  Men  and  a  Boy  yet,  'till 
my  Mother  be  dead ;  but  what  though,  yet  I  live  a  poor 
Gentleman  born. 

Anne.  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  Worlhip;  they  will 

not  fit  'till  you  come. 
Slen.  I'faith,  I'll  eat  nothing;  I  thank  you  as  much  as 

though  I  did. 

K  1  Anne. 
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Anne.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  walk  in. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  walk  here,  I  thank  you:  I  bruis'd  my 
Shin  th*  other  Day,  with  p'aying  at  Sword  and  Dagger 
with  a  Mafter  of  Fence,  three  Veneys  for  a  Diih  of  ftew'd 
Prunes,  and  by  my  troth  I  cannot  abide  the  (mell  of  hot 
Meat  fince.  Why  do  your  Dogs  bark  fo?  be  there  Bears 
i'th'  Town? 

Anne.  I  think  there  are,  Sir,  I  heard  them  talk'd  of. 
Slen.  I  love  the  Sport  well,  but  I  mail  as  foon  quarrel  at 

it  as  any  Man  in  England,  You  are  afraid  if  you  fee  the 
Bear  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 

Anne.  Ay  indeed,  Sir. 

Slen.  That's  Meat  and  Drink  to  me  now ;  I  have  feen 
Sackerjon  loofe  twenty  times,  and  have  taken  him  by  the 

Chain;  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  Women  have  fo  cry'd  and 
fhriekt  at  it,  that  it  paft  :  But  Women  indeed  cannot  abide 

'em,  they  are  very  ill-favour'd  rough  things. Enter  Air.  Pace. 

Page.  Come,  gentle  Mr.  Slender,  come;   we  flay  for  you. 
Slen.  Til  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
Page.  By  Cock  and  Pye  you  mall  not  chufe,  Sir; 

come,  come. 

Slen.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  Way. 
Page.  Come  on,  Sir. 
Slen.  Miftrefs  Anne,  your  felf  mall  go  firft. 
Anne.  Not  I,  Sir,  pray  you  keep  on. 
Slen.  Truly  I  will  not  go  firft,  truly-la:  I  will  not  do 

you  that  wrong. 
Anne.  I  pray  you,  Sir. 

Slen.  I'll  rather  be  unmannerly  than  troublefome;  you  do 
your  felf  wrong,  indeed-la.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Evans  and   Simple. 

Eva.  Go  your  ways,  and  ask  of  Doctor  Cains  Houfe 
which  is  the  Way ;  and  there  dwells  one  Miftrefs  Quickly* 
which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  Nurfe,  or  his  dry  Nurfe,  or 
his  Cook,  or  his  Laundry,  his  Warner,  and  his  Ringer. 

Simp.  Well,  Sir. Eva. 
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Eva.  Nay,  it  is  petter  yet;  give  her  this  Letter;  for  it  is  a 

'oman  that  altogether  Acquaintance  with  Miftrefs  Anne  Page  \ 
and  the  Ltter  is  to  defire,  and  require  her  to  follicit  your 

Matter's  Defiresto  Miftrds  Anne  Page  :  I  pray  you  be  gone; 
I  will  make  an  end  of  my  Dinner ;  there's  Pippins  and 
Cheefe  to  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  FalftafF,  H  >ft,  Bardolph,  Nym,  Piftol  and  Robin. 
Fal.  Mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Hoft.  What  fays  my  Bully  Rock.?  fpeak  fchollarly,  and 
wifely. 

Fal.  Truly,  mine  Hoft,  I  muft  turn  away  fome  of  my 
Followers. 

Hoft.  Difcard,  Bully  Hercules,  camier;  let  them  wag; 
trot,  'ror. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  Pounds  a  Week. 

Hoft.  Thou'rt  an  Emperor,  Cafar,  Keifar  and  Phaez,er. 
I  will  entertain  Bardolph,  he  will  draw,  he  will  tap,  faid  I 
well,   Bully  Hettorl 

Fal.  Do  fo,  rood  mine  Hoft. 
Hoft.  I  have  fpoke,  let  him  follow;  let  me  fee  thee  froth 

and  live:  I  am  ar  a  word;  follow.  [Exit  Hoft. 
Fal.  Bardolph  follow  him,  a  Tapfter  is  a  good  Trade  ; 

an  old  Cloak  makes  a  new  Jerkin;  a  wither' d  Serving-man, 
a  frefh  Tapfter;  go,  adieu. 

Bard    It  is  a  Life  that  I  have  defir'd  :  I  will  thrive. 

[Exit  Bard. 
Tift.  ObzfeHunjrarianWighty  wilt  thou  the  Spigot  wield. 
Nym.  He  was  gotten  in  Drink ;  is  not  theHumour  conceited. 
Fal,  I  am  glad  I  am  fo  acquit  of  this  Tinderbox ;  his 

Thefts  were  too  open,  his  Filching  was  like  an  unskilful 
Singer,  he  kept  not  time. 

Nym.  'The  good  Humour  is  to  fteal  at  a  Minute's  reft, 
Pift.  Convey,  the  Wife  it  call :  Steal  ?  foh ;  a  fico  for 

the  Phrafe. 
Fal.  Well,  Sir?,  I  am  almoft  out  at  Hsels. 
Pift.  Why  then  let  Kibes  enfue. 
Fal.  There  is  no  remedy?  I  muft  conicatch,  Imuftfhift. 
Pift.  Young  Ravens  muft  have  Food. 
Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  Town  \ 

K  3  Pift 
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Fiji.  I  ken  the  Wight,  he  is  of  Subftance  good. 
Fal.  My  honefl  Lads,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  about. 
Pift.  Two  Yards  and  more. 
Fal.  No  Quips  now,  Piftol:  Indeed  I  am  in  the  Wafte 

two  Yards  about;  but  I  am  now  about  no  Wafte,  I  am  a- 

bout  Thrift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to  make  Love  to  Ford's 
Wife:  I  fpy  Entertainment  in  her;  fhe  difcourfes,  (he 
carves,  (he  gives  the  Leer  of  Invitation;  I  can  conftrue 
the  Action  of  her  familiar  Stile,  and  the  hardeft  Voice  of 

her  Behaviour,  to  be  englihYd  right,  is,  /  am  Sir  John 
FalftafP/. 

Pift.  He  hath  ftudy'd  her  Will,  and  tranflated  her  Will, 
out  of  Honefty  into  Englifh. 

Nym.  The  Anchor  is  deep;  will  that  Humour  pafs? 
Fal.  Now,  the  Report  goes,  fhe  has  all  the  Rule  of  her 

Husband's  Purfe:  He  hath  a  Legend  of  Angch. 
Pift.  As  many  Devils  entertain;  and  to  her,    Boy,  fay  I. 
Nym.  The  Humour  rifes ;  it  is  good ;  humour  me  the 

Angels. 
Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  Letter  to  her;  and  here  a- 

nother  to  Pages  Wife,  who  even  now  gave  me  good  Eyes 
too,  examined  my  Parts  with  mod  judicious  Illiads;  fome- 
times  the  Beam  of  her  view  guided  my  Foot,  fometimes 
my  portly  Belly. 

Pift.  Then  did  the  Sun  on  Dung-hill  ihine. 
Nym.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Humour. 

Fal.  O  fhe  did  fo  courfe  o'er  my  Exteriors  with  fuch  a 
greedy  Intention,  that  the  Appetite  of  her  Eye  did  feem  to 

fcorch  me  up  like  a  Burning-glafs :  Here's  another  Letter 
to  her;  fhe  bears  the  Purfe  too;  fhe  is  a  Region  in  Guiana, 
all  Gold  and  Bounty.  I  will  be  Cheaters  to  them  both,  and 
they  fhall  be  Exchequers  to  me;  they  mail  be  my  Eaft 
and  Weft-Indies,  and  I  will  trade  to  them  both.  Go,  bear 

thou  this  Letter  to  Miftrefs  Page-,  and  thou  this*  to  M- ftrefs  Ford  :  We  will  thrive,  Lads,  we  will  thrive. 
Pift.  Shall  I  Sir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become; 

And  by  my  Side  wear  Steel?  Then  Lucifer  take  all. 

Nym.  I  will  run  no  bafe  Humour:  Here  take  the  Hu- 
mour-Letter, I  will  keep  the  Haviour  of  Reputation. 

Fal.  Hold,  Sirrah,  bear  you  thefe  Letters  rightly, 
Sail  like  my  Pinnace  to  thefe  golden  Shores. 

Rogues, 
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Rogues,  hence,  avaunt,  vanifh  like  Hail-ftones;  go9 

Trudge,  plod  away  o'th5  hoof,  feek  fhelter,  pack: 
Falftaff  will  learn  the  Honour  of  the  Age, 
French  Thrift,  you  Rogues,  my  felf,  and  skirted  Page. 

[Exit.  Falftaff  and  Boy. 
Tift.  Let  Vultures  gripe  thy  Guts ;  for  Gourd,  and  Ful- 

lam  holds  ;  and  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor, 
Tefter  I'll  have  in  Pouch  when  thou  (halt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk* 

Nym.  I  have  Operations, 
Which  be  Humours  of  Revenge. 

Pift.  Wilt  thou  revenge? 
Nym.  By  Welkin  and  her  Star. 
Tift.  With  Wit,  or  Steel? 
Nym.  With  both  the  Humours,  I: 

I  will  difcufs  the  Humour  of  this  Love  to  Ford. 

Pift.  And  I  to  Page  ih all  eke  unfold 

How  Falftaff',  Varlet  vile, 
His  Dove  will  prove,  his  Gold  will  hold, 
And  his  foft  Couch  defile. 

Nym.  My  Humour  mail  not  cool;  I  will  incenfe  Ford  to 
deal  with  Poifon,  I  will  poffefs  him  with  Yellownefs,  for 
the  Revolt  of  mine  is  dangerous:  That  is  my  true  Hu- 
mour. 

Pift.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  Male-contents ;  I  fecond 
thee;  troop  on,  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly,  Simple  and  John  Rugby. 

Qtsic.  What,  John  Rugby  \  I  pray  thee  go  to  theCafemenr, 
and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  M  after,  M  after  Doctor  Caius, 
coming;  if  he  do,  IYaith,  and  find  any  body  in  the  Houfe, 

here  will  bean  old  abufing  of  God's  Patience,  and  the  King's 
Englijh. 

Rug.  I'll  go  watch.  [Exit  Rugby. 
Quic.  Go,  and  we'll  have  a  PofTet  for't  foon  at  Night, 

in  Faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  a  Sea-coal  Fire:  An  honeft, 
willing,  kind  Fellow,  as  ever  Servant  (hall  come  in  Houfe 
withal,  and  I  warrant  you  no  Tell-tale,  nor  no  Breed-bate; 

his  worft  Fault  is  that  he  is  given  to  Pray'r,  he  is  fome- 
K  4  thing,. 
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thing  peevifli  that  way  ;   but  no  body  but  has  his  Fault ; 
but  let  that  pafs.     Peter  Simple  you  fay  your  Name  is. 

Simp.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 
Ouic.  And  Matter  Slenders  your  Mafter? 
Simp.  Ay,  Forfooth. 
Ouic.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  Beard,  like  a  Glo- 

ver's Pairing-knife  ? 
Simp.  No,  Forfooth:  he  hath  but  a  little  Wee-face,  with 

a  little  yellow  Beard,    a  Cain-colour  d  Beard. 
Ouicm  A  foftly-fpirited  Man,  is  he  not? 
Simp.  Ay,  Forfooth;  but  he  is  as  tall  a  Man  of  his  Hand?, 

as  any  is  between  this  and  his  Head;  he  hath  fought  with 
a  Warrener. 

Ouic.  How  fay  you?  Oh,  I  fhould  remember  him;  does 
he  not  hold  up  his  Head,  as  it  were?  And  ftrut  in  his 
Gate  ? 

Simp.  Yes  indeed  does  he. 

Ouic.  Well,  Heav'n  fend  Anne  Page  no  worfe  Fortune. 
Tell  Mafter  Parfon  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  your 
Mafter :  Anne  is  a  good  Girl,  and  I  wi(h  — — 

Enter  Rugby. 

Rug.  Out,  alas !  here  comes  my  Mafter. 
Ouic.  We  (hall  all  be  ihent;  run  in  here,  good  young 

Man;  go  into  this  Clofet;  [Jhuts  Simple  in  the  ClofetJ]  He 
will  not  ftay  long.  What,  John  Rugby  !  John  !  What  John  I 
I  fay;  go  John,  go  enquire  for  my  Mafter,  I  doubt  he  be 
not  well,  that  he  comes  not  home;  and  down,  down,  a* 
dow»\  &c. 

Enter  DoUor  Caius. 

Cains.  Vat  is  you  fing?  I  do  not  like  desToys;  pray 
you  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  Clofet,  un  boitier  verd;  a  Box,  a 
green-a  Box;  do  intend  vat  I  fpeak?  a  green-a  Box. 

Ouic,  Ay  Forfooth,  I'll  fetch  it  you. 
I  am  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf;  if  he  had  found  the  young 
Man,  he  would  have  been  horn-mad. 

Caius.  Fe,fe,fe9  fe,  ma  foiy  II  fait  fort  chaudy  je  men  va  a 
la  Cour   la  grande  Affaire,  i 

Ouic.  Is  it  this  Sir  ? 

Caius.  Ouy,  mette  le  au  mon  Pocket,  Depech  Quickly  : 
V ere  is  dat  Knave  Rugby  ? 

/  Qutc. 
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Ohio*  What,  John  Rugby  I  John  ! 

Rug.  Here  Sir. 
Caius.  You  are  John  Rugby  y  and  you  are  JacJ^  Rugby; 

come,  take-a  your  Rapier,  and  come  after  my  Heel  to  the 
Court. 

Rug.  'Tis  ready,  Sir,  here  in  the  Porch. 

Caius.  By  my  Trot  I  tarry  too  long:  Od's  me:   One  ay 
je  oublie :  Dere  is  fome  Simples  in  my  Clofet,  dat  I  will  not 
for  the  Varld  I  mall  leave  behind. 

Ouic.  Ay* me,  he'll  find  the  young  Man  there,  and  be mad. 

Cains.  O  Diable,  Diable;  vat  is  in  my  Clofet? 
Vilianie,  Larron.   Rugby9  my  Rapier. 

Ouic.  Good  Mafter  be  content. 

Caius.  Wherefore  mould  I  be  content-a  ? 

Ouic.  The  young  Man  is  an  honeft  Man. 
Caius.  What  fliall  de  honeft  Man  do  in  my  Clofet;  dere 

is  no  honeft  Man  dat  mall  come  in  my  Clofet. 
Ouic.  I  befeech  you  be  not  fo  flegmatick;  hear  the  truth 

of  it.     He  came  of  an  Errand  to  me  from  Parfon  Hugh. 
Caius.  Veil. 

Simp.  Ay  Forfooth,  to  defire  her  to-   . 
Ouic.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Caius.  Peace-a  your  Tongue,  fpeak-a  your  Tale. 
Simp.  To  defire  this  honeft  Gentlewoman,  your  Maid, 

to  fpeak  a  good  Word  to  Miftrefs  Anne  Page  for  my  Mafter 
in  the  way  of  Marriage. 

Ouic.  This  is  all  indeed-Ia;  but  I'll  ne'er-put  my  Finger in  the  Fire,  and  need  not. 

Caius.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a-you?  Rugby*  ballow  me  fome  Pa- 
per; tarry  you  a  little-a- while. 

Ouic.  I  am  glad  he  is  To  quiet;  if  he  had  been  through- 
ly mr>ved,  you  fhould  have  heard  him  fo  loud,  and  fo  me- 

lancholy: But  notwithftanding,  Man,  I'll  do  for  your  Ma- 
fter what  good  I  can;  and  the  very  yea,  and  the  no  is,  the 

French  Doctor  my  Mafter,  I  may  call  him  my  Mafter,  look 
you,  for  I  keep  his  Houfe,  and  I  wafli,  ring,  brew,  bake, 
fcour,  drefs  Meat  and  Drink,  make  the  Bedr,  and  do  all 
my  felf. 

Simp.  5Tis  a  great  Charge  to  come  under  one  body's Hand. 
Ouic. 
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Ouic.  Are  you  a-vis'd  o'that  ?  you  fhall  find  it  a  great 
Charge;  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late.  But  notwith- 

standing, to  tell  you  in  your  Ear,  I  would  have  no  words 
of  it,  my  Mafter  himfelf  is  in  Love  with  Miftrefs  Anne 

Page;  but  notwithstanding  that,  I  know  Anne's  Mine,  that's neither  here  nor  there. 

Cairn,  You,  Jack'Nape;  give'a  this  Letter  to  Sir  Hugh, 
by  gar  it  is  a  Shallenge:  I  will  cut  his  Troat  in  de  Parke, 
and  I  will  teach  a  fcurvy  Jack-a-nape  Prieft   to  meddle  or 
make.   You  may  be  gone,  it  is  not  good  you  tarry  here; 
by  gar  I  will  cut  all  his  two  Stones,    oy  gar,    he  fliall  not 
have  a  Stone  to  trow  at  his  Dog.  [Exit  Simple. 

Ouic.  Alas,  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  Friend. 

Cairn.  It  is  no  matter'a  verdat;  do  not  you  tcll-a-me 
dat  I  fhall  have  Anne  Page  for  my  felf?  by  gar,  I  vill  kill 
de  Jack  Prieft ;  and  I  have  appointed  mine  Hoft  of  de  Jar- 

tere  to  meafure  our  Weapon :  By  gar  I  will  my  kit'  have Anne  Page. 
Ouic.  Sir,  the  Maid  loves  you,  and  all  fhall  be  well:  We 

muft  give  Folks  leave  to  prate;  what  thegood-jer. 
Cains.  Rugby,  come  to  the  Court  with  me;  by  gar,  if  I 

have  not  Anne  Page,  I  fhall  turn  your  Head  out  of  my 
Door;  follow  my  Heels,  Rugby.        \_E x.Czxus and  Rugby. 

Ouic.  You  (hall  have  Anne  Fools-head  of  your  own.  No, 

I  know  Anne's  Mind  for  that;  that  never  a  Woman  in  Wind" 

for  knows  more  of  Anne's  Mind  than  I  do,  nor  can  do  more 
than  I  do  with  her,  I  thank  Heav'n. 

Fent.  [within]  Who's  within  there,  hoa  ? 
Ouic.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  Come  near  the  Houfe,  I  pray 

you. Enter  Mr.  Fenton. 

Fent.  How  now,  good  Woman,  how  doft  thou  \ 
Ouic.  The  better  that  it  pleafes  your  good  Worlhip  to 

ask. 
Fenu  What  News  ?  how  does  pretty  Miftrefs  Anne  ? 
Ouic.  In  truth  Sir,  and  (he  is  pretty,  and  honeft,  and 

gentle,  and  one  that  is  your  Friend,  I  can  tell  you  that  by 

the  Way,  I  praife  Heav'n  for  it. 
Fent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  think'ft  thou?  fhall  I  notlofe 

my  Suit  ? 
Ouic. 
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Quic.  Troth,  Sir,  all  is  in  his  Hands  above;  but  not- 

withstanding, "Mafter  Fenton,  I'll  be  fworn  on  a  Book  fhe 
loves  you :  Have  not  your  Worfhip  a  Wart  above  your  Eye  ? 

Fent.  Yes,  marry  have  I;  what  of  that? 
Ouic.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  Tale ;  good  Faith,  itisfuch 

another  Nan  ;  but,  I  deteft,  an  honed  Maid  as  ever  broke 
Bread;  we  had  an  Hours  talk  of  that  Wart:  I  (hall  never 

laugh  but  in  that  Maid's  Company ;  but,  indeed,  Ihe  is  gi- 
ven too  much  to  Allicholly  and  Mufing,   but  for  you   • 

Well   go  to.   

Fent.  Well,  I  fhall  fee  her  to  Day;  hold,  there's  Mony 
for  thee:  Let  me  have  thy  Voice  in  my  behalf;  if  thou  ktil 
her  before  me,  commend  me.   

Ouic.  Will  I  ?  Ay  faith  that  we  will :  And  I  will  tell  your 
Worfhip  more  of  the  Wart,  the  next  time  we  have  confi- 

dence, and  of  other  Wooers, 

Fent.  Well,  farewel,  I  am  in  great  hafte  now.  [Exit. 
Ouic.  Farewel  to  your  Worfhip.  Truly  an  honefl  Gentle- 

man ,  but  Anne  loves  him  not;  for  I  know  Anne's  Mind  as 

well  as  another  does.  Out  upon't,  what  have  I  forgot  ?  [Exit. 

A  C  T    II.     SCENE!. 

Enter  Miflrefs  Page  with  a  Letter. 

Mrs.Page.X'X  TH  AT,  have  I  'fcap'd  Love-Letters  in  the 
VV     Holy-day-time  of  my  Beauty,   and  am  I 

now  a  Subject  for  them?  let  me  fee: 

Ashjne  no  Reafon  why  I  love  you ;  for  tho  Love  ufe  Red- 
Jon  for  his  Precijtan,  he  admits  him  not  for  his  Counfellor  :  Tou 

are  not  youngs  no  more  am  /;  go  to  then,  there's  Sympathy  : 
Tou  are  merry,  fo  am  I;  ha  I  ha !  then  there's  more  Sympathy  : 
Tou  love  Sackj  and  fo  do  /;  would  y oh  dejire  better  Sympathy '? 
Let  it  fuffice  thee,  Miftrefs  Page,  at  the  leafl,  if  the  Love  of  a 
Soldier  can  fuffice,  that  I  love  thee.  I  will  not  Jay,  Pity  me, 

'tis  not  a  Soldier -like  Phrafe  ;  but  I  fay,  Love  me  : 
By  me,  thine  own  true  Knight,  by  Day  or  Nighty 
Or  any  kind  of  Light)  with  all  his  Mighty 
For  thee  to  fight.  John  Falftaff. 

What 



140       The  Merry  lVi<ves  ofWindCor* 
What  a  Herod  of  Jnry  is  this?   O  wicked,  wicked  World! 
One  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  Age, 
To  mow  himfelf  a  young  Gallant?  What  unwaycd 
Behaviour  hath  this  Flemijh  Drunkard  pickr, 

I'  th'  Devil's  Name,    out  of  my  Convention,  that  he  dares 
in  this  manner  aflay  me?  Why,  he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my 
Company:  What  mould  I  fay  to  him?  I  was  then  frugal  of 

my  Mirth,  Heav'n  forgive  me :  Why,  I'll  exhibit  a  Bill  m the  Parliament  for  the  putting  down  of  Men;   how  fliall  I 

be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  reveng'd  I  will  be,   ab  (are  as  his Guts  are  made  of  Puddings. 
Enter  Mrs.  Ford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Miftrefs  Page,  truft  me,  I  was  going  to  your 
Houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  And  truft  me,   I  was  coming  to  you;   you 
look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  that;  I  have  to  mew 
to  the  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.  'Faith  you  do,  in  my  Mind. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  I  do  then;  yet  I  fay,  I  could  fhewyou 

to  the  contrary:   O  Miftrtts  Page,  give  me  fome Counfe.'. 

Mrs.  Page.  What's. the  matter,  Woman? 
Mrs.  Ford.  O  Woman !  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling  Re- 

fpe<5t,  I  could  come  to  fuch  Honour. 
Mrs.  Page.  Hang  the  Trifle,  Woman,  take  the  Honour  ; 

what  is  it?  difpenfe  with  Tiifles;  what  is  it  ? 
Mrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  Hell  for  an  eternal  Mo- 

ment, or  fo,    I  could  be  knighted. 

Mr*.Page.  What,  thou  lieft!  Sir  Alice  Ford  I  thefe  Knights 
will  hick,  and  fo  thou  ihouldft  not  alter  the  Article  of  thy 
Gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  burn  Day-light,  here;  read,  read,  per- 
ceive how  I  might  be  knighted:  I  mall  think  the  worfe  of 

fat  Men  as  long  as  I  have  an  Eye  to  make  difference  of 

Men's  liking;  and  yet  he  would  not  fwear,  praife  Wo- 
men's Modefty,  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and  weil-rxhaved  Re- 
proof to  all  Uncomelinefs,  that  I  would  have  fworn  his  Di- 

fpofition  would  have  gone  to  the  Truth  of  his  Words; 
but  they  do  no  more  adhere,  and  keep  Place  together,  than 
the  hundredth  Pfalm  to  the  Tune  of  Green  Sleeves.    What 

Tempeftj 
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Tempeft,  I  trow,  threw  this  Whale,  with  fo  many  Tun 

of  Oil  in  his  Belly,  a* more  at  Windfor?  How  mall  I  bere- 
veng'd  on  him?  I  think  the  bell;  way  were  to  entertain 
him  with  Hope,  'till  the  wicked  Fire  of  Lufl  have  melted 
him  in  his  own  Greafe.    Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

Mrs.  Page.  Letter  for  Letter,  but  that  theNameof  Page 
and  Ford  differs.  To  thy  great  Comfort  in  this  myftery  of 

ill  Opinions,  here's  the  Twin-brother  of  thy  Letter;  but 
let  thine  inherit  firft,  for  I  proteft  mine  never  (hall.  I  war- 

rant he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefe  Letters,  writ  with  blank- 
fpace  for  different  Names,  nay  more;  and  thefe  are  of  the 
fecond  Edition:  He  will  print  them  out  of  doubt,  for  he 
cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  Prefs,  when  he  would  put 
us  two.  I  had  rather  be  a  Giantef?,  and  lye  under  Mount' 

Pelion.  Well,  I  will  find  you  twenty  Jafcivious  Turtles,  e'er one  chafte  Man. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame,  the  very  Hand, 
the  very  Words;  what  doth  he  think  of  us? 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  it  makes  me  almofl  rea- 
dy to  wrangle  with  mine  own  Honefty.  Til  entertain 

my  feif  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal;  for 
fure,  unlefs  he  knew  fome  Strain  in  me,  that  I  know 
not  my  felf,  he  would  never  have  boarded  me  in  this 
Fury. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  it  you?  I'll  be  fure  to  keep him  above  Deck. 

Mrs.  Page.  So  will  I;  if  he  come  under  my  Hatches,  I'll 
never  to  Sea  again.  Let's  be  reveng'd  on  him,  let's  appoint 
him  a  Meeting,  give  him  a  fhow  of  Comfort  in  his  Suit,  and 

lead  him  on  with  a  fine  baited  Delay,  'till  he  hath  pawn'd his  Horfes  to  mine  Hofl:  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  acr.  any  Villany  againft 
him  that  may  not  fully  the  Charinefs  of  our  Honefty:  Oh 
that  .my  Husband  faw  this  Letter,  it  would  give  eternal 
Food  to  his  Jealoufie. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  look  where  he  comes,  and  my  good 

Man  too;  he's  as  far  from  Jealoufie  as  I  am  from  gi- 
ving him  Caufe,  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an  unmeafurable  Di- 

fiance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  Woman. 
Mrs.  Page. 
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Mrs.  Page.    Let's    confult    together  againfl:  this  greafic 
Knight.   Come  hither. 

Enter  Ford  with  Piftol,  Page  with  Nym. 
Ford.  Well,  I  hope  it  be  not  fo. 

Pift.  Hope  is  a  Curtal-dog  in  fome  Affairs. 
Sir  John  affedh  your  Wife. 

Ford.  Why,  Sir,  my  Wife  is  not  young. 
Pift.  He  woos  both  high  and  low,   both  rich  and  poor, 

both  young  and  old,  and  one  with  another,  Ford;  he  loves 

thy  Gally-mawfry,  Ford,  perpend. 
Ford.  Love  my  Wife? 
Pift.  With  Liver  burning  hot :  Prevent, 

Or  go  thou,  like  Sir  Atteon,  with 

Ring-wood  at  thy  Heels:  O,  odious  is  the  Name. 
Ford.  What  Name,  Sir? 
Pift.  The  Horn,  I  fay :  Farewel. 

Take  heed,  have  open  Eye;  for  Thieves  do  foot  by  Night. 

Take  heed  e'er  Summer  comes,  or  Cuckoo-birds  do  fing. 
Away,  Sir  Corporal  Nym. 
Believe  it,  Page,  he  fpeaks  Senfe.  [Exit  Piftol. 

Ford.  I  will  be  patient;  I  will  find  out  this. 
Nym.  And  this  is  true  :  I  like  not  the  Humour  of  lying; 

he  hath  wrong'd  me  in  fome  Humours :  I  mould  have  born 
the  hurnour'd  Letter  to  her;  but  I  have  a  Sword,  and  it 

mall  bite  upon  my  Neceflity.  He  loves  your  Wife;  there's 
the  fliort  and  the  long.  My  Name  is  Corporal  Nym ;  I  fpeak 

it,  and  I  avouch  'tis  true,  my  Name  is  Nym>  and  Falftaff 
loves  your  Wife.  Adieu ;  I  love  not  the  Humour  of  Bread 
and  Cheefe :  Adieu.  [Exit  Nym. 

Page.  The  Humour  of  it,   quoth  'a?    here's  a  Fellow 
frights  Engliflj  out  of  his  Wits. 

For 4.  I  will  feek  out  Falftaff. 
Page.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling,  affecting  Rogue. 
Ford.  If  I  do  find  it:  Well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Cata'tan,   tho*  the  Prieft 
o'  th'  Town  commended  him  for  a  true  Man. 

Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  Fellow :  Well. 
Page.  How  now,  Meg  .<* 
Mrs.  Page.  Whither  go  you,  George?  hark  you. 
Mrs.  Ford*  How  now,   fweet  Franks  why  art  thou  me- 

lancholly  ? 
Ford* 
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Ford.  I  melancholy !  I  am  not  melancholy. 

Get  you  home,  go, 
Mrs.  Ford,  Faith  thou  haft  fome  Crotchets  in  thy  Head. 

Now  will  you  go,  Miftrefs  Page? 

Mrs.  Page.  Have  with  you.  You'll  come  to  Dinner,  George? 
Look  who  comes  yonder;  me  fhall  be  our  MefTenger  to 
this  paultry  Knight. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Truft  me,  I  thought  on  her;  ftie'll  fit  it. 
Mrs.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  Daughter  Anne? 
Quick*.  Ay,  Forfooth ;  and  I  pray  how  does  good  Miftrefs 

Anne  ? 

Mrs. Page.  Go  in  with  us  and  fee;  we  have  an  Hour's 
Talk  with  you.  [Ex.  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Quic. 

Page.  How  now,  Mafter  Ford  ? 
Ford.  You  heard  what  this  Knave  told  me,  did  you  not? 
Page.  Yes;  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me? 
Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  Truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang  'em,  Slaves,  I  do  not  think  the  Knight  would offer  it;  but  thefe  that  accufe  him  in  his  Intent  towards  our 
Wives  are  a  Yoke  of  his  difcarded  Men,  very  Rogues  now 
they  be  out  of  Service. 

Ford.  Were  they  his  Men  ? 
Page.  Marry  were  they. 
Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. 

Does  he  lye  at  the  Garter? 
Page.  Ay  marry  does  he.  If  he  fhould  intend  this  Voy- 

age toward  my  Wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him;  and 
what  he  gets  more  of  her  than  ftiarp  Words,  let  it  lye  on 
my  Head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  Wife,  but  I  would  be  loath 
to  turn  them  together;  a  Man  may  be  too  confident;  I 
would  have  nothing  lye  on  my  Head ;  I  cannot  be  thus  fa- 

tisfy'd. 
Page.  Look  where  my  ranting  Hoft  of  the  Garter  comes; 

there  is  either  Liquor  in  his  Pate,   or  Mony  in  his  Purfe, 
when  he  looks  fo  merrily.     How  now,  mine  Hoft? 

Enter  Hoft  and  Shallow. 

Hoft.  How  now,  Bully  RockJ  Thou'rt  a  Gentleman,  Ca- 
valerio-Juftice,  I  fay. 

ShaL  I  follow,  mine  Hoft,  I  follow.    Good  Even,  and twenty, 
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twenty,  good  Mafter  Page.  Matter  Page,  will  you  go  with 
us?  we  have  Sport  in  hand. 

Hofi.  Tell  him,  Cavaliero-Juftice;  tell  him,  Bully  Rock. 
Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  Fray  to  be  fought  between  Sir  Hugh, 

the  Weljb  Prieft,  and  Cains,  the  French  Doctor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  Hoft  o'th'  Garter,   a  Word  with  you. 
Hofi.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Bully  Rock? 
Shal.  Will  you  go  with  us  to  behold  it?  My  merry  Hofi: 

hath  had  the  meafuring  of  their  Weapons,  and,   I  think, 
hath  appointed  them  contrary  Places;    for,   believe  me,  I 
hear  the  Parfon  is  no  Jefter.     Hark,  I  will  tell  you  what 
our  Sport  fhall  be. i 

Hofi.  Haft  thou  no  Suit  againft  my  Knight,  my  Gueft- 
Cavalier? 

Ford.  None,  I  proteft ;  but  Til  give  you  a  Pottle  of  burnt 
Sack  to  give  me  Recouife  to  him,  and  tell  him  my  Name  is 
Broom;  only  for  a  Jeff. 

Hofi.  My  Hand,  Bully;  thou  (halt  have  Egrefs  and  Re- 
grefs;  faid  I  well?  and  thy  Name  mall  be  Broom.  It  is  a 
merry  Knight.     Will  you  go  an^heirs  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  Hoft. 
Page.  I  have  heard  the  Frenchman  hath  good  Skill  in  his 

Rapier 
Shal.  Tut,  Sir,  I  could  have  told  you  more;  in  thefe 

times  you  ftand  on  Diftance,  your  Partes,  Stoccado's,  and 
I  know  not  what:  'Tis  the  Heart,  Mafter  Page;  'tis  here, 
'tis  here.  I  have  feen  the  time,  with  my  long  Sword,  I 
would  have  made  you  four  tali  Fellows  skip  like  Rats. 

Hofi.  Here  Boys,  here:  Shall  we  wag? 
Page.  Have  with  you ;  I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold  than 
fight.  [Exeunt  Hoft,  Shallow  and  Page. 

Ford.  Tho'  Page  be  a  fecure  Fool,  and  ftand  fo  firmly  on 
his  Wife's  Frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  off  my  Opinion  fo  eafi- 
\y.  She  was  in  his  Company  at  Page's  Houfe,  and  what  they 
made  there  I  know  not.  Well,  I  will  look  further  into't; 
and  I  have  a  Difguife  to  found  Falfiajf:  If  I  find  her  ho- 

neft,  I  lofe  not  my  Labour;  if  fhe  be  otherwife,  'tis  Labour 
well  beftow'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 
Enter  Falftaff  and  Piftol. 

FaL  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  Penny. 

Pift.  Why  then  the  World's  mine  Oyfter,  which  I  with 
Sword  will  open. 

Fat.  Not  a  Penny.  I  have  been  content,  Sir,  you  mould 
lay  my  Countenance  to  Pawn;  I  have  grated  upon  my  good 

Friends  for  three  Reprieves  for' you,  and  your  Coach-fel- 

low, Nim\  or  elfe  you  had  Jook'd  through  the  Grate,  like 
a  Geminy  of  Baboons.  I  am  damn'd  in  Hell  for  fwearing 
to  Gentlemen,  my  Friends,  you  were  good  Soldiers,  and 
tall  Fellows.  And  when  Miftrefs  Briget  loft  the  Handle  of 

her  Fan,  I  tnok't  upon  mine  Honour  thou  hadft  it  not. 
Pift.  Didft  thou  not  ftiare  ?  Hadft  thou  not  fifteen 

Pence? 

FaL  Reafon,  you  Rogue,  Reafon:  Think'ft  thou  I'll endanger  my  Soul  gratis?  At  a  Word;  hang  no  more  about 
me,  I  am  no  Gibbet  for  you :  Go,  a  iliort  Knife,  and  a 

Throng,  to  your  Manor  of  Picit-hatcht\  go,  you'll  not  bear 
a  Letter  for  me,  you  Rogue;  you  ftand  upon  your  Ho- 

nour. Why,  thou  unconfinable  Bafenefs,  it  is  as  much  as 
I  can  do  to  keep  the  Term  of  my  Honour  precife.  I,  I, 
I  my  felf  fometimes,  leaving  the  Fear  of  Heaven  on  the  left 
Hand,  and  hiding  mine  Honour  in  my  Neceflity,  am  fain 
to  muffle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch;  and  yet,  you  Rogue 
will  enfconfe  your  Rags,  your  Cat-a-Mountain  Looks,  your 
Red-Lattice  Phrafes,  and  your  bold-beating  Oaths,  under 
the  Shelter  of  your  Honour!  You  will  not  do  it,  you! 

Pift.  I  do  relent;  what  would  thou  more  of  Man? 
Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  here's  a  Woman  would  fpeak  with  youi 
FaL  Let  her  approach. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly. 
Ouic.  Give  your  Worfhip  Good-morrow. 
FaL  Good-morrow,  good  Wife. 

Quic.  Not  (oy  and't  pleafe  your  Worfhip. FaL  Good  Maid  then. 

Ouic.  I'll  be  fworn, 
As  my  Mother  was  the  firft  Horr  I  was  born* 
Vol.  I.  L  FaL 
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FaL  I  do  believe  the  Swearer:  What  with  me? 

Qttic.  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  Worfhip  a  Word  or  two? 

FaL  Two  thoufand,  fair  Woman,  and  I'll  vouchfafe  thee 
the  hearing. 

Ouic.  There  is  one  Miftrefs  Ford,  Sir:  I  pray  come  a 
little  nearer  this  ways:  I  my  felf  dwell  with  Mr.  Do&or 
Cains. 

FaL  Well,  on :  Miftrefs  Ford,  you  fay. 
Quic.  Your  Worfhip  fays  very  true:  I  pray  your  Wor- 

ship come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 
FaL  I  warrant  thee  no  body  hears;  mine  own  People, 

mine  own  People, 

Qmc.  Are  they  fo?  Heav'n  blefs  them,  and  make  them his  Servants. 
FaL  Well:  Miftrefs /V^,  what  of  her? 

Quic.  Why,  Sir,  (he's  a  good  Creature.  Lord,  Lord, 
your  Worship's  a  Wanton;  well,  Heav'n  forgive  you,  and 
all  of  u?,  I  pray   — 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford,  come,  Miftrefs  Ford. 

Quic.  Marry,  this  is  the  lhort  and  the  long  of  it;  you 

have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  Canaries  as  'tis  wonderful: 
The  bcft  Courtier  of  them  all,  when  the  Court  lay  atW/W- 
fbr,  could  never  have  brought  her  to  fuch  a  Canary.  Yet 
there  has  been  Knights,  and  Lords,  and  Gentlemen,  with 
their  Coaches;  I  warrant  you  Coach  afrer  Coach,  Letter 
after  Letter,  Gift  after  Gift,  fmelling  fo  fweetly;  all  Musk, 
and  fo  rufhling,  I  warrant  you,  in  Silk  and  Gold,  and  in 
fuch  alligant  Terms,  and  in  fuch  Wine  and  Sugar  of  the  beft, 

and  the  faireft,  that  would  have  won  any  Woman's  Heart; 
and  I  warrant  you  they  could  never  get  an  Eye-wink  of  her. 
I  had  my  feif  twenty  Angels  given  me  this  Morning;  but  f 
defie  all  Angels,  in  any  fuch  fort  as  they  fay,  but  in  the 
way  of  Honefty;  and  I  warrant  you  they  could  never  get 
her  fo  much  as  ftp  on  a  Cup  with  the  proudeft  of  them  all; 
and  yet  there  has  been  Earls,  nay,  which  is  more,  Penfio- 
ners,  but  I  warrant  you  all  is  one  with  her. 

FaL  But  what  fays  fhe  to  me?  Be  brief,  my  good  ftie- 
Aiercnrj, 

Quic.  Marry,  (he  hath  receiv'd  your  Letter,  for  the 
which  fhe  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times;  and  fhe  gives  you 
to  notifie,  that  her  Husband  will  be  abfence  from  his  Houfe 
between  ten  and  eleven.  FaU 
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Fal.  Ten  and  eleven. 

Ouic.  Ay,  Forfooth;  and  then  you  may  come  and  fee  the 

Pi&ure,  (he  fays,  that  you  wot  of:  Mafter  Ford,  her  Huf- 
band,  will  be  from  home.  Alas  I  the  fweet  Woman  leads 

an  ill  Life  with  him,  he's  a  very jealoufie- Man;  fhe  leads 
a  very  frampold  Life  with  him,  good  Heart. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven: 

Woman,  commend  me  to  her,  I  will  not  fail  hei. 

Ouic.  Why,  you  fay  well:  But  I  have  another  MefTenger 

to  "your  Worftiip;  Miftrefs  Page  has  her  hearty  Commen- 
dations to  you  too;  and  let  me  tell  you  in  your  Ear,  fhe's as  fartuous  a  civil  modeft  Wife,  and  one  (I  tell  you)  that 

will  not  mifs  you  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer,  as  any  is  in 

WindJor,  who-e'er  be  the  other ;  and  ihe  bad  me  tell  your 
Worftiip  that  her  Husband  is  feldom  from  home,  but  fhe 
hopes  there  will  come  a  time.  I  never  knew  a  Woman  Co 
doat  upon  a  Man;  furely  I  think  you  have  Charms,  la;  yes 
in  Truth. 

Fal.  Not  I,  I  affure  thee;  fettiug  the  Attraction  of  my 
good  Parts  aflde,  I  have  no  other  Charms. 

Ouic.  Bkffing  on  your  Heart  for't. 

~Fal.  But  I  pray  thee  tell  me  this ;  has  Ford's  Wife  and 
Page's  Wife  acquainted  each  other  how  they  love  me? 

Ouic.  That  were  a  Jeft  indeed;  they  have  not  fo  little 

Grace,  I  hope;  'that  were  a  Trick  indeed  !  But  Miftrefs  Page 
would  defire  you  to  fend  her  your  little  Page,  of  all  Love : 
Her  Husband  has  a  marvellous  Infection  to  the  little  Page; 
and  truly  Mafter  Page  is  an  honeft  Man.  Never  a  Wife  in 
Windfor  leads  a  better  Life  than  (he  does;  do  what  (Tie  will, 
•fay  what  (he  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to  Bed  when  fhe  lift, 

rife  when  (he  lift,  all  is  as  fhe  will;  'and  truly  fhe  deferves 
it,  for  if  there  be  a  kind  Woman  in  Windfor  truly  fhe  is  one. 
You  muft  fend  her  your  Page ;  no  Remedy. 

Fal.  Why,  I  will. 
Ouic.  Nay,  but  do  fo  then;  and,  look  you,  he  may  come 

and  go  between  you  both;  and,  in  any  cafe,  have  a  Nay- 
word,  that  you  may  know  one  anothers  Mind,  and  the  Boy 

never  need  to  underftand  any  thing;  for  'tis  not  good  that 
Children  (hould  know  any  Wickedncfs:  Old  Folks,  you 
know,  have  Difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and  know  the  Wurld. 

L  z  Fal. 
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Fal.  Fare  thee  well;  commend  me  to  them  both:  There's 
my  Purfe,  I  am  yet  thy  Debtor.  Boy,  go  along  with  this 
Woman,    This  News  diftra&s  me.  [Exit  Quic.  and  Robin. 

Piffi.  This  Punk  is  one  of  Cupid 's  Carriers: 
Clap  on  more  Sails;  purfue;  up  with  your  Fights; 
Give  Fire;  fhe  is  my  Prize,  or  Ocean  whelm  them  all. 

[Exit  Piftol. 
Fal.  Say*ffc  thou  fo,  old  Jack},  go  thy  ways;  111  make 

more  of  thy  old  Body  than  I  have  done ;  will  they  yet 
look  after  thee  ?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  Expence  of  fo  much 
Mony,  be  now  a  Gainer?  Good  body,  I  thank  thee;  let 

them  fay,    'tis  grofly  done,  fo  it  be  fairly  done,  no  matter. Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  there's  one  Mafter  Broom  below  would 
fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you;  and  hath 

fent  your  WoriTiip  a  Morning's  Draught  of  Sack. 
Fal.  Broom,  is  his  Name? 
Bard.  Ay  Sir. 
Fal.  Call  him  in;  fuch  Brooms  are  welcome  to  me  that 

o'erflows  fuch  Liquor.  Ah!  ah!  Miftrefs  Ford  and  Miftrefs 
Page,  have  I  encompafs'd  you  ?  Go  to,  via. 

Enter  Ford  difguifd. 
Ford.  Blefs  you,   Sir. 
Fal.  And  you,  Sir;  would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Ford.  I  make  bold  to  prefs  with  fo  little  Preparation  up- 
on you. 

Fal.  You're  welcome;  what's  your  Will?  Give  us  leave, Drawer. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  Gentleman  that  have  fpent  much;  my 
Name  is  Broom. 

Fal.  Good  Mailer  Broom,  I  defire  more  Acquaintance  of 

you. 
Ford.  Good  Sir  John,\  fue  for  yours;  not  to  charge  you; 

for  I  mud:  let  you  underfhnd,  I  think  my  felf  in  better 
Plight  for  a  Lender  than  you  are,  the  which  hath  fome- 

thing  embolden'd  me  to  this  unfeafon'dlntrufion;  for  they 
fay,  if  Mony  go  before,  all  Ways  do  lye  open. 

Fal.  Mony  is  a  good  Soldier,  Sir,  and  will  on. 
Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  Bag  of  Mony  here  troubles 

me ;  if  you  will  help  to  bear  it,  Sir  John,  take  all,  or  half, 
for  eafing  me  of  the  Carriage. 

Fal, 
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Fal.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deferve  to  be  your 

Porter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  the  hearing. 
Fal.  Speak,  good  Mafter  Broom,  I  mall  be  glad  to  be 

your  Servant. 
Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  Scholar,  I  will  be  brief  with 

you,  and  you  have  been  a  Man  long  known  to  me,  tho*  I 
had  never  fo  good  Means  as  Defireto  make  my  felf  acquaint- 

ed with  you:  I  fhall  difcover  a  thing  to  you,  wherein  I 
mufl  very  much  lay  open  mine  own  Imperfection;  but, 
good  Sir  John,  as  you  have  one  Eye  upon  my  Follies,  as 
you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn  another  into  the  Regifter  of 
your  own,  that  I  may  pafs  with  a  Reproof  the  eafier,  fith 
you  your  felf  know  how  eafie  it  is  to  be  fnch  an  Offen- 
der. 

Fal.  Very  well,  Sir,  proceed, 
Ford.  There  is  a  Gentlewoman  in  this  Town,  her  Huf- 

band's  Name  is  Ford. 
Fal.   Well,  Sir, 

Ford.  I  have  long  lov'd  her,  and,  I  protefl:  to  you,  be- 
ftow'd  much  on  h;r,  follow'd  her  with  a  doating  Obfer- 
vance,  ingrofs'd  Opportunities  to  meet  her,  feesd  every 
flight  Occafion  that  could  but  niggardly  give  me  fight  of 
her;  not  only  bought  many  Prefents  to  give  her,  but  have 
given  largely  to  many,  to  know  what  me  would  have  gi- 

ven: Briefly,  I  have  purfu'd  her,  as  Love  hath  purfu'dme, 
which  hath  been  on  the  Wing  of  all  Occafions.  But  what- 
foever  I  have  merited,  either  in  my  Mind,  or  in  my  Means, 
Meed  I  am  fure  I  have  received  none,  unlefs  Experience 

be  a  Jewel  I  have  purchas'd  at  an  infinite  rate,  and  that 
hath  taught  me  to  fay  this. 

*'  Love  like  a  Shadow  flies,  when  Subftance  Love  purfues; 
"  Purfuing  that  that  flies,  and  flying  what  purfues. 

Fal.  Have  you  receiv'd  no  Promife  of  Satisfaction  at  her Hands? 
Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Have  you  importuned  her  to  fuch  a  Purpofe  ? Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Of  what  Quality  was  your  Love  then? 
L  3  Ford. 
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Ford.  Like  a  fair  Houfe  built  on  another  Man's  Ground, 
fo  that  I  have  loft  my  Edifice,  by  miftaking  the  Place 
where  I  erected  it. 

Fal.  To  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me  ? 
Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told  you  all. 

Some  fay,  that  tho'  (he  appear  honeft  to  me,  yet  in  other 
Places  me  enlargeth  her  Mirth  fo  far,  that  there  is  fhrewd 
Conftru&ion  made  of  her.  Now,  Sir  John,  here  is  the 
Heart  of  my  Purpofe:  You  are  a  Gentleman  of  excellent 
Breeding,  admirable  Difcourfe,  of  great  Admittance,  au- 

thentick  in  your  Place  and  Perfon,  generally  allow'd  for 
your  many  War-like,  Court-like,  and  learned  Preparations. 

Fal  O  Sir! 

Ford.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it;  there  is  Mony,  fpend 
it,  fpend  it,  fpend  more,  fpend  all  I  have,  only  give  me  fo 
much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable 

Siege  to  the  Honefty  of  this  Ford's  Wife;  ufe  your  Art  of 
Wooing,  win  her  to  confent  to  you ;  if  any  Man  may,  you 
may  as  foon  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  Vehemence  of  your  Af- 
feftion,  that  I  ihouid  win  what  you  would  enjoy?  Me- 
thinks  you  prefcribe  to  your  felf  very  prepofteroufly. 

Ford.  O,  underftand  my  drift;  me  dwells  fo  fecurely  on 
the  Excellency  of  her  Honour,  that  the  Folly  of  my  Soul 

dares  not  prefent  it  felf;  (lie  is  too  bright  to  be  look'd  a- 
gainft.  Now  could  I  come  to  her  with  any  Detection  in 
my  Hand,  my  Defires  had  Inftance  and  Argument  to  com? 
mend  themfelves;  I  could  drive  her  then  from  the  Ward 

of  her  Purity,  her  Reputation,  her  Marriage-Vow,  and  a 
thoufand  other  her  Defences,  which  now  are  too  ftrongly 

embattail'd  againft  me.  What  fay  you  to't,  Sir  John* 
Fal.  Mafter  Broom,  I  will  firft  make  bold  with  your  Mo- 
ny ;  next,  give  me  your  Hand ;  and  laft,  as  I  am  a  Gentle- 

man, you  mail,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Ford's  Wife. 
Ford.  O  good  Sir! 
Fal.  I  fay,  you  (hall. 
Ford.  Want  no  Mony,  Sir  John,  you  (hall  want  none. 
Fal.  Want  no  Miftrefs  Ford,  Mafter  Broom,  you  mall 

want  none;  I  mail  be  with  her,  I  may  tell  you,  by  her  own 

Appointment.  Even  as  you  came  in  tome,  her  Affiftant,  or 

Go- 
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Go-between,  parted  from  me:  I  fay,  I  mall  be  with  her  be- 

tween ten  and  eleven;  for  at  that  time  the  jealous  rafcally 
Knave,  her  Husband,  will  be  forth;  come  you  to  me  at 
Night,  you  mall  know  how  I  fpeed. 

Ford.  I  am  bleft  in  your  Acquaintance:  Do  you  know 
Fordy  Sir? 

FaL  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldy  Knave,  I  know  him  not: 
Yet  I  wrong  him,  to  call  him  poor;  they  fay,  the  jealous 
wittolly  Knave  hath  maffes  of  Mony,  for  the  which  his 

Wife  feems  tome  well-favour'd.  I  will  ufe  her  as  the  Key 
of  the  Cuckold- Rogues  Coffer  ;  and  there's  my  Harveft- home. 

Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford>  Sir,  that  you  might  avoid 
him,  if  you  faw  him. 

Fat.  Hang  him,  mechanical-falt-buttcr  Rogue  ;  I  will 
flare  him  out  of  his  Wits;  I  will  awe  him  with  my  Cud- 

gel; it  mail  hang  like  a  Meteor  o'er  the  Cuckold's  Horns. 
Mafter  Broom,  thou  malt  know  I  will  predominate  over 
the  Pefant,  and  thou  fhalt  lye  with  his  Wife:  Come  to  me 

foon  at  Night;  Ford's  a  Knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his  Stile  : 
Thou,  Matter  Broom,  fhalt  know  him  for  Knave  and  Cuckold ; 
come  to  me  foon  at  Night.  [Exit. 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  Rafcal  is  this?  My 
Heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  Impatience.  Who  fays  this  is 
improvident  Jealoufie?  My  Wife  hath  fent  to  him,  the  Hour 
is  fixt,  the  Match  is  nude:  Would  any  Man  have  thought 
this?  See  the  Hell  of  having  a  falfe  Woman;  my  Bed  (hall  be 

abus'd,  my  Coffers  ranfack'd,  my  Reputation  gnawn  at, 
and  I  mall  not  only  receive  this  villajnous  Wrong,  but  ftand 
under  the  adoption  of  abominable  Terms,  and  by  him  that 
does  me  this  Wrong.  Terms,  Names;  Amaimon  founds  well, 
Lucifer  well,  BarbafonweU,  yet  they  are  Devils  additions,  the 
Names  of  Fiends;  but  Cuckold,  Wittol- Cuckold!  the  Devil 
himfelf  hath  not  fnch  a  Name.  Page  is  an  Afs,  a  fecure  Afs; 
he  will  mi  ft  his  Wife;  he  will  not  be  jealous:  I  will  rather 

truft  a  Fleming  with  my  B  itter,  Parfon  Hugh,  the  Welch- 
ma,ny  with  my  Cheefe,  an  Irifo-man  with  my  Aqua-vit<z  Bot- 

tle, or  a  Thief  to  walk  my  ambling  Gelding,  than  my  Wife 
with  her  felf :  Then  me  plots,  then  {he  ruminates,  then  fhe 

devifes;  and  what  they  think  in  their  Hearts  they  may  ef- 
fect, they  will  break  their  Hearts  but  they  will  effect.  Hea- 

L  4  ven 
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vcn  be  prais'd  for  my  Jealoufie.  Eleven  o' Clock  the  Hour; 
I  will  prevent  this,  deted:  my  Wife,  be  reveng'd  on  Fal- 
fiajf,  and  laugh  at  Page:  I  will  about  it;  better  three  Hours 
too  loon  than  a  Minute  too  late.  Fie,  fie,  fie;  Cuckold,  Cuc- 
kold, Cuckold.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Cairn.  Jack^Rugbjl 
Rug.  Sir. 
Caius.  Vat  is  de  Clock,  Jackj 

Rug.  aTis  paft  the  Hour,  Sir,  that  Sir  Hugh  promis'd  to meet. 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  has  five  his  Soul,  dathe  is  no  come;  he 
has  pray  his  Pible  weJJ,  dat  he  is  no  come:  By  gar,  Jack 
Rugby,  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug,  He  is  wife,  Sir;  he  knew  your  Worfhip  would  kill 
him,  if  he  came. 

Caius.  By  gar,  de  Herring  is  no  dead  (o  as  I  vill  kill 
him;  take  your  Rapier,  Jackj  I  vill  tell  you  how  I  vill 
kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas,  Sir,  I  cannot  fence. 
Caius.  Villany,  take  your  Rapier. 

Rug.  Forbear ;  here's  Company. 
Enter  Hoft,  Shallow,  Slender  and  Page. 

Hofi.  'Blefsthee,  Bully-Dodor. 
Shal.  'Save  you,  Mr.  Doctor  Caius. 
Page.  Now,  good  Mr.  Doctor. 
Slen.  Give  you  Good-morrow,  Sir. 
Caius.  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come  for  ? 
Hoft.  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foigne,  to  fee  thee 

traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  fee  thee  there,  to  fee  thee  pafs 
thy  Pun&o,  thy  Stock,  thy  Reverfe,  thy  Diftance,  thy 
Montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ?  Is  he  dead,  my  Fran- 
cifcol  Ha,  Bully?  What  fays  my  Efiulapius  ?  my  Galen? 
my  Heart  of  Elder?  Ha?  is  he  dead,  Bully-ftale?  is  he 
dead? 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  is  de  Coward  Jack-Pried  of  de  Vorld; 
he  is  not  fhow  his  Face, 

Hofi. 
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Hoft.  Thou  art  a  Cuftulion-king-Vrinal :  Heft  or  of  Greece, 
my  Boy. 

Cains.  I  pray  you  bear  Witnefs,  that  me  have  flay  fix  or 
feven,  two  tree  Hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no  come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  Man,  Mr.  Doctor;  he  is  a  Curer  of 

Souls,  and  you  a  Curer  of  Bodies:  If  you  mould  fight,  you 
go  again  ft  the  hair  of  your  Profeflions  :  Is  it  not  true, 
Mafter  Page  I 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow,  you  have  your  felf  been  a  great 

Fighter,  tho*  now  a  Man  of  Peace. 
Shal.  Body-kins,  Mr.  Page,  tho1  I  now  be  old,  and  of 

peace,  if  I  fee  a  Sword  out,  my  Finger  itches  to  make  one; 

tho*  we  are  Juftices,  and  Doctors,  and  Church-men,  Mr. 
Pagey  we  have  fome  Salt  of  our  Youth  in  us;  we  are  the 
Sons  of  Women,  Mr.  Page* 

Page.  'Tis  true,  Mr.  Shallow. 
ShaL  It  will  be  found  fo,  Mr.  Page.  Mr.  Doctor  Cains, 

I  am  come  to  fttch  you  home;  I  am  fworn  of  the  Peace; 

you  have  fhew'd  your  felf  a  wife  Phyfician,  and  Sir  Hugh 
hath  mown  himfelf  a  wife  and  patient  Church-man :  You 
muft  go  with  me,  Mr.  Doctor. 

Hoft.  Pardon,  Gueft-Juftice;  a  Monfieur  Mock-water. 
Cuius.  Mock-water  ?  Vat  is  dat  ? 

Hoft.  Mock-water,  in  our  Englijb  Tongue,  is  Valour, 
Bully. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  Mock-water  as  de  En~ 
glifo-man:  Scurvy-Jack-dog-Prieft;  by  gar,  mevillcuthis 
Ears. 

Hoft.  He  will  clapper-claw  thee  tightly,  Bully. 
Cuius.  Clapper-de-claw  ?  Vat  is  dat  ? 
Hoft.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  me  do  look  he  fhall  clapper-de-claw  me; 
for  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Hoft.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to't,  or  let  him  wag. 
Cuius.  Me  tanck  you  for  dat. 
Hoft.  And  moreover,  Bully ;  but  firft,  Mr.  Guefty  and 

Mr.  Page,  and  eek  Cavakrio  Slender,  go  you  through  the 
Town  to  Frogmore. 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 
Hoft.  He  is  there;  fee  what  Humour  he  is  in;  and  I  will 

bring  the  Doctor  about  the  Fields:  Will  it  do  well? 
ShaL 
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Shal.  We  will  do  it. 

All.  Adieu,  good  xMr.  Do&or.     [Ex.  Page,  Shal.  WSlen, 
Cains.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  Prieft ;  for  he  fpcak  for  a 

Tack-an  Ape  to  Anne  Page. 
Hoft.  Let  hirn  die ;  fheath  thy  Impatience  ;  throw 

cold  Water  on  thy  Choler;  go  about  the  Fields  with  me 
through  Frogmore;  I  will  bring  thee  where  Miftrefs  Anne 
Pa^eis,  at  a  Farm-Houfe  a  feafting,  and  thou  (halt  woo  her 
Cncle-game  ;  faid  I  well? 

Cams.  By  gar,  me  dank  you  vor  dat :  By  gar  I  love  you ; 
and  I  mall  procure  'a  you  de  good  Gueft ;  de  Earl,  de Knight,  de  Lords,  de  Gentlemen,  my  Patients. 

Hofl.  For  the  which  I  will  be  thy  Adverfary  toward  Anne 
Page :  Said  I  well  ? 

Cams.  By  gar,  'tis  good;  veil  faid, 
Hofl.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Come  at  my  Heels,  Jack^Rugby.  [Exeunt. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  T  Pray  you  now,  good  Mailer  Slenders  Serving-man, 
X.  and  Friend  Simple  by  your-  Name,  which  way  have 

you  look'd  for  Mafter  Cains,  that  calls  himfelf  Dottor  of 
Phyjick. 

Simp.  Marry  Sir,  the  Pitty-wary,  the  Parl^wardy  every 
way,  old  Wwdfor  way,  and   every  way  but  the  Town  way. 

Eva.  I  moft  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  alfo  look 
that  way. 

Simp.  I  will,  Sir. 

Eva.  'Plefs  my  Soul,  how  full  of  Chollars  I  am,  and 
trempling  of  Mind!  I  fhall  be  glad  if  he  have  decciv'd  me  ; 
how  melanchollies  I  am !  I  will  knog  his  Urinals  about  his 
Knaves  Coftard,  when  I  have  good  opportunities  for  the 

Orke :  'Plefs  my  Soul :  To  fhallow  River  sy  to  whofe  Falls  rnelo* 
dious  Birds  fings  Afadrigalls;  There  will  we  make  our  Peds  of 

RofeSy  and  a  thottfand  fragrant  Pofies.  To  fhallow  ;  'Mercy  on 
me,  I  have  a  great  difpofition  to  cry.  Melodious  Birds  fing 
Madrigal   When  as  I  fat  inPabiUn\  and  a  thottfand  va- 

grant Pofies.     To  fhallow,  Sec.  Simp, 
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Simp.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way,  Sir  Hugh. 
Eva.  He's  welcome.    To  /hallow  Rivers,  to  whofe  Falls   

Heaven  profper  the  Right:  What  Weapons  is  he? 
Simp.  No  Weapons,  Sir;  there  comes  my  Mafter,  Mr* 

Shallow,  and  another  Gentleman,  from  Frogmorey  over  the 
StiJe,  this  way. 

Eva.  Pray  you  give  me  my  Gown,  or  elfe  keep  it  in  your 
Arms. 

Enter  Page,   Shallow  and  Slender. 
Shal.  How  now ,  Matter  Parfon  ?  Good-morrow,  good 

Sir  Hugh.  Keep  a  Gamefter  from  the  Dicey  and  a  good  Stu- 
dent from  his  Book,  and  it  is  wonderful. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  Anne  Page. 
Page.  Save  you,  good  Sir  Hugh. 

Eva.  'Plefs  you  from  his  Mercy-fake,  all  of  you. 

Shal.  What?  The  Sword  and  the  Word?  ' 
Do  you  ftudy  them  both,  Mr.  Parfon  ? 

Page.  And  youthful  flill,  in  your  Doublet  and  Hofe,  this 
raw-rumatick  Day? 

Eva.  There  is  Reafons  and  Caufes  for  it. 

Page.  We  are  come  to  you,  to  do  a  good  Office,  Mr. 
Parfon. 

Eva.  Ferry  well:  What  is  it? 
Page.  Yonder  is  a  mod:  reverend  Gentleman,  who,  belike, 

having  ifceiv'd  Wrong  by  fome  Perfon,  is  atmoft  odds  with 
his  own  Gravity  and  Patience,  that  ever  you  faw. 

Shal.  I  have  liv\d  fourfcore  Years,  and  upward;  I  never 
heard  a  Man  of  his  Place,  Gravity  and  Learning,  fo  wide  of 

his  own  Refpec~L Eva.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I  think  you  know  him;  Mr.  Doctor  Cains,  the  re- 
nowned Trench  Phyfician. 

Eva.  Got's  Will,  and  his  Paflion  of  my  Heart,  I  had  as 
lief  you  fhould  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  Porridge. 

Page.  Why? 
Eva.  He  has  no  more  Knowledge  in  Hibocrates  and  Galen; 

and  he  is  a  Knave  befides,  a  cowardly  Knave  as  you  would 
defire  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  he's  the  Man  mould  fight  with him. 

Slen.  O  fweet  Anne  Page*  ^r 
Enter 
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Enter  Hoft,  Caius  and  Rugby. 

Shal.  It  appears  Co  by  his  Weapons :  Keep  them  afunder ; 
here  comes  Do&or  Caius. 

Page.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Parfon,  keep  in  your  Weapon. 
Sbal.  So  do  you,  good  Mr.  Do&or. 
Hoft.  Difarm  them,  and  let  them  queftion ;  let  them  keep 

their  Limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englifh. 

Caius.  I  pray  you  let-a  me  fpeak  a  Word  with  your  Ear: 
Wherefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me? 

Eva.  Pray  you  ufe  your  Patience  in  good  time. 
Caius.  By  gar,  you  are  de  Coward,  de  Jack^  Dog,  John 

Ape. 
Eva.  Pray  you  let  us  not  be  Laughing-ftocks  to  other 

Mens  Humours;  I  defire  you  in  Friendship,  and  will  one 
way  or  other  make  you  amends:  I  will  knog  you  your  Uri- 

nal about  your  Knave's  Cogs-comb. 
Caius.  Biable  Jacl^  Rugby,  mine  Hoft  de  Jartcer>  have  I 

not  fray  for  him,  to  kill  him?  have  I  not  at  de  Place  I  did 

appoint  ? 

Eva.  As  I  am  a  Chriftian's-foul,  now  look  you,  this  is 
the  Place  appointed;  1*11  be  judgment  by  mine  Hoft  of  the Garter. 

Hoft*  Peace,  I  fay,  Gallia  and  Gaul,  French  and  Welch, 
Soul- curer  and  Body-curer. 

Caius.  Ay  dat  is  very  good,  excellant. 
Hoft.  Peace,  I  fay ;  hear  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Am  I  Politick?  am  I  Subtle?  am  I  a  Machivel? 

Shall  I  lofe  my  Dodor?  No;  he  gives  me  the  Potions  and 
the  Motions.  Shall  I  lofe  my  Parfon  ?  my  Prieft  ?  my  Sir 

Hugh  ?  No ;  he  gives  me  the  Proverbs  and  the  No-verbs. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Celeftial,  fo.  Boys  of  Art,  I  have  de- 

ceived you  both :  I  have  directed  you  to  wrong  Places ; 
your  Hearts  are  mighty,  your  Skins  are  whole,  and  let 

burn*d  Sack  be  the  Iffue.  Come,  lay  their  Swords  to  pawn. 
Follow  me,  Lad  of  Peace,  follow,  follow,  follow. 

Shal.  Truft  me,  a  mad  Hoft.  Follow,  Gentlemen,  fol- 
low. 

Slen.  O  fweet  Anne  Page.     [Ex.  Shal.  Slen.  Page  and  Hoft. 

Caius.  Ha'  do  I  perceive  dat?  Have  you  make  a-de-fot  of 
us,  ha,  ha? 

Eva* 
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Eva.  This  is  well,  he  has  made  us  his  Vlowcing-ftog :  I 

defire  you  that  we  may  be  Friends ;  and  let  us  knog  our 
Prains  together,  to  be  revenge  on  this  fame  fcall  Scurvy- 
cogging  Companion,  the  Hoft.  of  the  Garter. 

Cains.  By  gar,  with  all  my  Heart ;  he  promife  to  bring 
me  where  is  Anne  Page;  by  gar,  he  deceive  me  too. 

Eva*  Well,  I  will  imite  his  Noddles  ;  pray  you  follow. 

scene  11. 
Enter  Miftrefs  Page  and  Robing 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  keep  your  way,  little  Gallant  ,•  you  were 
wont  to  be  a  Follower,  but  now  you  are  a  Leader.  Whe- 

ther had  you  rather  lead  mine  Eyes,  or  eye  your  Matter's Heels? 

Rob.  I  had  rather,  Forfooth,  go  before  you  like  a  Man, 
than  follow  him  like  a  Dwarf. 

Mrs. Page.  O  you  are  a  flattering  Boy;  now  I  fee  you'll be  a  Courtier. 
Enter  Ford. 

Ford.  Well  met,  Miftrefs  Page;  whether  go  you? 
Mrs.P^*.  Truly  Sir,  to  fee  your  Wife;  is  (he  at  home? 
Ford.  Ay,  and  as  idle  as  me  may  hang  together  for  want 

of  Company;  I  think  if  your  Husbands  were  dead,  you  two 
would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page.  Be  fure  of  that,  two  other  Husbands. 
Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  Weather-cock  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  Name  is 

my  Husband  had  him  of:  What  do  you  call  your  Knight's Name,  Sirrah? 

Rob.  Sir  John  Falflaff*. 
Mrs. Page.  He,  he;  I  can  never  hit  on  his  Name;  there 

is  fuch  a  League  between  my  good  Man  and  he.  Is  your 
Wife  at  home,  indeed  ? 

Ford.  Indeed  (he  is. 

Mrs.  Page.  By  your  leave.  Sir;  I  am  fick  'till  I  fee  her. 
[Exeunt  Mrs.  Page  and  Robin. 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  Brains?  hath  he  any  Eyes?  hath  he 
any  thinking  ?  fure  they  fleep ;  he  hath  no  ufe  of  them. 
Why,  this  Boy  will  carry  a  Letter  twenty  Mile,  as  eafie  as 

a  Cannon  will  ftioot  point-blank  twelve-fcore ;  he  pieces out 
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out  his  Wife's  Inclination,  he  gives  her  Folly  Morion  and 
Advantage,  and  now  fhe's  going  to  my  Wife,  and  Falftajf  s 
Boy  with  her.  A  Man  may  hear  this  Shower  fing  in  the 

Wind;  and  Falftajf's  Boy  with  her!  Good  Plots;  they  are 
laid,  and  our  revolted  Wives  mare  Damnation  together. 
Well,  I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my  Wife,  pluck  the 
borrowed  Vail  of  Modefty  from  the  fo  feeming  Miftrefs 
Page,  divulge  Page  himfelf  for  a  fecure  and  wilful  Atteon% 
and  to  thefe  violent  Proceedings  all  my  Neighbours  ill  all 
cry  aim.  The  Clock  gives  me  my  Qu,  and  my  AiTurance 
bids  me  fearch;  there  I  mall  find  Falftajf:  I  mail  be  rather 
praifed  for  this  than  mocked ;  for  it  is  as  pofitive  as  the 
Earth  is  firm,  that  Falftajf  is  there  :  I  will  go. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Hoft,  Evans  and  Cairn, 
ShaL  Page,  &c.  Well  met,  Mr.  Ford. 
Ford.  Trail  me,  a  good  Knot :  I  have  good  Cheer  at 

home,  and  I  pray  you  all  go  with  me. 
ShaL  I  muft  excufe  my  felf,  Mr.  Ford. 
Slen.  And  fo  muft  I,  Sir; 

We  have  appointed  to  dine  wi:h  Miftrefs  Anne, 
And  I  would  not  break  with  her  for  more  Mony 

Than  I'll  fpeak  of. 
ShaL  We  have  linger'd  about  a  Match  between  Anne 

Page  and  my  Coufin  Slender,  and  this  Day  we  mall  have 
our  Anfwer. 

Slen.  I  hope  I  have  your  good  Will,  Father  Page. 
Page.  You  have,  Mr.  Slender,  I  ftand  wholly  for  you ; 

but  my  Wife,  Mafter  Doctor,  is  for  you  altogether. 
Cains.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  de  Maid  is  love-a-me:  My  Nurfh- 

a-Quickly  tell  me  fo  mufh. 
Hoft.  What  fay  you  to  young  Mr.  Fenton*  he  capers, 

he  dances,  he  has  Eyes  of  Youth,  he  writes  Verfes,  he 

fpeaks  Holy-Day,  he  fmells  April  and  May,  he  will  carry 't, 
he  will  carry 't,  'tis  in  his  Buttons,  he  will  carry't. 

Page.  Not  by  my  Confent,  I  promife  you:  The  Gentle- 
man is  of  no  having,  he  kept  Company  with  the  wild  Prince, 

and  Poinz>;  he  is  of  too  high  a  Region,  he  knows  too  much; 
no,  he  mall  not  knit  a  Knot  in  his  Fortunes,  with  the  Finger 
of  my  Subftance.  If  he  take  her,  let  him  take  her  fimpiy ; 
the  Wealth  I  have  waits  on  my  Confent,  and  my  Confent 
goes  not  that  way. 
f  Ford* 
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Ford.  I  befeech  you  heartily,  fome  of  you  go  home  with 

jne  to  Dinner;  befides  your  Cheer  you  (hall  have  Sport;  I 

will  mew  you  a  Monfter.  Mr.  -Do&or  you  fhall  go,  io 
fhall  you  Mr.  Page,  and  you  Sir  Hugh. 

Shal.  Well,  fare  you  well : 

We  fhall  have  the  freer  Wooing  at  Mr.  Page's. 
Caius.  Go  home,  John  Rugby*  I  come  anon. 
Hoft.  Farewel,  my  Hearts;  I  will  to  my  honeft  Knight^ 

Falfiaff,  and  drink  Canary  with  him. 
Ford.  I  think  I  mail  drink  in  Pipe-Wine  firft  with  him : 

I'll  make  him  dance.     Will  you  go,  Gentles? 
All.  Have  with  you  to  fee  this  Monfter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Ford,  Miftrefs  Page,  and  Servants  with 
a  Basket. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  John  I  what  Robert  f 
Mrs.  Page.  Quickly,  quickly?  Is  the  Buck-basket-— 
Mrs.  Ford.  I  warrant.     What  Robin,  I  fay. 
Mrs.  Page.  Come,  come,  come.  / 
Mrs.  Ford.  Here*  fet  it  down. 
Mrs.  Page.  Give  your  Men  the  Charge,  we  muft  be  brief. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John  and  Robert, 

be  ready  here  hard-by  in  the  Brew-Houfe,  and  when  I  fud- 
denly  call  you,  come  forth,  and,  without  any  paufe  or  ftag- 
gering,  take  this  Basket  on  your  Shoulders;  that  done, 
trudge  with  it  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  it  among  the  Whitfters 
in  Datchet-Mead,  and  there  empty  it  in  the  muddy  Ditch, 
clofe  by  the  Thames  fide. 
Mrs.P^.  You  will  do  it?  (re&ion. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  ha'  told  them  over  and  over ;  they  lack  no  "Di** 
Be  gone,  and  come  when  you  are  call'd. 

Mrs.  Page.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 
Enter  Robin, 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  my  Eyas-Musket,  what  News 
with  you? 

Rob.  My  Matter,  Sir  John,  is  come  in  at  your  Back-door, 
Miftrefs  Ford,  and  requefts  your  Company. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  little  Jack-a-lenr,  have  you  been  true 
to  us? 

Rob. 
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Rob.  Ay,  1*11  be  fworn ;  my  Mafler  knows  not  of  your 
being  here,  and  hath  threaten'd  to  put  me  into  everlafting 
Liberty,  if  I  tell  you  of  it,*  for  he  fwears  he'll  turn  me  a- way. 

Mrs.  Page.  Thou'rt  a  good  Boy;  this  Secrecy  of  thine 
ihall  be  a  Tailor  to  thee,  and  mall  make  thee  a  new  Doublet 

and  Hofe.     I'll  go  hide  me. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Do  fo  ;  go  tell  thy  Mafler  I  am  alone;    Mi- 

ftrefs Page,  remember  you  your  Qu.  [Ex.  Robin. 
Mrs.P^.  I  warrant  thee;  if  I  do  not  a6t.  it,  hifs  me. 

\_Exit  Mrs.  Page. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Goto  then;   we'll  ufe  this  unwholefome  Hu- 

midity, this  grofs  watry  Pumpion,    we'll  teach  him  to  know 
Turtles  from  Jays. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Have  I  caught  thee,   my  heav'nly    Jewel?    Why, 
now  let  me  die  ;  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough:    This  is  the 
Period  of  my  Ambition  ;  O  this  bleffed  Hour  ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  fweet  Sir  John. 
Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate,  Miftrefs 

Ford:  Now  ihall  I  fin  in  my  Wifh.  I  would  thy  Husband 

were  dead,  I'll  fpeak  it  before  the  beft  Lord,  I  would  make 
thee  my  Lady. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  Lady,  Sir  John?  Alas,  I  mould  be  a 
pitiful  Lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  Court  of  France  fhew  me  fuch  another  ;  I 
fee  how  thine  Eye  would  emulate  the  Diamond:  Thou 

haft  the  right  arched-beauty  of  the  Brow,  that  becomes  the 
Ship-Tire,  the  Tire- Valiant,  or  any  Tire  of  Venetian  Ad- 
mittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  Kerchiffe,  Sir  John: 
My  Brows  become  nothing  elfe,  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  Tyrant  to  fay  fo ;  thou  wouldft  make 
an  abfolute  Courtier,  and  the  firm  fixure  of  thy  Foot  would 
give  an  excellent  Motion  to  thy  Gate,  in  a  femicircled  Far- 

thingale. I  fee  what  thou  wert,  if  Fortune  thy  Foe  were 
not,  Nature  thy  Friend  :  Come,  thou  canft  not  hide  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch  thing  in  me. 

Fal.  What  made  me  love  thee?  Let  that  perfuade  thee.' 
There's  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come,  I  cannot 
cog,  and  fay,  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a  many  of  thefe 

lifping 
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lifping  Haw-thorn  Buds,  that  come  like  Women  in  Mens 

Apparel,  and  fmell  like  Bucklers-Berry  in  fimpling-time :  I 
canraot;  but  I  love  thee,  none  but  thee;  and  thou  defer- 
veft  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me,  Sir;  I  fear  you  love  Miftrefs 
Page. 

FaL  Thou  might'ft  as  well  fay,  I  love  to  walk  by  the 
Counter-Gat?)  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the  reek  of  a 
Lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  Heav'n  knows  how  I  love  you,  and  you 
fhall  one  day  find  it. 

FaL  Keep  in  that  Mind;  I'll  deferve  it. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  muft  tell  you,  fo  you  do ;  or  elfe  I 

could  not  be  in  that  Mind. 

Rob.  \Within.~]  Miftrefs  Ford,  Miftrefs  Ford,  here's  Miftrefs 
Page  at  the  Door,  fweating,  and  blowing,  and  looking  wild- 

ly, and  would  needs  fpeak  with  you  prefently. 
FaL  She  fh all  not  fee  me;  I  will  enfeonce  me  behind  the 

Arras. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pray  you  do  fo;  (he's  a  very  tatling  Woman. 
Enter  Mifirefs  Page. 

What's  the  matter  ?  How  now  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  O  Miftrefs  Ford,  what  have  you  done? 

You're  fham'd,  y'are  overthrown,  y'are  undone  for  ever. 
Mrs.  Ford.  What's  the  Matter,  good  Miftrefs  Page  f 
Mrs.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  Miftrefs  Ford,  having  an  ho- 

neft  Man  to  your  Husband,  to  give  him  fuch  caufe  of  Su- 
fpicion. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  Sufpicion? 
Mrs.  Page.  What  caufe  of  Sufpicion?  Out  upon  you;  how 

am  I  miftook  in  you  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  alas!  what's  the  Matter? 
Mrs.  Page.    Your  Husband's    coming   hither,     Woman^ 

with  all  the  Officers  in  Wmdfor,  to  fearch  for  a  Gentle- 
man that  he  fays  is  here  now  in  the  Houfe,    by  your  Con- 

v  fent,  to  take  an  ill  Advantage  of  his  Abfence.   You  are  un- 
done. 

Mrs.  Ford.  'Tis  not  fo,  I  hope. 
Mrs.  Page.  Pray  Heav'n  it  be  not  fo,  that  you  have  fuch 

a  Man  here;  but 'tis  moft  certain  your  Husband's  coming 
with  half  Windfor  at  his  Heels,  to  fearch  for  fuch  a  one.   I 
Vou  I.  M  come 



i  6 1       The  Merry  JPives  of  Windfor. 
come  before  to  tell  you;  if  you  know  your  felf  clear,  why, 
I  am  glad  of  it;  but  if  you  have  a  Friend  here,  convey, 

convey  him  out.  Be  not  amaz'd,  call  all  your  Senfes  to 
you,  defend  your  Reputation,  or  bid  farewel  to  your  good 
Life  for  ever. 

Mrs. Ford.  What  (hall  I  do?  there  is  a  Gentleman,  my 
dear  Friend;  and  I  fear  not  my  own  Shame  fo  much  as  his 
Peril.  I  had  rather  than  a  thoufand  Pound  he  were  out  of 
the  Houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  For  fhame,  never  ftand,  you  had  rather,  and 

you  had  rather;  your  Husband's  here  at  hand,  bethink 
you  of  fome  Conveyance;  in  the  Houfe  you  cannot  hide 

him.  Oh,  how  have  you  deceiv'd  me?  Look,  here  is  a 
Basket,  if  he  be  of  any  reafonable  Stature,  he  may  creep  in 
here,  and  throw  foul  Linnen  upon  him,  as  if  it  were  going 
to  Bucking:  Or  it  is  whiting  time,  lend  him  by  your  two 
Men  to  Datchet-Mezd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  too  big  to  go  in  there:  What  ftiall  I do? 
Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Let  me  fee't,  let  me  kt\y  O  let  me  fee't ; 
I'll  in,  1*11  in;  follow  your  Friend's  Counfel  ;  I'll  in. 

Mrs.  Page.  What,  Sir  John  Falftajf,  are  thefe  your  Let- 
ters, Knight? 

Fal.  I  love  thee,  help  me  away ;  let  me  creep  in  here :  111 
never   

\_He  gets  into  the  Basl?et9  they  cover  him  with  foul  Linnen. 
Wixs.Page.  Help  to  cover  your  Matter,  Boy:  Call  your 

Men,  Miftrefs  Ford.    You  difTemblmg  Knighr. 
Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John,  go  take  up  thefe 

Cloaths  here,  quickly.  Where's  the  Cowl-ftafF?  Look  how 
you  drumble:  Carry  them  to  the  Landrefs  in  Datchet- 
M  ad ;  quickly,  come. 

Enter  Ford,  Page,  Caius  and  Evans. 
Ford.  Pray  you  come  near  ;  if  I  fufped:  without  Caufe, 

Why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  Jeft, 
I  deferve  it.     How  now  ?  whither  bear  you  this  ? 

Serv.  To  the  Landrefs,  Forfooth. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whither  they 
bear  it  ?  You  were  beft  meddle  with  Buck-waihing. Ford. 
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Ford.  Buck?  I  would  I  could  wafli  my  felf  of  the  Buck: 
Buck,  Buck,  Buck,  ay  Buck:  I  warrant  you  Buck,  and  of 
the  Seafon  too,  it  fhall  appear. 

[  Exeunt  Servants  with  the  Basket. 

Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd  to  Night,  Til  tell  you  my 
Dream:  Here,  here,  here  be  my  Keys;  afcend  my  Cham- 

bers, fearch,  ieek,  find  out.  I'll  warrant  we'll  unkennel  the 
Fox.     Let  me  flop  this  way  firft :  So,  nowuncape. 

Page.  Good  Matter /ar^,  be  contented: 
You  wrong  your  felf  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  Mailer  Page.  Up  Gentlemen,  you  fli all  fee 
Sport  anon;  follow  me,  Gentlemen. 

Eva.  This  is  ferry  fantaftical  Humours  and  Jealoufies. 

Cains.  By  gar,  'tis  no  the  Fafhion  otFrancey  it  is  not 
jealous  in  France    / \Exettnt. 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him,  Gentlemen,  fee  the  IfTue  of  his 
Search. 

Manent  Miflrefs  Page  and  Miflrefs  Ford. 
Mrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  Excellency  in  this? 
Mrs.  Ford.  I  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better,  that  my 

Husband  is  deceiv'd,  or  Sir  John. 
Mrs.  Page.  Whit  a  taking  was  he  in  when  your  Husband 

ask'd  who  was  in  the  Basket  ? 
Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  warning; 

fo  throwing  him  into  the  Water  will  do  him  a  Benefit. 
Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  difhoneft  Rafcal;  1  would  all  of 

the  fame  Strain  were  in  the  fame  Diftrefs. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  think  my  Husband  hath  fomefpecialSufpicion 

of  Falflajf's  being  here!  I  never  faw  him  fo  grofsin  his  Jea- 
loufie  'till  now. 

Mrs.  Page .  I  will  lay  a  Plot  to  try  that,  and  we  will  yet 
have  more  Tricks  with  Falftaff:  His  diflblute  Difeafe  will 
fcarce  obey  this  Medicine. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifh  Carrion,  Miflrefs 

Quickly  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  Water, 
and  give  him  another  Hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  Pu- 
niftiment? 

Mrs.P^.  Well  do  it;  let  him  be  fent  for  to  morrow  by 
eight  a  Clock,  to  have  amends. 

M  2  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Ford,   Page,  &c. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him;   maybe  the  Knave  bragg*d  of 
that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 
Mrs.  Ford.  You  ufe  me  well,  Matter  Ford,  do  you  ? 
Ford.  Ay,  ay,  I  do  fo. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heav'n  make  you  better  than  your  Thoughts. Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page.   You  do  your  felf  mighty  Wrong,  Mr.  Ford. 
Ford.  Ay,  ay ;  I  muft  bear  it. 
Eva.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  Houfe,  and  in  the  Cham- 

bers, and  in  the  Coffers,  and  in  the  Preffes,  Heav'n  forgive 
my  Sins. 

Cains.  By  gar,  nor  I  too;  there  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  Mr.  Ford,  are  you  not  afham'd  \  What 
Spirit,  what  Devil  fuggefts  this  Imagination  ?    I  would  not 
ha  your  Diftemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  Wealth  of  Windfor- 
Caflle. 

Ford.  'Tis  my  Fault,  Mr.  Page:  I  fufferfor  it. 
Eva.  You  fuffer  for  a  pad  Confcience;    your  Wife  is  as 

honeft  a  o'mans,  as  I  will  defires  among  five  thoufand,  and five  hundred  too. 

Cains.  By  gar,  I  fee  'tis  an  honeft  Woman. 
Ford.  Well,  I  promis'd  you  a  Dinner;  come,  come, 

walk  in  the  Park.  I  pray  you  pardon  me;  I  will  hereafter 
make  known  to  you  why  I  have  done  this.  Come  Wife, 
come  Miftrefs  Page,  I  pray  you  pardon  me :  Pray  heartily 
pardon  me. 

Page.  Let's  go  in,  Gentlemen;  but,  truft  me,  we'll  mock 
him.    I  do  invite  you  to  Morrow  Morning  to  my  Houfe  to 
Breakfaft,     after  wVll  a   birding  together;    I  have  a  fine 
Hawk  for  the  Bufh.     Shall  it  be  fo  ? 

Ford.  Any  thing. 
Eva.  If  there  is  one,  I  mall  make  two  in  the  Company. 
Cains.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  fhall  make-a  the  turd. 
Ford.  Pray  you  go,  Mr.  Page. 
Eva.  I  pray  you  now  remembrance  to  morrow  on  the 

lowfie  Knave,  mine  Hoft. 

Cains.  Dat  is  good,  by  gar,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Eva.  A  lowfie  Rnave,  to  have  his  Gibes,  and  his  Mocke- 

ries. [Exennt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enttr  Fenton   and  Miflrefs  Anne  Page, 

Fent.  I  fee  I  cannot  get  thy  Father's  Love ; Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  fweet  Nan* 
Anne,  Alas  !  how  then  ? 

Fent.  Why,  thou  muft  be  thy  felf. 
He  doth  object  I  am  too  great  of  Birth, 

And  that  my  State  being  gall'd  with  my  Expence* 
I  feek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  Wealth. 
Befides  thefe,  other  Bars  he  lays  before  me, 
My  Riots  paft,  my  wild  Societies; 

And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impoflible 
I  fhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  Property." 

Anne.  May  be  he  tells  you  true. 

Fent.  No,  Heav'n  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come* 
Albeit  I  will  confefs,  thy  Father's  Wealth 
Was  the  firft  Motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  ; 
Yet  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  Stamps  in  Gold,  or  Sums  in  fealed  Bags: 

And  'tis  the  very  Riches  of  thy  felf That  now  I  aim  at. 

Anne.  Gentle  Mr.  Fenton^ 

Yet  feek  my  Father's  Love,  ftill  feek  it,  Sir : 
If  Opportunity  and  humbleft  Suit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then  hark  you  hither. 

Enter  Shallow,  Slender  and  Miftrifs  Quickly. 
Shal.  Break  their  Talk,  Miftrefs Quickly; 

Myi  Kinfman  (hall  fpeak  for  himfelf. 

Slen.  I'll  make  a  Shaft  or  a  Bolt  on't:  'D'slid  'tis  but  ven- 
turing. 

Shal.  Be  not  difmaid. 

Slen.  No,  fhe  (hall  not  difmay  me: 
I  care  not  for  that,  but  I  am  affeard. 

Ouic.  Hark  ye;  Mr.  Slender  would  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 

Anne.  I  come  to  him.     This  is  my  Father's  Choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  Faults 
Look  handfome  in  three  hundred  Pounds  a  Year? 

Quic.  And  how  does  good  Matter  Fenton  i 
Pray  you  a  word  with  you. 

M  3  Shal, 
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Shal.  She's  coming  ;  to  her  Coz. 
O  Boy,  thou  hadft  a  Father ! 

Slen.  I  had  a  Father,  Mrs.  Anne\  my  Uncle  can  tell  you 
good  Jeftsof  him.  Pray  you,  Uncle,  tell  Mrs.  Anne  the  Jeft, 
how  my  Father  ftole  two  Geefe  out  of  a  Pen,  good. Un- 
cle. 

Shal.  Miftrefs  Anne*  my  Coufin  loves  you. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  do,  as  well  as  I  love  any  Woman  in  Glo- 
cefterftnre. 

Shal.  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  Gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  will;  come  cut  and  long-tail,  under  the 

degree  of  a  Squire.  * 
Shal.  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  Pounds  Join- 

ture. 

Anne.  Good  Mafter  Shallow ,  let  him  woo  for  him- 
felf. 

Shal.  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it;  I  thank  you  for  that. 

Good  Comfort;  fhe  calls  you,  Coz:  I'll  leave  you. Anne.  Now  M after  Slender. 

Slen.  Now  good  Miftrefs  Anne. 
Anne.  What  is  your  Will  ? 

Slen.  My  Will?  Od's-heart-lings,  that's  a  pretty  Jeft  in- 
deed, I  ne'er  made  my  Will  yet,  I  thank  Heav'n;  I  am  not 

fuch  a  ifickly  Creature,  I  give  Heav'n  Praife. 
Anne.  I  mean,  Mr.  Slender,  what  would  you  with 

me? 

Slen.  Truly  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or  nGthing 
with  you;  your  Father  and  my  Uncle  have  made  Motions; 
if  it  be  my  luck,  fo;  if  not,  happy  Man  be  his  dole;  they 
can  tell  you  how  things  go  better  than  I  can  ;  you  may  ask 
your  Father ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Page  and  Miftrefs  Page. 
Page.  Now,  Mafter  Slender:  Love  him,  Daughter  Anne. 

Why  how  now?  What  does  Mafter  Fenton  here? 
You  wrong  me,  Sir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  Houfe: 

I  tell  you,  Sir,  my  Daughter  is  difpos'd  of. 
Fent.  Nay,  Mafter  Page,  be  not  impatient. 
Mrs.  7^*.  Good  Mafter  Fenton,  come  not  to  my  Child. 
Page.  She  is  no  Match  for  you. 
Fent.  Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 
Page.  No,  good  Mafter  Fenton. 

Come, 
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Come,  Mafter  Shallow;  come,  Son  Slender,  in. 

Knowing  my  Mind,  you  wrong  me,  Mafter  Fenton. 

[Exeunt  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 
Ouic.  Speak  to  Miftrefs  Page. 
Fent.  Good  Miftrefs  Page,  for  that  I  love  your  Daughter 

In  fuch  a  righteous  fafhion  as  I  do, 
Perforce,  againft  all  Checks,  Rebukes  and  Manners, 
I  mull:  advance  the  Colours  of  my  Love, 
And  not  retire.     Let  me  have  your  good  Will. 

Anne.  Good  Mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon  Fool. 
Mrs.  Page.  I  mean  it  not,  I  feek  you  a  better  Husband. 

Ortic.  That's  my  Mafter,  Mafter  Doctor. 
Anne.  Alas  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'th'  Earth, 

And  bowl'd  to  Death  with  Turneps. 
TAxs.Page*  Come,  trouble  not  your  felf,  good  Mafter 

Fenton,  I  will  not  be  your  Friend  nor  Enemy : 
My  Daughter  will  I  queftion  how  fhe  loves  you, 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  affected. 

'Till  then,  farcwel  Sir;  fhe  muft  needs  go  in, 
Her  Father  will  be  angry.  [Ex.  Airs.  Page  and  Anne. 

Fent.  Farewel,  gentle  Miftrefs;  fare w el  Nan. 
Ouic,  Ths  is  my  doing  now.  Nay,  faid  7,  will  you  caft> 

away  your  Child  on  a  Fool,  and  a  Phyfician? 
Look  on  Mafter  Fenton :  This  is  my  doing. 

Fent.  I  thank  thee ;   and  I  pray  thee  once  to  Night, 

Give  my  (wectJVan  this  Ring:  There's  for  thy  Pains.  [Exit. 
Ouic.  Now  Heav'n  fend  thee  good  Fortune.  A  kind  Heart 

he  hath,  a  Woman  would  run  through  Fire  and  Water  for 
fuch  a  kind  Heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my  Mafter  had  Mi- 

ftrefs Anne,  or  I  would  Mr.  Slender  had  her;  or,  in  footh, 
I  would  Mr. Fenton  had  her.  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  them 

all  three,  for  fo  I  have  promis'd,  and  Fll  be  as  good  as  my 
Word,  but  fpecioufly  for  Mr.  Fenton.  Well,  I  muft  of  ano- 

ther Errand  to  Sir  John  Falflaff  from  my  two  MiftrefTes; 
what  a  Beaft  am  I  to  flack  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Falftaff  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  I  fay. 
Bard.  Here,  Sir. 

M  4  Fal* 
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FaL  Go  fetch  me  a  Quart  of  Sack,  put  a  Toft  in't.  Have 
I  liv'd  to  be  carry'd  in  a  Basket,  like  a  Barrow  of  Butchers 
Offal,  and  to  be  thrown  into  the  Thames*  Well,  if  I  be 

ferv'd  fuch  another  trick,  111  have  my  Brains  ta'en  out  and 
butter'd,   and  give  them  to  a  Dog  for  a  New-years  Gift. 
The  Rogues  flighted  me  into  the  River,  with  as  little  Re- 

morfe  as  they  would  have  drown'd  a  blind  Bitch's  Puppies, 
fifteen  i'th'  litter;   and  you  may  know,  by  my  Size,  that  I 
have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  finking:   If  the  Bottom  were  as 

deep  as  Hell,  I  mould  down.     I  had  been  drown'd,    but 
that  the  Shore  was  fhelvy  and  mallow;   a  Death  that  I  ab- 

hor; for  the  Water  fwells  a  Man :  And  what  a  Thing  ihould 

I  have  been  when  I  had  been  fwell'd?   I  mould  have  been 
a  Mountain  of  Mummy. 

Bar.  Mere's  Miftrefs  Quickly,  Sir,  to  fpeak  with  you. 
FaL  Come,  let  me  pour  in  fome  Sack  to  the  Thames- 

Water;  for  my  Belly's  as  cold  as  if  I  had  fwallow'd  Snow- balls for  Pills  to  cool  the  Reins.     Call  her  in. 

Bard.  Come  in,  Woman. 
Enter  Miftrefs  Quickly. 

Quic.  By  your  Leave:  I  cry  you  Mercy. 
Give  your  Worfhip  Good-morrow. 

FaL  Take  away  thefe  Challices : 
Go,  brew  me  a  Pottle  of  Sack  finely. 

Bard.  With  Eggs,  Sir? 

FaL  Simple  of  it  felf :  I'll  no  Pullet-Sperm  in  my  Brew- 
age.     How  now? 

Quic.  Marry,  Sir,  I  come  to  your  Worfhip  from  Miftrefs 
Ford* 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford?  I  have  had  Ford  enough;  I  was 
thrown  into  the  Ford ;  I  have  my  Belly  full  of  Ford. 

Quic.  Alas  the  Day!  good  Heart,  that  was  not  her  Fault: 
She  does  fo  take  on  with  her  Men;  they  miftook  their  E- 
re&ion. 

FaL  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  on  a  foolifh  Woman's  Pro- mife. 

Quic.  Well,  fhe  laments,  Sir,  for  it,  that  it  would  yern 
your  Heart  to  fee  it.  Her  Husband  goes  this  Morning  a 
birding;  fhe  defires  you  once  more  to  come  to  her,  between 

eight  and  nine.  I  muft  carry  her  Word  quickly,  flie'll 
make  you  amends,  I  warrant  you. 

FaL 
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FaL  Well,  I  will  vifit  her ;  tell  her  fo,  and  bid  her  think 

what  a  Man  is:  Let  her  confider  his  Frailty,  and  then 

judge  of  my  Merit. 
Ouic.  I  will  tell  her. 

FaL     Do  fo.     Between  nine  and  ten,  fay'ft  thou? 
Ouic.  Eight  and  nine,  Sir. 
FaL  Well,  be  gone;  I  will  not  mifs  her. 
Ouic.  Peace  be  with  you,  Sir.  [Exit. 
FaL  I  marvel  I  hear  not  of  M after  Broom ;   he  fent  me 

Word  to  flay  within:  I  like  his  Mony  well. 
Oh,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Ford. 

Ford.  Blefs  you,  Sir. 
FaL  Now,  Mafter  Broom,  you  come  to  know  what  hath 

pafs'd  between  me  and  Ford's  Wife. Ford.  That  indeed,  Sir  John,  is  my  bufinefs. 
FaL  Mafter  Broom,  I  will  not  lie  to  you ; 

I  was  at  her  Houfe  the  Hour  me  appointed  me. 
Ford.  And  you  fped,  Sir? 

FaL  Very  ill-favour'dly,  Mafter  Broom. 
Ford.  Mow  Sir,  did  ihe  change  her  Determination? 
FaL  No,  Mr.  Broom ;  but  the  peaking  Cornuto  her  Huf- 

band,  Mr.  Broom,  dwelling  in  a  continual  larum  of  Jealou- 
fie,  comes  in  the  inftant  of  our  Encounter,  after  we  had 

embrac'd,  kifs'd,  protefted,  and  as  it  were  fpoke  the  Pro- 
logue of  our  Comedy ;  and  at  his  Heels  a  rabble  of  his  Com- 

panions, thither  provok'd  and  inftigated  by  his  Diftemper, 
and,  forfooth,  to  fearch  his  Houfe  for  his  Wife's  Love. 

Ford.  What,  while  you  were  there  ? 
FaL  While  I  was  there. 

Ford.  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,?and  could  not  find  you? 
FaL  You  (hall  hear.  As  good  Luck  would  have  it,  comes 

in  one  Miftrefs  Page,  gives  Intelligence  of  Ford's  Approach, 
and  in  her  Invention,  and  Ford's  Wife's  Diftra&ion,  they 
convey'd  me  into  a  Buck-basket. 

Ford,  A  Buck-basket? 

FaL  Yea,  a  Buck-basket;  ramm'd  me  in  with  foul  Shirts 
and  Smocks,  Socks,  foul  Stockings,  and  greafie  Napkins,  that, 
Mafter  Broom,  there  was  the  rankeft  Compound  of  villai- 

nous Smell  that  ever  offended  Noftril. 

Ford.  And  how  long  lay  you  there? 
FaL 
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FaL  Nay,  you  mall  hear,  M after  Broom,  what  I  have 

fuffer'd,  to  bring  this  Woman  to  evil,  for  your  good.  Be- 
ing thus  cram'd  in  the  Basket,  a  couple  of  Ford's  Knaves, 

his  Hinds,  were  call'd  forth  by  their  Miftrefs,  to  carry  me  in 
the  name  of  foul  Cloaths  to  Datchct-lane  ;  they  took  me  on 
their  Shoulders,  met  the  jealous  Knave  their  Mailer  in  the 

Door,  who  ask'd  them  once  or  twice  what  they  had  in  their 
Basket;  I  quak'd  for  Fear,  leaft  the  Lunatick  Knave  would 
have  fearch'd  it;  but  Fate,  ordaining  he  mould  be  a  Cuck- 

old, held  his  Hand.  Well,  on  went  he  for  a  fearch,  and  a- 
way  went  I  for  foul  Cloaths;  but  mark  the  fequel,  Mafter 
Broom,  I  fufFered  the  pangs  of  three  feveral  Deaths :  Firft, 
an  intolerable  Fright,  to  be  detected  with  a  jealous  rotten 

Bell-weather;  next  to  be  compafs'd,  like  a  good  Bilbo,  in 
the  circumference  of  a  Peck,  hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head; 

and  then  to  be  ftopt  in,  like  a  ftrang  Diftillation,  with  {link- 
ing Cloaths,  that  fretted  in  their  own  Greafe :  Think  of 

that,  a  Man  of  my  Kidney;  think  of  that,  that  am  as  Tub- 
jedt,  to  heat  as  Butter;  a  Man  of  continual  diflolution  and 
thaw;  it  was  a  miracle  to  Tcape  Suffocation.  And  in  the 

height  of  this  Bath,  when  I  was  more  than  half  ftew'd  in 
Greafe,  like  a  Butch  Difh,  to  be  thrown  into  the  Thames, 

and  cool'd,  glowing  hot,  in  that  ferge,  like  a  Horfe-fhoe; 
think  of  that;  hilling  hot,  think  of  that,  Mafter  Broom. 

Ford.  In  good  fadnefs,  Sir,  I  am  forry  that  for  my  fake 

you  fuffer'd  all  this.  My  Suit  is  then  defperate;  you'll  un- dertake her  no  more? 

FaL  Mafter  Broom,  I  will  be  thrown  into  Etna,  as  I  have 

been  into  Thames,  e'er  I  will  leave  her  thus.  Her  Husband 
is  this  Morning  gone  a  birding ;  I  have  receivJd  from  her 
another  Ambaflie  of  meeting;  'twixt  eight  and  nine  is  the 
Hour,  Mafter  Broom, 

Ford.  'Tis  paft  eight  already,  Sir. 
FaL  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  addrefs  me  to  my  Appointment. 

Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you  ihali  know 

how  I  fpeed;  and  the  Conclufion  fhall  be  crown'd  with  your 
enjoying  her:  Adieu,  you  iliall  have  her,  Mafter  Broom, 
Mafter  Broom,  you  fhall  cuckold  Ford.  [Exit. 

Ford.  Hum!  Ha!  Is  this  a  Vifion  ?  Is  this  a  Dream? 

Do  I  deep?  Mifter  Ford  awake,  awake  Mafter  Ford;  there's 
a  Hole  made  in  your  beft  Coat,  Mafter  Ford:  This  'tis  to 

be 
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be  married !  this  'tis  to  have  Linnen  and  Buck-baskets ! 
Well,  I  will  proclaim  my  felf  what  I  am;  I  will  now  take 

the  Leacher;  he  is  at  my  Houfe;  he  cannot  'fcape  me; 
'tis  impolTible  he  ihould ;  he  cannot  creep  into  a  Half-penny 
Purfe,  nor  into  a  Pepper-box.  But  left  the  Devil  that 
guides  him  fhould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch  impoflible  places; 

tho'  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I  would 
not  fhall  not  make  me  tame:  If  I  have  Horns,  to  make 

one  mad,  let  the  Proverb  go  with  me,  I'll  be  horn-mad. 

[Exit. 

A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Page,  Miftrefs  Quickly  and  William. 

Mrs.  Page.     T  S  he  at  Mr. Ford's  already,  think'ft  thou? 
X  Ouic.  Sure  he  is  by  this,  or  will  be  prefent- 

ly;  but  trnly  he  is  very  courageous  mad,  about  his  throwing 
into  the  Water.  Mrs.  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fudder/ly. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  be  with  her  by  and  by;  I'll  but  bring  my 
young  Man  here  to  School.  Look  where  his  Matter  comes; 

'tis  a  Playing-day  I  fee.  How  now,  Sir  Hugh,  no  School  to Day? 
Enter  Evans. 

Eva.  No;  Mafter  Slender  is  let  the  Boys  leave  to  play. 
Ouic.  BleiTing  of  his  Heart. 
Mrs.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  Husband  fays  my  Son  profits 

nothing  in  the  World  at  his  Book;  I  pray  you  ask  him 
fome  Queftions  in  his  Accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hither,  William;  hold  up  your  Head,  come. 
Mr?.  Page.  Come  Sirrah,  hold  up  your  Head;  anfwer 

your  Mafter,  be  not  afraid. 
Eva.  William,  how  many  Numbers  is  in  Nouns  ? 
Will.  Two. 

Ouic.  Truly,  I  thought  there  had  been  one  Number  more, 
becaufe  they  fay,  od's  Nowns. 

Eva.  Peace,  your  tatlings.     What  is,  Fair,  William  ? 
Will.  PulcherS 

Ouic.  Poulcats?  There  are  fairer  things  than  Poulcats,^ fure, 
Eva, 
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Eva.  You  are  a  very  fimplicity  o'man ;  I  pray  you  peace; What  is,  Lapis,  William  f 
Will.  A  Stone. 
Eva.  And  what  is  a  Stone,  William* 
Will.  A  Pebble. 

Eva.  No,  it  is  Lapis :   I    pray  you  remember  in  your 
Prain. 

WilL  Lapis. 
Eva.  That  is  a  good  William:  What  is  he,  William,  that 

does  lend  Articles? 

WilL  Articles  are  borrow'd  of  the  Pronoun,  and  be  thus 
declin'd,  Singulariter  Nominativo,  hie,  hac,  hoc. 

Eva.  Nominativo,  hig,  hag,  hog;  pray  you  mark:  Geni- 
tivo,  hujus  :  Well,  what  is  your  Accusative  Cafe  ? 

Will.  Accufative,  hinc. 
Eva.  I  pray  you  have  your  remembrance,  Child,  Accu- 

fativo,  king,  hang,  hog. 
Ouic.  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  Bacon.     I  warrant  you. 

Eva.  Leave  you  Prabbles,  o'man.  What  is  the  Focative 
Cafe,  William? 

Will.  O,  Vocativo,  O. 
Eva.  Remember  William,  Focativey  is  caret. 

Ouic.  And  that's  a  good  Root. 
Eva.  O'man,  forbear. 
Mrs.  Page.  Peace. 
Eva.  What  is  your  Genitive  Cafe  Plural,  William  ? 
Wiil.  Genitive  Cafe  ? 
Eva.  Ay. 
Will.  Genitive,  horum,  harum,  horum. 

Ouic.  'Vengeance  of  Ginj/es  Cafe ;  fie  on  her ;  never  name 
her,  Child,  if  (he  be  a  Whore. 

Eva.  For  fhame,  o'man. Ouic.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  Child  fuch  words:  He 

teaches  him  to  hie,  and  to  hac,  which  they'll  do  faft  enough 
of  themfelves;  and  to  call  horum  ;  fie  upon  you. 

Eva.  Oman,  art  thou  Lunacies?  Haft  thou  no  under- 
ftandings  for  thy  Cafes,  and  the  Numbers  of  the  Genders? 
Thou  art  as  foolifh  Chriftian  Creatures  as  I  would  de- 
fires. 

Mrs.  Page.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace, 

Eva* 
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Eva.  Shew  me  now,  William,  fome  Declenfions  of  your 

Pronouns, 

mil.  Forfooth,  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  It  is  Qui,  qne,  quod;  if  you  forget  your  Quies,  your 

Ouesy  and  your  Quods,  you  muft  be  preeches:  Go  your 

ways  and  play,  go. 
Mrs.  Page.  He  is  a  better  Scholar  than  I  thought  he  was. 
Eva.  He  is  a  good  fprag  Memory.   Farewel,  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Adieu,  good  Six  Hugh. 

Get  you  home,  Boy.  Come  we  flay  too  long.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Miftrefs  Ford. 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  your  Sorrow  hath  eaten  up  my  Suffe- 
rance ;  I  fee  you  are  obfequious  in  your  Love,  and  I  profefs 

Requital  to  a  hairs  breath,  not  only,  Miftrefs  Ford,  in  the 
fimple  Office  of  Love,  but  in  all  the  Accouftrement,  Com- 
plement,  and  Ceremony  of  it.  But  are  you  fure  of  your 
Husband  now? 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  a  birding,  fweet  Sir  John. 

Mrs.  Page,  [within.']  What  hoa,  Goflip  Ford  !  what  hoa/ 
Mrs.  Ford.  Step  into  th'  Chamber,  Sir  John.  [Ex.  FalftafF. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  How  now,  fweet  Heart,  who's  at  home  be- 
fides  your  felf? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  none  but  mine  own  People. 
Mrs.  Page.  Indeed? 
Mrs.  Ford.  No  certainly.-— —  Speak  louder. 
Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have  no  body  here. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Why? 
Mrs.  Page.  Why  Woman,  your  Husband  is  in  his  old 

Lines  again;  he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my  Husband,  fo 

rails  againft  all  married  Mankind,  fo  curfes  all  Eve's  Daugh- 
ters, of  what  Complexion  foever,  and  fo  buffets  himfelf  on 

the  Fore-head,  crying  peer-out,  peer-out,  that  any  Madnefs 

I  ever  yet  beheld  feem'd  but  Tamenefs,  Civility  and  Pati- 
ence to  this  his  Diftemper  he  is  in  now ;  I  am  glad  the  fat 

Knight  is  not  here. 
Mrs,  Ford.  Why  does  he  talk  of  him? 

Mrs.i^. 
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Mn.  Page.    Of  none  but  him,  and  fwears  he  was  carry'd 
out,  the  laft  time  he  fearch'd  for  him,    in   a  Basket;   pro- 
tefts  to  my  Husband  he  is  now  here,    and  hath  drawn  him 
and  the  reft  of  their  Company  from  their  Sport,  to  make 
another  Experiment  of  his   Sufpicion,    but  I  am  glad  the 
Knight  is  not  here;  now  he  mall  fee  his  own  Foolery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  near  is  he,  Miftrefs  Page*. 
Mrs.  Page.  Hard  by,  at  Streets  end,  he  will  be  here  anon. 
Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  undone,  the  Knight  is  here. 

Mrs.  Page.    Why  then  you  are  utterly  fham'd,  and  he's 
but  a  dead  Man.   What  a  Woman  are  you?   Away  with 
him,  away  with  him,  better  Shame  than  Murther. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  mould  he  go?    How  mould  I 
beftow  him  f  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  Basket  again  ? 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  come  no  more  i'th  Basket: 

May  I  not  go  out  e'er  he  come  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  Alas,   three  of  Matter  Ford's  Brothers  watch 

the  Door  with  Piftols,  that  none  mould  iffue  out,otherwife 

you  might  flip  away  e'er  he  came:  But  what  make  you  here? 
Fal.  What  mail  I  do?  I'll  creep  up  into  the  Chimney. 
Mrs.  Ford.  There  they  always    ufe  to    difcharge  their 

Birding-Pieces ;  creep  into  the  Kill-Hole. 
Fal.  Where  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  He  will  feek  there,  on  my  Word :    Neither 
Prefs,   Coffer,   Cheft,   Trunk,    Well,   Vault,  but  he  hath 
an  Abftracl:  for  the  remembrance  of  fuch  Places,  and  goes 
to  them  by  his  Note ;  there  is  no  hiding  you  in  the  Houfe. 

Fal.  I'll  go  out  then. 
Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  Semblance,  you 

die,  Sir  John,  unlefs  you  go  out  difguis'd.  How  might  we 
difguife  him? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alafs-the-Day ;  I  know  not,  there  is  no  Wo- 

man's Gown  big  enough  for  him,  otherwife  he  might  put 
on  a  Hat,  a  Muffler,  and  a  Kercheif,  and  fo  efcape. 

Fal.  Good  Hearts,  devife  fomething;  any  Extremity,  ra- 
ther than  Mifchief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  Maid's  Aunt,  the  fat  Woman  of  Brain- 
ford,  has  a  Gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page.  On  my  Word  it  will  ferve  him,  fhe's  as  big 
as  he  is ;  and  there's  her  thrumb  Hat,  and  her  Muffler  too. 
Run  up.    Sir  John.  Mrs,  Ford. 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  Sir  John,  Miftrefs  Page  and  I 

will  look  fome  Linnen  for  your  Head. 

Mrs.  Page.  Quick,  quick,  we'll  come  drefs  you  ftraiglr; 
put  on  the  Gown  the  while.  \_Exit  Falftafh 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  would  my  Husband  would  meet  him  in 
this  Shape,  he  cannot  abide  the  old  Woman  of  Brainford; 

he  fwears  fhe's  a  Witch,  forbad  her  my  Houfe,  and  hath threatned  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heav'n  guide  him  to  thy  Husband's  Cudgel, 
and  the  Devil  guide  his  Cudgel  afterwards. 

Mrs.  Ford.  But  is  my  Husband  coming? 
Mrs.  Page.  Ay  in  good  Sadnefs  is  he,  and  talks  of  the 

Basket  too,  howfoever  he  hath  had  Intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  try  that;  for  I'll  appoint  my  Men  to 
carry  the  Basket  again,  to  meet  him  at  the  Door  with  it,  as 
they  did  laft  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefently ;  let's  go  drefs 
him  like  the  Witch  of  Brainford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  firft  direct  my  Men,  what  they  ihall  do 
with  the  Basket;  go  up,  I'll  bring  Linnen  for  him  ftraight. 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  dimoneft  Varler, 
We  cannot  mifufe  him  enough. 

We'll  leave  a  Proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do, 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too. 
We  do  not  ad,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh  : 

'Tis  old,  but  true,  Still  Swine  eats  all  the  Draugh. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Go  Sirs,  take  the  Basket  again  on  your  Shoul- 

ders; your  Matter  is  hard  at  door,*  if  he  bidyoufet  itdown, 
obey  him:  Quickly,  difpatch. 

Enter  Servants  with  the  Basket* 
1  Serv.  Come,  come,  take  up. 

2  Serv.  Pray  Heav'n  it  be  not  full  of  the  Knight  again. 1  Serv.  I  hope  not.    I  had  as  lief  bear  fo  much  Lead. 
Enter  Ford,  Shallow,  Page,  Caius  and  Evans. 

Ford.  Ay,  but  if  it  prove  true,  Mafter  Page,  have  you  any 
way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?  Set  down  the  Basket,  Vil- 

lain; fomebody  call  my  Wife:  Youth  in  a  Basket.  Oh  you 

panderly  Rafcals,  there's  a  Knot,  a  Gang,  a  Pack,  a  Con- 
fpiracy  againft  me;  now  (hall  the  Devil  be  fliam'd.  What, 
I  fay,  come,  come  forth,  behold  what  honeft  Cloaths  you 
fend  forth  to  bleaching. 

Page. 
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Page.  Why,  this  paflfes  Mr.  Ford;  you  are  not  to  go  loofe 

nay  longer,  you  muft  be  pinnion'd. 
Eva.  Why,  this  is  Lunaticks;  this  is  mad  as  a  mad  Dog. 
Shal.  Indeed,  Mr.  Ford,  this  is  not  well  indeed. 

Ford.  So  fay  I  too,  Sir.  Come  hither  Miftrefs  Ford,  Miftrefs 
Ford,  the  honeft  Woman,  the  modeft  Wife,  the  virtuous 
Creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  Fool  to  her  Husband  :  I 
fufpecr.  without  Caufe,  Miftrefs,  do  I  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heav'n  be  my  Witnefs  you  do,  if  you  fufpecT: 
me  in  any  Difhonefty. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  Brazen-face,  hold  it  out :  Come  forth, 
Sirrah.  [Pulls  the  Cleat hs  out  of  the  Basket. 

Page*  This  pafTes. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Are  you  not  aftiam'd,  let  the  Cloaths  alone. 
Ford*  I  fliall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.  'Tis  unreafonable;  will  you  take  up  your  Wife's 
Cloaths  ?  Come  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  Basket,  I  fay. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Why  Man,  why  ? 
Ford.  Mafter  Page,  as  I  am  a  Man,  there  was  one  con- 

vey'd  out  of  my  Houfe  Yefterday  in  this  Basket;  why  may 
not  he  be  there  again  ?  In  my  Houfe  I  am  fure  he  is ;  my 
Intelligence  is  true,  my  Jealoufie  is  reafonable,  pluck  me  out 
all  the  Linnen. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  find  a  Man  there,  he  mail  die  a  Flea's death. 

Page.  Here's  no  Man. 
Shal.  By  my  Fidelity  this  is  not  not  well,  Mr.  Ford;  this 

wrongs  you. 
Eva.  Mr.  Ford,  you  muft  pray,  and  not  follow  the  Ima- 

ginations of  your  own  Heart;  this  is  Jealoufies. 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  I  feek  for. 
Page.  No,  nor  no  where  elfe  but  in  your  Brain. 
Ford.  Help  to  fearch  my  Houfe  this  one  time  ;  if  I  find 

not  what  I  feek,  fliewno  colour  for  my  Extremity ;  let 
me  for  ever  be  your  Table-fport;  let  them  fay  of  me,  As 
jealous  as  Ford,  that  fearched  a  hollow  Wall- nut  for  his 
Wives  Lemman.  Satisfie  me  once  more,  once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  hoa,  Miftrefs  Page  I  come  you  and  the 
old  Woman  downj  my  Husband  will  come  into  the 
Chamber.  Ford. 
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Ford.  Old  Woman  I  What  old  Woman's  that? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  it  is  my  Maid's  Aunt  of  Bradford. 
Ford.  A  Witch,  a  Quean,  an  old  cozening  Quean ;  have 

I  not  forbid  her  my  Houfe?  She  comes  of  Errands,  does 

fhe?  We  are  firnple  Men,  we  do  not  know  what's  brought 
to  pafs  under  the  Profeffion  of  Fortune-telling.  She  works 

by  Charms,  by  Spells,  by  th' Figure,  and  fuch  dawbry  as 
this  is,  beyond  our  Element;  we  know  nothing.  Come 
down,  you  Witch,  you  Hag  you,  come  down,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  good  fweet  Husband;  good  Gentlemen, 
let  him  not  ftrike  the  old  Woman. 

Enter  Falftaff  in  Womens  Cloaths. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  Mother  Praty  come,  give  me  your 
Hand. 

Ford.  I'll  Prat  her.  Out  of  my  Door  you  Witch,  [Beats  him."] 
you  Hag,  you  Baggage,  you  Poulcar,  you  Runnion,  out, 

out;   I'll  Conjure  you,  I'll  Fortune-tell  you.  [Exit  Fal. 
Mrs.  Page.  Are  you  not  afliam'd  ? 

I  think  you  have  kill'd  the  poor  Woman. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  he  will  do  it;  'tis  a  goodly  Credit  for 

you. 
Ford.  Hang  her,  Witch. 

Eva.  By  yea,  and  no,  I  think  the  o'man  is  a  Witch  in- 
deed :  I  like  not  when  a  o'man  has  a  great  Peard ;  I  fpy  a 

great  Peard  under  his  Muffler. 
Ford.  Will  you  follow,  Gentlemen  ?  I  befeech  you  follow; 

fee  but  the  Iflue  of  my  Jealoufie  ;  if  I  cry  out  thus  upon 
no  Trial,  never  truft  me  when  I  open  again. 

Page.  Let's  obey  his  Humour  a  little  further: 
Come,  Gentlemen,  [Exeunt* 

WYxs.Page.  Trull  me  he  beat  him  moft  pitifully. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  by  th'Mafsthat  he  did  not;  he  beat  him 
moft  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  have  the  Cudgel  hallow'd,  and  hung  o'er the  Altar,  it  hath  done  meritorious  Service. 
Mrs.  Ferd.  What  think  you?  May  we,  with  the  warrant 

of  Woman-hood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  Conference,  pur- 
fue  him  with  any  further  Revenge  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  The  Spirit  of  Wantonnefs  is  fure  fcar'd  out 
oT  him ;  if  the  Devil  have  him  not  in  Fee-fimple,  with  Fine 

Vol,  I.  N  and 
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and  Recovery,  he  will  never,  I  think,  in  the  way  of  wafte, 
attempt  us  again, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  v/e  tell  our  Husbands  how  we  have  fer- 
ved  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Yes,  by  all  means;  if  it  be  but  to  fcrape  the 

Figures  out  of  your  Husband's  Brain,  If  they  can  find  in 
their  Hearts  the  poor  unvirtuous  fat  Knight  fhall  be  any 
further  afflicted,  we  two  will  ftill  be  the  Minifters. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  warrant  they'll  have  him  publickly  fham'd; 
and  methinks  there  would  be  no  period  to  the  Jeft,  fhould  he 

not  be  publickly  mam'd. 
Mrs.  Page.  Come  to  the  Forge  with  it,  then  fhapeit:  I 

would  not  have  things  cool.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Bardolph. 

'Bard.  Sir,  the  German  defires  to  have  three  of  your Horfes;  the  Duke  himfelf  will  be  to  Morrow  at  Court,  and 
they  are  going  to  meet  him. 

Hoft.  What  Duke  mould  that  be  comes  fo  fecretly?  I 
hear  not  of  him  in  the  Court:  Let  me  fpeak  with  the  Gen- 

tlemen; they  fpeak  Englijh  ? 

Bar.  Sir,  I'll  call  them  to  you. 
Hoft.  They  fhall  have  my  Horfes,  but  I'll  make  them 

pay,  I'll  fawce  them.  They  have  had  my  Houfe  a  Week  at 
Command;  I  have  turn'd  away  my  other  Guefts ;  they  muft 
come  off,  I'll  fawce  them,  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  Mifirefs  Page,  Miftrefs  Ford, 
and  Evans. 

Eva.  'Tis  one  of  the  bed:  Difcretions  of  a  o'man  as  ever 
I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  Letters  at  an  in- ftant? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  Hour. 
Ford.  Pardon  me,  Wife.    Henceforth  do  what  thou  wilt; 

I  rather  will  fufpect  the  Sun  with  cold, 
Than  thee  withWantonnds;  now  doth  thy  Honour  ftand, In 
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In  him  that  was  of  late  an  Heretick, 
As  firm  of  Faith. 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  v/el! ;  ho  more. 
Be  not  extream  in  Submiffion,  as  in  Offence, 
But  let  our  Plot  go  forward:  Let  our  Wives 
Yet  once  again,  to  make  us  publick  Sport, 
Appoint  a  Meeting  with  this  old  fat  Fellow, 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  \t] 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpoke  of. 

Page.  How  ?  to  fend  him  Word  they'll  meet  him  in  the 
Park  at  Midnight?  Fie,  fie,  he'll  never  come. 

Eva.  You  fay  he  hath  been  thrown  into  the  River;  and 

has  been  grievoufly  peaten,  as  an  old  o'man  ;  methinks  there 
fhould  be  Terrors  in  him,  that  be  fhould  not  come  ;  me- 

thinks his  Fiefh  is  puniftYd,  he  fhall  have  no  Defires. 
Page.  So  think  I  too. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  ufe  him  when  he  comes; 
And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring  him  thither. 

Mrs.  Page.  There  is  an  old  Tale  goes,  that  Heme  the 
Hunter,  fometime  a  Keeper  in  Windfor  Forefr, 
Doth  all  the  Winter  time  at  ftill  of  Midnight 
Walk  round  about  an  Oak,  with  great  ragged  Horns, 
And  there  he  blafts  the  Tree,  and  takes  the  Cattle, 
And  makes  Milch-kine  yield  Blood,  and  ftiakes  a  Chain 
In  a  mod  hideous  and  dreadful  manner. 

You  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Spirit,  and  well  you  know 
The  fuperftitious  idle-headed  Eld 

Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  Age 
This  Tale  of  Heme  the  Hunter  for  a  Truth. 

Page.  Why  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do  fear 

In  deep  of  Night  to  walk  by  this  Heme's  Oak: But  what  of  this? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry  this  is  our  Device, 
That  Falftaffix  that  Oak  (hall  meet  with  us. 

Page.  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  corned 
And  in  this  Shape  when  you  have  brought  him  thither, 
What  fhall  be  done  with  him?  What  is  your  Plot? 

Mrs.  Page.  That  likewife  we  have  thought  upon,  and  thus: 
Nan  Page,  (my  Da  tighter )  and  my  little  Son, 

And  three  or  four  more  of  their  Growth,  we'll  drefs 
Like  Urchins,  Ouphes,  and  Fairies,  green  and  white, 

N  2  With 
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With  Rounds  of  waxen  Tapers  on  their  Heads, 
And  Rattles  in  their  Hands;  upon  a  hidden, 
As  Falftaffl  me,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 
Let  them  from  forth  a  Saw-pit  rum  at  once 
With  fome  diffufed  Song :   Upon  their  fight 
We  two,  in  great  Amazednefs,  will  fly; 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about, 

And  Fairy-like  to  pinch  the  unclean  Knight; 
And  ask  him  why,  that  Hour  of  Fairy  Revel, 
In  their  fo  facred  Paths  he  dares  to  tread 

In  Shape  prophane. 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  'til!  he  tell  the  Truth, 
Let  the  fuppofed  Fairies  pinch  him  found, 
And  burn  him  with  their  Tapers. 

Mrs.  Page.  The  Truth  being  known, 
Weil  all  prefent  our  felves;  dif-horn  the  Spirit, 
And  mock  him  home  to  Wmdfor. 

Ford.  The  Children  mull: 

Be  practis'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne'er  do't. Eva.  I  will  teach  the  Children  their  Behaviours ;  and  I 

will  be  like  a  Jack-i-napes  alfo,  to  burn  the  Knight  with  my 
Taber» 

Ford.  Tint  will  be  excellent. 

I'll  go  buy  them  Vizards. 
Mrs.  Page.  My  Nan  mail  be  the  Queen  of  all  the  Fairies, 

finely  attir'd  in  a  Robe  of  white. 
Page.  That  Silk  would  I  go  buy,  and  in  that  time 

Shall  Mr.  Slender  fteal  my  Nan  away, 
And  marry  her  at  Eaton.  Go,  fend  to  Falftaff  ftraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  Vil  to  him  again  in  name  of  Broom; 

He'll  tell  me  all  his  Puipofe.    Sure  heil  come. 
Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that;  go  get  us  Properties 

And  Tricking  for  your  Fairies. 
Eva.  Let  us  about  it, 

It  is  admirable  Pleafures,  and  ferry  honeft  Knaveries. 
[Exeunt  Page,  Ford  and  Evans. 

Mrs.  Page.  Go,  Mrs.  Ford9 
Send  quickly  to  Sir  John,  to  know  his  Mind.  [Ex.  Mrs.  Ford. 

I'll  to  the  Dodor,  he  hath  my  good  Will, 
And  none  but  he  to  marry  with  Nan  Page. 

That  Slender,  tho'  well  landed,  is  an  Ideot ; 
And  he  my  Husband  beft  of  all  affects:  The 
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The  Doctor  is  well  mony'd,  and  his  Friends 
Potent  at  Court;  he,  none  but  he  ihall  have  her, 

Tho'  twenty  thoufand  worthier  came  to  crave  her.     {Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Simple. 

Hoft.  What  would!!  thou  have?  Boor,  what?  Thick- 
skin,  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs;  brief,  fhorr,  quick,  fnap. 

Simp.  Marry,  Sir,  I  come  to  fpeak  witli  Sir  John  Falftajfy 
from  Mr.  S Under. 

Hop:.  There's  his  Chamber,  his  Houfe,  his  Caftle,  his 

Standing-bed  and  Truckle-bed;  'tis  painted  about  with  the 
Story  of  the  Prodigal,  frefh  and  new;  go,  knock  and  call; 

ht'il  fpeak  like  an  Anchropophaginian  unto  thee:  Knock,  I 
fay. 

Simp.  There's  an  old  Woman,  a  fat  Woman  gone  up  in- 
to his  Chamber;  I'll  be  fo  bold  as  flay,  Sir,  'till  ihe  come 

down ;  I  come  to  fpeak  with  her  indeed. 

Hofi.  Hal  a  fat  Woman  ?  The  Knight  may  be  robb'd: 
I'll  call.  Bully-Knight!  Bully-Sir  John!  fpeak  from  thy Lungs  Military:  Art  thou  there?  It  is  thine  Hoft,  thine 
Ephefian  calls. 

Enter  FalftafF. 
FaL  How  now,  mine  Hoft? 

Hoft.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the  coming  down 
of  thy  fat  Woman:  Let  her  dekend,  Bully,  let  her  de- 
fcend;  my  Chambers  are  honourable.  Fie,  Privacy  ?  Fie. 

FaL  There  was,  mine  Hoft,  an  old  fat  Woman  even  now 

with  me,  but  /lie's  gone. 
Simp.  Pray  you,  Sir,  was't  not  the  wife  Woman  of  Brain- 

ford? 
FaL  Ay  marry  was  it,  Muflel-fhelJ,  what  would  you 

with  her? 

Simp.  My  Mafter,  Sir,  my  M after  Slender  fent  to  her, 

feeing  her  go  thro'  the  Street,  to  know,  Sir,  whether  one 
Nym>  Sir,  that  beguil'd  him  of  a  Chain,  had  the  Chain, or  no. 

FaL  I  fpake  with  the  old  Woman  about  it. 
Simp,  And  what  fays  ihe,  I  pray  Sir? 

N  i  FaL 
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Fal.  Marry  (he  fays,  that  the  very  fame  Man  that  be- 

guil'd  Mafter  Slender  of  his  Chain,  cozen'd  him  of  it. 
Simp,  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  Woman  her 

felf,  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with  her  too>  from 
him. 

Fal.  What  are  they?  Let  us  know. 
Jfoft.  Ay,  come;  quick. 
Simp.  I  may  not  conceal  them,  Sir. 

Hoft.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  dy'ft. 
Simp.  Why,  Sir,  they  were  nothing  but  about  Miftrefs 

Anne  Page,  to  know  if  it  were  my  Matter's  Fortune  to  have her  or  no. 

Fal.  'Tis,  'tis  his  Fortune. 
Simp.  What,  Sir  ? 
FaL  To  have  her,  or  no:   Go;  fay  the  Woman  told  me  fo. 
Simp.  May  I  be  bold  to  fay  fo,  Sir? 
FaL  Ay  Sir;  like  who  more  bold. 
Simp.  I  thank  your  Worfhip:  I  fhall  make  my  Mafter 

glad  with  thefe  Tidings.  \Exit  Simple. 
Hoft.  Thou  art  darkly;  thou  art  darkly,  Sir  John:  Was 

there  a  wife  Woman  with  thee? 

Fal.  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  Hoft9  one  that  hath 
taught  me  more  Wit  than  ever  I  learrrd  before  in  my  Life; 
and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for  my 
learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Out  alas,  Sir,  Cozenage;  meer Cozenage. 
Hoft.  Where  be  my  Horfes  ?  Speak  well  of  them,  Var- 

letto. 

Bard.  Run  away  with  the  Cozeners;  forfofoon  as  I  came 
beyond  Eaton,  they  threw  me  off  from  behind  one  of  them 
in  a  Slough  of  Mire,  and  fet  Spurs,  and  away;  like  three 
German  Devils,   three  Doctor  Fauftujjes. 

Hoft.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  Duke,  Villain,  do 
not  fay  they  be  fled ;  Germans  are  honeft  Men. 

Enter  Evans. 

Eva.  Where  is  mine  Hoft  t 
Hoft.  What  is  the  Matter,  Sir? 
Eva.  Have  a   care  of  your  Entertainments ;  there  is  a 

Friend  of  mine  come  to  Town,  tells  me  there  is  three  Co- 

zen- 
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zen-Jermans  that  has  cozen'd  all  the  Hofis  of  Readings  of 
Maiden-Head,  of  Cole-Brook^  of  Horles  and  Mony.  I  tell 
you  for  good  Will,  look  you,  you  are  wife,  and  full  of 

Gibes  and  vlouting-Stocb,  and  'tis  not  convenient  you 
fhould  be  cozened;  fare  you  well.  [Exit* 

Enter  Caius. 

Cains,  Ver'is  mine  Hofl  de  Jarteerl 
Hoft.  Here,  Mafter  Doctor,  in  Perplexity  and  doubtful 

Delemma. 

Cains.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat;  but  it  is  tcll-a-me,  dat 
you  make  a  grand  Preparation  for  a  Duke  de  Jamany,  by 
my  trot,  der  is  no  Duke  dat  the  Court  is  know,  to  come: 
I  tell  you  for  gcod  Will;  adieu.  [Exit. 

Hofl.  Hue  and  Cry,  Villain,  go;  affift  me,  Knight,  I 
am  undone;  fly,  run,  Hue  and  Cry,  Villain,  I  am  undone. 

[Exit. Fal.  I  would  all  the  World  might  be  cozen'd,  for  I  have been  cozened  and  beaten  too.  If  it  mould  come  to  the  Ear 

of  the  Court,  how  I  have  been  transformed,  and  how  my 

Transformation  has  been  wanVd  and  cudgel'd,  they  would 
mek  me  put  of  my  Far,  Drop  by  Drop,  and  liquor  Fifher- 
mens  Boots  with  me;  I  warrant  they  would  whip  me  with 

their  fine  Wits,  'till  I  were  as  creft-ialn  as  a  dry'd  Pear.  I 
never  profpet'd  Cince  I  forfwore  my  felf  at  Trimero.  Well,  if 
my  Wind  were  but  long  enough,  I  would  repent.  Now, 
whence  come  you  ? 

Enter  Mi  fire fs  Quickly. 
Quic.  From  the  two  Parties,  Forfooth. 
Fal.  The  Devil  take  one  Party,  and  his  Dam  the  other, 

and  fo  they  fhall  be  both  beftow'd;  I  havefuffer'd  more  for 
their  Sakes,  more  than  the  villainous  Inconftancy  of  Man's 
Difpofition  is  able  to  bear. 

Quic.  And  have  not  they  fuffer'd?  yes,  I  warrant,  fpe- 
cioiifly  one  of  them;  Miftrefs  Ford,  good  Heart,  is  beaten 
black  and  blue,   that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  Spot  about  her. 

Fal,  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ?  I  was  bea- 
ten my  felf  into  all  the  Colours  of  the  Rain-Bow;  and  I 

was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  Witch  of  Brainfordy  but 
that  my  admirable  Dexterity  of  Wit,  my  counterfeiting  the 
Action  of  an  old  Woman  deliver'd  me,  the  Knave  Conftable 

had  fet  me  i'th5  Stocks,  i'th5  common  Stocks  for  a  Witch. 
N  4  Quic. 
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Ouk.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  Chamber,  you 

fhall  hear  how  things  go,  and,  I  warrant,  to  your  Content. 
Here  is  a  Letter  will  fay  fomewhat.  Good  Hearts,  what  a- 
do  is  here  to  bring  you  together?  Sure  one  of  you  does  not 

ferve  Heav'n  well,  that  you  are  fo  crofs'd. 
FaL  Come  up  into  my  Chamber.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 
Enter  Fenton  and  Hoft. 

Hofl.  Mailer  Fentony  talk  not  to  me,  my  Mind  is  heavy, 
I  will  give  over  all. 

Fent.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak;  aflift  me  in  my  Purpofe, 

And,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I'll  give  thee  ' 
A  hundred  Pound  in  Gold,  more  than  your  Lofs. 

Hofl.  I  will  hear  you,  Mailer  Fenton  ;  and  I  will,  at  the 
lead,  keep  your  Counfel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  Love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page> 

Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwer'd  my  AfFe&ion, 
(So  far  forth  as  her  felf  might  be  her  Chufer) 
Even  to  my  Wifh  ;  I  have  a  Letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  Contents,  as  you  will  wonder  at; 
Thy  Mirth  whereof,  fo  larded  with  my  Matter, 
That  neither  fingly  can  be  manifefted, 
Without  the  (hew  of  both.     Fat  Sir  John  Falflajf 
Hath  a  great  Scene;  the  Image  of  the  Jeft 

I'll  fhew  you  here  at  large.    Hark  good  mine  Hoft; 
To  Night  at  Heme's  Oak,  juft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  Fairy  Queen, 
The  Purpofe  why  is  here;  in  which  Difguife, 
While  other  Jefts  are  fomcthing  rank  on  Foot, 
Her  Father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 
Away  with  Slender^  and  with  him  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry;  ihe  hath  confented.    Now  Sir, 
Her  Mother,  even  ftrong  againfr.  that  Match, 
And  firm  for  Doctor  Caius^  hath  appointed 
That  he  (hall  likewife  fhuffle  her  away, 
While  other  Sports  are  tasking  of  their  Minds, 
And  at  the  Dcanry,  where  a  Priefr,  attends, 

Straight  marry  her;  to  this  her  Mother's  Plot 

Shei 
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She,  feemingly  obedient,  likewife  hath 
Made  Promife  to  the  Do&or:  Now  thus  it  refts; 
Her  Father  means  (he  (hall  be  all  in  White, 
And  in  that  Habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  Hand,  and  bid  her  go, 
She  mail  go  with  him.     Her  Mother  hath  intended, 
The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  Doctor, 

(For  they  mud  all  be  mask'd  and  vizarded) 
That  quaint  in  Green,  me  mall  be  loofe  enrob'd, 
With  Ribbands-Pendant,  flaring 'bout  her  Head; 
And  when  the  Doctor  fpics  his  Vantage  ripe, 
To  pinch  her  by  the  Hand,  and  on  that  Token, 
The  Maid  hath  given  Confent  to  go  with  him. 

Hoft*  Which  means  (he  to  deceive?  Father,  or  Mother? 
Fent.  Both,  my  good  Hoft,  to  go  along  with  me, 

And  here  it  refts,  that  you'll  procure  the  Vicar 
To  flay  for  me  at  Church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And  in  the  lawful  Name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  Hearts  united  Ceremony. 

Heft.  Well,  husband  your  Device;  I'll  to  the  Vicar. 
Bring  you  the  Maid,  you  mall  not  lack  a  Prieft. 

Fent,  So  (hall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee; 

Befide,  I'll  make  a  prefent  Recompence.  [_Exeunt. — 

ACT   V.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Falftaff  and  Miftrefs  Quickly. 

/W.TJRithee  no  more  pratling ;  go,  I'll  hold.     This  is  the 
JL    third  time;  I  hope  good  Luck  lyes  in  odd  Numbers ; 

away,  go,    they  fay  there  is  Divinity  in  odd    Numbers, 
either  in  Nativity,  Chance  or  Death;  away. 

Quic.  I'll  provide  you  a  Chain,  and  I'll  do  what  I  can 
to  get  you  a  Pair  of  Horns.  [Exit  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Fal.  A  way,I  fay,time  wears ;  hold  up  your  Head,  and  mince. 
Enter  Ford. 

How  now,   Mr.  Brooml    Mr.  Broomy    the  Matter  will  be 

known  to  Night,  or  never.     Be  you  in  the  Park  about  Mid- 

Night,  at  Heme's  Oak,  and  you  (hall  fee  Wonders. 
Ford*  Went  you  not  to  her  Yefterday,  Sir,  as  you  told 

me  you  had  appointed? 

Fal* 
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Fal.  I  went  to  her,  Mafter  Broom,  as  you  fee,  like  a 

poor  old  Man ;  but  I  came  from  her,  Mafter  Broom,  like 
a  poor  old  Woman.  That  fame  Knave,  Ford  her  Husband, 
hath  the  fineft  mad  Devil  of  Jealoufie  in  him,  Mafter 

Broom,  that  ever  govern'd  Frenzy.  I  will  tell  you,  he  beat 
me  grievoufly,  in  the  fhape  of  a  Woman;  for  in  the  (liape 
of  a  Man,  Mafter  Broom,  I  fear  not  Goliah  with  a  Wea- 

ver's Beam,  becaufe  I  know  alfo  Life  is  a  Shuttle.  I  am 
in  hafte,  go  along  with  me,  I'll  tell  you  all,  Mafter  Broom* 
Since  I  pluckt  Geefe,  play'd  Truant,  and  whipt  Top,  I 
knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten,  'till  lately.  Follow  me, 
I'll  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  this  Knave  Ford,  on  whom 
to  Night  I  will  be  reveng'd,  and  I  will  deliver  his  Wife  into 
your  Hand.  Follow,  ftrange  things  in  hand,  Mafter  Broom^ 
follow.  \JExeunu 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come  ;  we'll  couch  i'th'  Caftloditch,  'till 
we  fee  the  light  of  our  Fairies.  Remember,  Son  Slender,  my 
Daughter. 

Slen.  Ay  Forfooth,  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and  we  have  a 
Nay-word  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come  to  her  in 
white  and  cry  Mum,  ftie  cries  Budget,  and  by  that  we 
know  one  another. 

Shal.  That's  good  too;  but  what  needs  either  your  Mum, 
or  her  Budget?  The  white  will  decipher  her  well  enough. 
It  hath  ftruck  ten  a-Clock. 

Page.  The  Night  is  dark,  Light  and  Spirits  will  become 

it  well ;  Heav'n  profper  our  Sport.  No  Man  means  evil  but 
the  Devil,  and  we  fhall  know  him  by  his  Horns.  Let's  a- 
way;  follow  me.  \Exennt* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Mifirefs  Page,  Miftrefs  Ford  and  Caius, 

Mrs.  Page.  Mr.  Doctor,  my  Daughter  is  in  green;  when 
you  fee  your  time,  take  her  by  the  Hand,  away  with  her 
to  the  Deanry,  and  difpatch  it  quickly >  go  before  into  the 
Park;  we  two  muft  go  together. Caim* 
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Cains.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do;  adieu.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fare  you  well,  Sir.  My  Husband  will  not  re- 

joice  fo  much  at  the  Abufe  of  Falftaf,  as  he  will  chafe  at  the 

Doctor's  marrying  my  Daughter:  But  'tis  no  matter;  better 
a  little  chiding,  than  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mrs.  iW/  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  Troop  of  Fai- 
ries,   and  the  Welch  Devil  Heme  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  all  couch'd  in  a  Pit  hard  by  Heme's 

Oak,  with  obfeur'd  Lights ;  which  at  the  very  inftant  of 

Falftaff's  and  our  meeting  they  will  at  once  difplay  to  the 
Ni^hr. 

Mrs.  Ford.  That  cannot  chufe  but  amaze  him. 

Mr5.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock'd;  if  he 
be  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well  betray  him  finely. 

Mrs.  Page,  Againft  fuch  Leudfters,  and  their  Lechery, 
Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  Treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  The  Hour  draws  on ;  to  the  Oak,  to  the  Oak. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Evans  and  Fairies* 

Eva.  Trib,  ttib,  Fairies;  come,  and  remember  your 

Parts:  Be  pokl,  I  pray  you,  follow  me  into  the  Pit,  and 

when  I  give  the  Watch-'ords  do  as  I  bid  you:  Come,  come, 
trib,  trib.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N   E    V. 
Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  The  Windfor  Bell  hath  (truck  twelve,  the  Minute 
draws  on ;  now  the  hot-blooded  God  sffift  me.  Remem- 

ber, Jove y  thou  waft  a  Bull  for  thy  Europa;  Love  fet  on 
thy  Horns.  Oh  powerful  Love!  that  in  feme  refpects 
makes  a  Beaft  a  Man;  in  fome  other,  a  Man  a  Beaft.  You 

were  alfo,  Jupiter,  a  Swan,  for  the  love  of  Leda:  O  omni- 
potent Love !  how  near  the  God  drew  to  the  Complexion 

of  a  Goofe;  a  Fault  done  firft  in  the  form  of  a  Beaft,  O 

Jove,  a  beaftly  Fault;  and  then  another  Fault  in  the  Am- 

biance of  a  Fowl;  think  on't,  Jove,  a  foul  Fault.    When Gods 
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Gods  have  hot  Backs,   what  IhaJl  poor  Men  do  ?  For  me, 

I  am  here  a  Windfor  Stag,  and  the  fatteft  I  think,  i'th1  For- 
reft.      Send  me  a  cool  Rut-time,   Jove,  or  who  can  blame 
me  to  pifs  my  Tallow?  Who  comes  here/  my  Doe? 

Enter  Miftrefs  Ford  and  Miftrefs  Page. 
Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John\  Art  thou  there,  my  Deer? 

My  Male-Deer? 
FaL  My  Doe  with  the  black  Scut?  Let  the  Sky  rain  Po- 

tatoes, let  it  thunder  to  the  Tune  of  Green- Sleeves,  hail 
kifling-Comfits,  and  fnow  Eringoes,  let  there  come  a 
Tempeft  of  Provocation,  I  will  fhelter  me  here. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Miftrefs  Page  is  come  with  me,  fweet  Fleam 

FaL  Divide  me  like  a  bribed  Buck,  each  a  Haunch,  I 
will  keep  my  Sides  to  my  klf9  my  Shoulders  for  the  Fellow 
of  this  Walk,  and  my  Horns  I  bequeath  your  Husbands. 
Am  I  a  Woodman,  ha?  Speak  I  like  the  Heme  the  Hunter? 

Why,  now  is  Cupid  a  Child  of  Confcience,  he  makes  Re- 
ftitution.     As  I  am  a  true  Spirit,  welcome.    \_Noifs  within. 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas!  what  Noife? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heav'n  forgive  our  Sins, FaL  What  mould  this  be? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Mrs.  Page.  Away,  away.pfita  Women  run  out* 

FaL  I  think  the  Devil  will  not  have  me  damn'd, 
Left  the  Oil  that  is  in  me  mould  fet  Hell  on  Fire; 
He  would  never  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Fairies. 

Ouk.  Fairies,  black,  gray,  green,  and  white, 
You  Moon-fliine  Revellers,  and  Shades  of  Night, 
You  Orphan-Heirs  of  fixed  Deftiny, 
Attend  your  Office,  and  your  Quality. 
Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  the  Fairy  O-yes. 

Pift.  Elves,  lift  your  Names;  filence,  you  airy  Toys. 
Cricket,  to  Windfir  Chimneys  (halt  thou  leap: 

Where  Fires  thou  find'ft  unrak'd,  and  Hearths  unfwepr, 
There  pinch  the  Maids  as  blew  as  Bilbery. 
Our  radiant  Queen  hates  Sluts  and  Sluttery. 

FaL  They  are  Fairies,  he  that  fpeaks  to  them  ihall  die. 

I'll  wink  and  couch;  no  Man  their  Works  muft  eye. 
[L,yes  down  upon  his  Face. 

Eva.  Where's  Bedel  Go  you,  and  where  you  find  a  Maid 
That  e'er  me  fleep  has  thrice  her  Prayers  faid, 

Raife 
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Raife  up  the  Organs  of  her  Fantafie, 
Sleep  (he  as  found  as  carelefs  Infancy; 
But  thofe  that  fleep  and  think  not  on  their  Sins, 
Pinch  them,  Arms,  Legs,  Backs,  Shoulders,  Sides  and  Shins. 

Ouic.  About,  about ; 
Search  Wmdfor  Caftle,  Elves,  within  and  out,  . 
Strew  good  Luck,  Ouphes,  on  every  facred  Room, 

That  it  may  ftand  'till  the  perpetual  Doom, 
In  State  as  wholefom,  as  in  State  'tis  fit, 
Worthy  the  Owner,  and  the  Owner  it. 
The  feveral  Chairs  of  Order  look  you  fcour, 

With  Juice  of  Balm  and  ev'ry  precious  Flow'r; 
Each  fair  Inftalment,  Coat,  and  fev'ral  Creft, 
With  loyal  Blazon  evermore  be  bleft. 
And  nightly-medow-Fairies,  look  you  fing 
Like  to  the  Garter- compafs  in  a  Ring: 

Th'  Expreflure  that  it  bears,  Green  let  it  be, 
More  fertile frefh  than  all  the  Field  to  fee; 

And,  Honj  Soit  Qui  Mal-y-Tenfe  write 
In  Emrold-tufFs,  Flowers,  purple,  blue  and  white, 
Like  Saphire-pearJ,  and  rich  Embroidery, 
Buckled  below  fair  Knight-hoods  bending  Knee ; 

Fairies  ufe  FJow'rs  for  their  Chara&ery. 
Away,  difperfe;  but  'till  'tis  one  a  Clock Our  Dance  of  Cuftom  round  about  the  Oak 

Of  Heme  the  Hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 
Eva,  Pray  you  lock  Hand  in  Hand,  your  felves  in  order  fet ; 

And  twenty  Glow-worms  fhallour  Lant-horns  be 
To  guide  our  Meafure  round  about  the  Tree. 
But  ftay,  I  fmell  a  Man  of  middle  Earth. 

FaL  Heav'ns  defend  me  from  that  Welch  Fairy, 
Left  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  Cheefe. 

Piflr.  Vild  Worm,    thou  waft  o'er-look'd  even   in  thy Birth. 

Quic.  With  Trial-fire  touch  his  Finger  end; 
If  he  be  Chafte,  the  Flame  will  back  defcend 
And  turn  him  to  no  Pain ;  but  if  he  ftart, 
It  is  the  Flefti  of  a  corrupted  Heart. 

Fift.  A  Trial,  come. 

[Thejf  burn  him  with  their  Tapers,  and  pinch  him. 
Eva.  Come,  will  this  Wood  take  fire  ? 

Fal. 



i  $  o  *     The  Merry  Wicves  of  Windlor. 
Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 
Ouic.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  Defire ; 

About  him,  Fairies,  fing  a  fcornful  Rhime, 
And  as  you  trip,  ftill  pinch  him  to  your  time* 

The  Song. 

Fie  on  finfulPhantajie  :  Fie  on  Lufi  and  Luxury : 
Luft  is  but  a  bloody  Fire*  kindled  with  unchafle  Defire* 

Fed  in  Heart  ivhofe  Flames  afpire9 
As  Thoughts  do  blow  them  higher  and  higher* 

Pinch  him*  Fairies,  mutually ;  finch  him  for  his  Villany  : 
Pinch  him*  and  bum  him,  and  turn  him  about* 

'Till  Candles,  and  Star- light*  and  Moon-fltine  be  out. 
[He  offers  to  run  out. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  &c.  They  lay  hold  on  him. 
Page*  Nay,  do  not  fly,  I  think  I  have  watcht  you  now; 

Will  none  but  Heme  the  Hunter  ferve  your  turn? 
Mrs.  Page.  I  pray  you  come,  hold  up  the  Jeft  no  higher. 

N  )W,  good  Sir  John*,  how  like  you  Wmdfor  Wives  ? 
See  you  thefe  Husbands?  Do  not  thefe  fair  Oaks 
Become  the  Forcft  better  than  the  Town  ? 

Ford.  Now,  Sir,  who's  a  Cuckold  now  ? 
Mr.  Broom*  Falftaff's  a  Knave,  a  cuckoldy  Knave, 
Here  are  his  Horns,  Mafter  Broom', 

And,  Mafter  Broom,  he  hath  enjoy'd  nothing  of  Ford 
But   his  Buck-basket,  his  Cudgel,    and  twenty  Pounds  of 
Mony,  which  muft  be  paid  to  Mr.  Broom-,  his  Horfes  are 
arrefted  for  it,  Mr.  Broom. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John*  we  have  had  ill  Luck;  we  could 
never  mtet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  Love  again,  but  I 
will  always  count  you  my  Deer. 

Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an  Afs. 
Ford.  Ay,  and  an  Ox  to :  Both  the  Proofs  are  extant. 
Fal.  And  thefe  are  not  Fairies : 

I  was  three  or  four  times  in  the  Thought  they  were  not 
Fairies,  and  yet  the  guiltinefs  of  my  Mind,  thefudden  fur- 
prize  of  my  Powers,  drove  the  grofnefs  of  the  Foppery  in- 

to a  receiv'd  Belief,  in  defpight  of  the  Teeth  of  all  Rhime 
and  Reafon,  that  they  were  Fairies,  See  now  how  Wit  may 

be  made  a  Jack-a-Leot,  when  'tis  upon  ill  Imployment. 

Ev*, 
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Eva.  Sir  John  Falftaf,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your  De- 
fires,  and  Fairies  will  not  pinfe  you. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  Fairy  Hugh. 
Eva.  And  leave  you  your  Jealouzies  too,  I  pray  you. 

Ford.  I  will  never  miftruft  my  Wife  again,  'till  thou  art 
able  to  woo  her  in  good  Englijh. 

Fal.  Have  I  laid  my  Brain  in  the  Sun  and  dry'd  it,  that 
it  wants  Matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  o'er-reaching  as  this? 
Am  I  ridden. with  a  Welch  Goat  too.*  Shall  I  have  a  Cox- 

comb of  Frize  ?  'Tis  time  I  were  choak'd  with  a  piece  of 
toafted  Cheefe. 

Eva.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  Putter ;  your  Pelly  is  all 
Putter. 

Fal.  Seefe  and  Putter  ?  Have  I  liv'd  to  ftand  at  the  taunt 
of  one  that  makes  Fritters  of  Englifo  ?  This  is  enough  to 
be  the  decay  of  Luft  and  late-walking  through  the  Realm. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why  Sir  John>  do  you  think,  though  we 
would  have  thruft  Virtue  out  of  our  Hearts  by  the  Head 
and  Shoulders,  and  have  given  our  felves  without  fcruple 
to  Hell,  that  ever  the  Devil  could  have  made  you  our  De- 
light. 

Ford.  What,  a  Hodge-pudding?  A  Bag  of  Flax? 
Mrs.  Page.  A  puft  Man? 

Page*  Old,  cold,  wither'd,  and  of  intolerable  Entrails? Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  flanderous  as  Satan  ? 

Page.  And  as  poor  as  Job  i 
Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  Wife? 

Eva.  And  given  to  Fornications,  and  to  Taverns,  and 
Sack,  and  Wine,  and  Metheglin,  and  to  Drinkings,  and  Swear- 

ings, and  Staring?  Pribbles  and  prabbles? 

Fal.  Wei',  I  am  your  Theme;  you  have  the  ftart  of  me,' 
I  am  dejected ;  I  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch  Flan- 

nel, Ignorance  it  felf  is  a  Plummet  o'er  me,  ufe  me  as  you will. 

Ford.  Marry  Sir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windfor  to  one  Mr. 
Broom,  that  you  have  cozen'd  of  Mony,  to  whom  you 
fhould  have  been  a  Pander:  Over  and  above  that  you  have 

fuffer'd,  I  think,  to  repay  that  Mony  will  be  a  biting  Af- fli&on. 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerful,  Knight,  thou  {halt  eat  a  Poffet  to 
Night  at  my  Houfe,  where  I  will  defire  thee  to  laugh  at 

my 
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my  Wife,  that  now  laughs  at  thee.     Tell  her  Mr.  Slender 

hath  marry'd  her  Daughter. 
Mrs.  Page.  Doctors  doubt  that; 

If  Anne  Page  be  my  Daughter,   fhe  is,   by  this,   Do&or 
Cairns  Wife. 

Enter  Slender. 

Slen.  What  hoe  !  hoe  I  Father  Page ! 
Page.  Son  ?  How  now  ?  How  now  Son, 

Have  you  difpatch'd? 
Slen.  Difpatch'd?  I'll  make  the  be  ft  in  GlonceflerJJnre  know 

on3t;   would  I  were  hang\Wa,  elfe. 
Page.  Of  what,  Son? 
Slen.  I  came  yonder  at  Eaton  to  marry  Miftrefs  Anne 

Page,  and  fhe's  a  great  lubberly  Boy.  If  it  had  not  been 
i'th'  Church,  I  would  have  fwing'd  him,  or  he  mould  have 
fwing'd  me.  If  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  Anne  Page, 
would  I  might  never  ftir,  and  'tis  a  Poft-mafter's  Boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  Life  then  you  took  the  wrong. 
Slen.  What  need  you  tell  me  that?  I  think  fo,  when  I 

took  a  Boy  for  a'  Girl :  If  I  had  been  marry'd  to  him, 
for  all  he  was  in  Woman's  Apparel,  I  would  not  have  had him. 

Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  Folly. 
Did  not  I  tell  you  how  you  fhould  know  my  Daughter 
By  her  Garments? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  green  and  cry'd  Mum,  and  fhe 
cry'd  Budget,  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed,  and  yet  it  was 
not  Anne,  but  a  Poft-mafter's  Boy. 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George  be  not  angry ;  I  knew  of  your 

purpofe,  turn'd  my  Daughter  into  white,  and  indeed  fhe  is 
now  with  the  Do&or  at  the  Deanry,  and  there  marry'd. Enter  Caius. 

Coins.  Ver  is  Miftrefs  Page;  by  gar  I  am  cozon'd,  I  ha* 
marry'd  one  Garfoon,  a  Boe ;  oon  Pefant,  by  gar.  A  Boy, 
it  is  not  Anne  Page,  by  gar,  I  am  cozon'd. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why?  Did  you  take  her  in  white? 

Cains.  Ay  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  Boy ;  be  gar,  I'll  raife  all Wind  for. 
Ford.  This  is  ftrange;  who  hath  got  the  right  Anne? 
Page.  My  Heart  mifgives  me ;  here  comes  Mr.  Fenton. 

How  now  Mr.  Fenton  ? 
Anne. 
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Anne.  Pardon,  good  Father ;  good  my  Mother,  Pardon. 
Page.  Now  Miftrefs, 

How  chance  you  went  not  with  Mr,  Slender  ? 
Mrs.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  Mr.  Doctor,  Maid  ? 
Fent.  You  do  amaze  her.     Hear  the  Truth  of  it  : 

You  would  have  marry'd  her  moft  fhamefully, 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  Love  * 
The  Truth  is,  fhe  and  I,  long  fince  contracted, 
Are  now  fo  fure  that  nothing  can  diflblve  us. 

Th'  Offence  is  holy  that  ftie  hath  committed, 
And  this  Deceit  lofes  the  name  of  Craft, 
Of  Difobedience,  or  unduteous  Title ; 
Since  therein  ihe  doth  evitate  and  fhun 

A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  Hours 
Which  forced  Marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her  J 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd,  here  is  no  Remedy. 
In  Love,  the  Heav'ns  themfelves  do  guide  the  State ; 
Mony  buys  Lands,  and  Wives  are  fold  by  Fate. 

Fal.  I  am  glad,  tho'  you  have  ta'en  a  fpecial  Stand  to 
ftrike  at  me,  that  your  Arrow  hath  glanc'd. 

Page.  Well,  what  Remedy?   Fenton,  Heav'n  give  thee 
Joy;  what  cannot  be  efchew'd,  muft  be  embrac'd. 

Fal.  When  Night-dogs  run,  all  forts  of  Deer  are  chac'd. 
Mrs.  Page.  Well,  I  will  mufe  no  further:  Mr. Fenton, 

Heav'n  give  you  many,  many  merry  Days. 
Good  Husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home, 

And  laugh  this  Sport  o'er  by  a  Country  Fire, 
Sir  John  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  fo,  Sir  John : 
To  Mafter  Broom  you  yet  mail  hold  your  Word; 
For  he,  to  Night,  (hall  lye  with  Miftrefs  Ford.         [Exeunt. 

Vol.  I.  O 
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Dramatis   Perfonge. 

VIncentio,  Duke  of  Vienna. 

Angelo,  Lord  Deputy  in  the  'Dukes  Ab fence* 
Efcalus,  an  ancient  Lord. 

Claudio,  a  young  Gentleman. 

Lucio,  a  Fantajiick. 
Two  Gentlemen. 

Varrius,  a  Gentleman,  Servant  to  the  Duke. 
Provoft. 

Thomas,  V  .        r-  • 
p  h  two  briars. 

Elbow,  a  (imple  Conftable. 
Froth,  a  foolifh  Gentleman. 
Clown,  Servant  to  Mrs.  Over  -don. 
Abhorfon,  an  Executioner. 

Barnardine,  a  dijfolute  Vr  if  oner. 

Ifabella,  Sifter  to  Claudio. 

Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
Juliet,  beloved  of  Claudio. 
Francifca,  a  Nun. 

Mijlrefs  Over-don,  a  Bawd. 

Guards,  Officers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE   Vienna. 

ME  A- 
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A  CT  I.    SCENE! 

SCENE    a  Palace. 

Enter  "Duke^  Efcalus,  and  Lords, 
D  V   K  M. 

Scilas. 

Efcal.  My  Lord. 
Duke.  Of  Government,  rhe  Properties  to  un- 

Would  feem  in  me  t'arTedt.  Speech  and  Di- fcourfe. 

Since  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your  own  Sci- 
Exceedf,  in  that,  the  Lifts  of  all  Advice  (ence 
My  Strength  can  give  you:  Then  no  more  remains; 
Put  that  to  your  Sufficiency,  as  your  Worth  is  able, 
And  let  them  work :  The  Nature  of  our  People, 
Our  City's  Inftitutions,  and  the  Terms 
For  common  Juftice,  y'are  as  pregnant  in As  Art  and  Practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember.    There  is  our  Comrniilion, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp.   Call  hither, 
I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo: 
What  figure  of  us  think  you,  he  will  bear? 
For  you  mull:  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  Soul 
Ele&ed  him  our  Abfence  to  fupply; 
Lent  him  our  Terror,  drefl:  him  with  our  Love, 
And  given  his  Deputation  all  the  Organs 
Of  our  own  Power:  What  think  you  of  it? 

O  3  Efcal 



i<>8  Meafure  for  Meafure. 
EfiaL  If  any  in  Vienna,  be  of  Worth 

To  undergo  fuch  ample  Grace  and  Honour, 
It  is  Lord  Angelo. 

Enter  Angelo. 
Duke.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Ang.  Always  obedient  to  your  Grace's  Will, 
I  come  to  know  your  Grace's  Pleafure., 

Duke.  Angela, 
There  is  a  kind  of  Cbara&er  in  thy  Life, 

That,  to  th'Obferver,  doth  thy  Hiftory 
Fully  unfold:  Thy  felf  and  thy  Belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafte 
Thy  felf  upon  thy  Virtues;  they  on  thee: 

Heav'n  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  Torches  do9 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves :  For  if  our  Virtues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.    Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd, 
But  to  fine  IfTues;   nor  Nature  never  lends 
The  fmallefi:  Scruple  of  her  Excellence, 
But  like  a  thrifty  Goddefs,  /he  determines 
Her  felf  the  Glory  of  a  Creditor, 
Both  Thanks  and  Uk.    But  I  do  bend  my  Speech 
To  one  that  can  my  Part  in  him  advertife ; 
Hold  therefore,  Angelo: 
In  our  Remove,  be  thou  at  full,  our  felf. 
Mortality  and  Mercy  in  Vienna^ 
Live  in  thy  Tongue  and  Heart :  Old  Efcalus, 
Though  firfr,  in  Queftion,  is  thy  Secondary. 
Take  thy  Commiflion. 

Ang.  Now,  good  my  Lord, 
let  there  be  fome  more  Teft  made  of  my  Metal, 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  Figure 
Be  ftampt  upon  it. 

Duke.  No  more  Evafion: 

We  have  with  a  leven'd  and  prepar'd  Choice 
Proceeded  to  you;  therefore  take  your  Honours: 
Our  Hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  Condition, 

That  it  prefers  it  felf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
Matters  of  needful  Value.   We  (hall  write  to  you, 
As  Time  and  our  Concernings  fhall  importune, 
How  it  goes  with  us,  and  do  look  to  know 

What 
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What  doth  befal  you  here.    So  fare  you  well. 

To  th' hopeful  Execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  Commiflion. 

Ang.  Yet  give  leave,  my  Lord, 
That  we  may  bring  you  iomething  on  the  Way, 

Duke.  My  Hafte  may  not  admit  it, 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  Honour,  have  to  do 

With  any  Scruple;  your  Scope  is  as  mine  own,' So  to  inforce,  or  qualifie  the  Laws, 
As  to  your  Soul  feems  good.    Give  me  your  Hand; 

1*11  privily  away.   I  love  the  People, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  Eyes: 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 
Their  loud  Applaufe,  and  Avet  vehement : 
Nor  do  I  think  the  Man  of  fafe  Difcretion 

That  does  afFed  it.     Once  more  fare  you  well. 

Ang.  The  Heav'ns  give  Safety  to  your  Purpofes, 
EJcaL  Lead  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  HappinefsJ 
Duke.  I  thank  you,  fare  you  well.  [Exit* 
Efcal.  I  fhall  defrre  you,  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 

To  have  free  Speech  with  you;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  Bottom  of  my  Place: 
A  Power  I  hive,  but  of  what  Strength  and  Nature 
I  am  not  yet  inftructed. 

Ang.  *Tis  fo  with  me:  Let  us  with-draw  together^ 
And  we  may  foon  our  Satisfaction  have 
Touching  that  Point, 

Efcal.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Honour.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.      The  Street, 

Enter  Lucio,    and  two  Gentlemen* 

Lucio.  If  the  Duke,  With  the  other  Dukes,  come  not  to 

Compofition  with  the  King  of  Hungary,  why  then  all  the 
Dukes  fall  upon  the  King. 

1  Gent.  Heav'n  grant  us  its  Peace,  but  not  the  King  of 
Hungary's. 2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lucio.  Thou  conclud'ft  like  the  Sanctimonious  Pyrar,  that 
went  to  Sea  with  the  ten  Commandments,  but  fcrap'd  one out  of  the  Tabic. 

O  4.  2  Gent. 
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2  Gent.  Thou  (halt  not  fteal  ? 

Lucio.  Ay,  that  he  raz'd. 
i  Gent.  Why?  'twas  a  Commandment  to  command  the 

Captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  Functions;  they  put 

forth  to  fteal :  There's  not  a  Soldier  of  us  all,  that,  in  the 
Thankfgiving  before  Meat,  do  reliih  the  Petition  well  that 
prays  for  Peace. 

z  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  Soldier  diflike  it. 
Lucio.  I  believe  thee :  For  I  think  thou  never  waft  where 

Grace  was  faid. 
2  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft. 
i  Gent.  What?  in  Meeter? 

Lucio.  In  any  Proportion,  or  in  any  Language. 
i  Gent.  I  think,  or  in  any  Religion. 
Lucio.  Ay,  why  not  ?  Grace,  is  Grace,  defpight  of  all 

Controverfie;  as  for  Example,  Thou  thy  felf  art  a  wicked 
Villain,  defpight  of  all  Grace. 

i  Gent.  Well;  there  went  but  a  Pair  of  Sheers  between  us. 

Lucio.  I  grant ;  as  there  may  between  the  Lifts  and  the 
Velvet.     Thou  art  the  Lift. 

i  Gent.  And  thou  the  Velvet;  thou  art  good  Velvet; 

thou'rt  a  three-pifd  Piece  I  warrant  thee :  I  had  as  lief  be  a 
Lift  of  an  Englifi  Kerfey,  as  be  piPd,  as  thou  art  pifd,  for 
a  French  Velvet.     Do  I  (peak  feelingly  now? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft;  and  indeed  with  moft  painful 
feeling  of  thy  Speech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  Confeffion, 
learn  to  begin  thy  Health ;  but,  whilft  I  live,  forget  to  drink 
after  thee. 

i  Gent.  I  think  I  have  done  my  felf  wrong,  have  I  not? 
2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft ;  whether  thou  art  tainted, 

or  free. 
Enter  Bawd. 

Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  where  Madam  Mitigation  comes, 

I  have  purchis'd  as  many  Difeafes  under  her  Roof, 
As  come  to   • 

2  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 
Lucio.  Judge. 
2  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  Dolours  a  Year. 

i  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 
Lucio.  A  French  Crown  more. 

i  Genu 
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i  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  Difeafes  in  me;  but 
thou  art  full  of  Error,  I  am  found, 

Lucio.  Nay,  not,  as  one  would  fay,  healthy ;  but  fo 
found,  as  things  that  are  hollow ;  thy  Bones  are  hollow ; 
Impiety  has  made  a  Feaft  of  thee. 

i  Gent.  How  now,  which  of  your  Hips  has  the  mod 
profound  Sciatica? 

Bawd.  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  arretted,  and  car- 
ry'd  to  Prifon,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all. 

2  Gent.  Who's  that,  I  prethee? 
Bawd.  Marry  Sir,  that's  Claudio,  Signior  Claudio. 
i  Gent.  Claudio  to  Prifon  ?  'tis  not  fo. 

Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  fo;  I  faw  him  arretted; 
faw  him  carry'd  away;  and  which  is  more,  within  thefe 
three  Days  his  Head  is  to  be  chopt  off. 

Lucio.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  itfo: 
Art  thou  fure  of  this? 

Bawd.  I  am  too  fure  of  it;  and  it  is  for  getting  Madam 
Julietta  with  Child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me  this  may  be;  he  promifed  to  meet 
me  two  Hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  Promife- 
keeping. 

z  Gent.  Belldes,  you  know  it  draws  fomething  near  to 
the  Speech  we  had  to  fuch  a  Purpofe. 

i  Gent.  But  mod  of  all  agreeing  with  the  Proclamation, 

Lucio.  Away,  let's  go  learn  the  Truth  of  it.        [Exeunt. 
Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  War,  what  with  the  Swear, 

what  with  the  Gallows,  and  what  with  Poverty,  I  am  Cu- 

ftom-flirunk.  How  now?  what's  the  News  with  you? Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Yonder  Man  is  carry'd  to  Prifon, Bawd.  Well ;  what  has  he  done  ? 
Clown.  A  Woman. 

Bawd.  But  what's  his  Offence? 
Clown.  Groping  for  Trouts  in  a  peculiar  River. 
Bawd.  What?  is  there  a  Maid  with  Child  by  him? 

Clown.  No;  but  there's  a  Woman  with  Maid  by  him. 
You  have  not  heard  of  the  Proclamation,  have  you? 

Bawd.  What  Proclamation,  Man  ? 
Clown.  All  Houfes  in  the  Suburbs  of  Vienna  mutt  be 

pluck'd  down. Bawd. 
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Bawd.  And  what  fhall  become  of  thofe  in  the  City  ? 
Clown.  They  ill  all  ftand  for  Seed;  they  had  gone  down 

too,  but  that  a  wife  Burger  put  in  for  them. 
Bawd.  But  fhail  all  our  Houfes  of  Refort  in  the  Suburbs 

be  pull'ddown? Clown.  To  the  Ground,  Miftrefs. 

Bawd.  Why  here's  a  Change  indeed  in  the  Common^ wealth  ;  what  fhall  become  of  me  ? 

Clown.  Come,  fear  not  you;  good  Counfellors  lack  no 
Clients;  though  you  change  your  Place,  you  need  not 

change  your  Trade:  I'll  be  your  Tapfter  ft  ill.  Courage, 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you;  you  that  have  worn 
your  Eyes  almoft  out  in  the  Service,  you  will  be  confi- 
dered. 

Bawd.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapfter  ?  let's  with- draw. 

Clown.  Here  comes  Signior  Claudio9  led  by  the  Provoft  to 

Prifon;  and  there's  Madam  Juliet.      \Ex.  Bawd  *zW  Clown. 
Enter  Provoft,  Claudia,  Juliet  and  Officers. 

Claud*  Fellow,  why  doftthoufhow  me  thus  to  th' World? 
Bear  me  to  Prifon,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  Difpofition, 
But  from  Lord  ̂ ngelo  by  fpecial  Charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  Demi-£od,  Authority, 
Make  us  pay  down,  for  our  Offence,  by  weight 

The  words  of  Heav'n;  on  whom  it  will,  it  will ; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  fo;  yet  ftill  'tis  juft.  [ftrainr. 

Lucio.  Why  how  now  Claudiof  Whencecomes  this  Re- 
Claud.  From  too  much  Liberty,  my  Lucioy  Liberty ; 

As  Surfeit  is  the  Father  of  much  Faft, 

So  every  Scope  by  the  immoderate  ufe 
Turns  to  Reftraint:  Our  Natures  do  purfue, 
Like  Rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  Bane, 
A  thirfty  Evil,  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely,    under  an  Arreft,   I 
would  fend  for  certain  of  my  Creditors;  and  yet,  to  fay  the 
Truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  Foppery  of  Freedom,  as  the 

Morality  of  Imprifonment :  What's  thy  Offence,  Claudio* 
Claud.  What,  but  to  fpeak  of,  would  offend  again. 

Lucio.  What  is't,  Murder? 
Claud. 
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Claud.  No. 
Lucio.  Letchery? 
Claud.  Call  it  fo. 

Frov.  Away,  Sir,  you  muft  go. 
Claud.  One  Word,  good  Friend : 

Lucio,  a  Word  with  you. 
Lucio.  A  hundred; 

If  they'll  do  you  any  good :  Is  Letchery  fo  look'd  after? Claud.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me;  upon  a  true  Contract 
I  got  PofTeflion  of  Juliettas  Bed, 
You  know  the  Lady,  flie  is  faft  my  Wife, 
Save  thit  we  do  the  Denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  Order.     This  we  came  not  to, 
Only  for  Propagation  of  a  Dowre 
Remaining  in  the  Coffer  of  her  Friends, 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  Love 
'Till  Time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances 
The  Stealth  of  our  moft  mutual  Entertainment 

With  Character  too  grofs,  is  writ  in  Juliet. 
Lucio.  With  Child,  perhaps  ? 
Claud.  Unhappily,  even  fo. 

And  the  new  Deputy,  now  for  the  Duke, 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  Newnefs, 
Or  whether  that  the  Body  publick  be 
A  Horfe  whereon  the  Governor  doth  ride, 
Who  newly  in  the  Seat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  ftrait  feel  the  Spur; 
Whether  the  Tyranny  be  in  his  Place, 
Or  in  his  Eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
I  ftagger  in:  But  this  new  Governor 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  Penalties 

Which  have,  like  unfeour'd  Armour,  hung  by  th'Wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  Zodiacks  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  them  been  worn;  and  for  a  Name, 
Now  puts  the  drowfie  and  neglected  Act 

Frefhly  on  me;  'tis  furely  for  a  Name. 
Lucio.  I  warrant  it  is ;  and  thy  Head  ftands  fo  tickle  on 

thy  Shoulders,  that  a  Milk-maid,  if  me  be  in  Love,  may 
figh  it  off.  Send  after  the  Duke,  and  appeal  to  him. 

Claud.  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  prethee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  Service :  v 

This 
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This  Day,  my  Sifter  mould  the  Cloifter  enters 
And  there  receive  her  Approbation. 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  State, 
Implore  her  in  my  Voice,  that  me  make  Friends 
To  the  Ariel:  Deputy ;  bid  her  felf  aflay  him, 
I  have  great  Hope  in  that ;  for  in  her  Youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  fpeechlefs  Dialect, 
Such  as  moves  Men !  befide,  me  hath  profperous  Art 
When  fhe  will  play  with  Reafon,  and  Difcourfe, 
And  well  fhe  can  perfuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray  fhe  may;  as  well  for  the  Encouragement  of 
the  like,  which  elfe  would  ftsnd  upon  grievous  Impofftion 
as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  Life,  who  I  would  be  forry 
mould  be  thus  fooliflily  loft,  at  a  Game  of  Tick-tack.  I'll 
to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  Friend  Lucio. 
Lucio.  Within  two  Hours. 

Claud.  Come  Officer,  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.     AMmaftery. 
Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No;  holy  Father,  throw  away  that  Thought, 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  Dart  of  Love 
Can  pierce  a  compleat  Bofom  s  Why  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  Harbour,  hath  a  Purpofe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  Aims  and  Ends 
Of  burning  Youth. 

FrL  May  your  Grace  fpeak  of  it. 
Duke.  My  holy  Sir,  none  better  knows  than  you 

How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  Life  remov'd, 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  AfTemblies 
Where  Youth  and  Coft,  and  witlefs  Bravery  keeps. 
I  have  delivered  to  Lord  Angelo, 
A  Man  of  Stricture  and  firm  Abftinence, 

My  abfolute  Power  and  Place  in  Vienna, 

And  he  fuppofes  me  travell'd  to  Poland, 
For  fo  I  have  ftrew'd  it  in  the  common  Ear, 
And  fo  it  is  receiv'd :  Now,  pious  Sir, 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this. 

FrL  Gladly,  My  Lord. 
Duke] 
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Duke.  We  have  ftrict  Statutes,  and  mod  biting  Laws, 

The  needful  Bits  and  Curbs  for  head-ftrong  Weeds, 
Which  for  this  fourteen  Years  we  have  let  flip, 

Even  like  an  o'er-grown  Lion  in  a  Cave 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey:  Now,  as  fond  Fathers, 
Having  bound  up  the  threatening  Twigs  of  Birch, 

Only  to  ftick  it  in  their  Childrens  fight, 
For  Error,  not  to  ufe;  in  time  the  Rod 

More  mock'd  than  fear'd :  So  our  Decrees, 
Dead  to  Infliction,  to  themfelves  are  dead, 

And  Liberty  plucks  Juftice  by  the  Nofe; 
The  Baby  beats  the  Nurfe,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  Decorum. 

Fri.  It  refted  in  your  Grace 

To  unloofe  this  ty'd-up  Juftice,  when  you  pleas'd: 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  feem'd 
Than  in  Lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful; 

Sith  'twas  my  Fault  to  give  the  People  fcope, 
'Twould  be  my  Tyranny  to  ftrike  and  gall  them 
For  what  I  bid  them  do.   For  we  bid  this  be  done 

When  evil  Deeds  have  their  permiffive  Pafs, 
And  not  the  Punifhment:  Therefore  indeed,  myFather^ 

I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  Office, 
Who  may  in  th5  ambuih  of  my  Name  ftrike  home, 
And  yet,  my  Nature  never  in  the  fight 
To  do  in  (lander:  And  to  behold  his  Sway, 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  Brother  of  your  Order, 
Vifit  both  Prince  and  People ;  therefore  I  prethee 
Supply  me  with  the  Habit,  and  inftrud:  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  Perfon  bear 
Like  a  true  Friar*   More  Reafons  for  this  AdHofy 
At  your  more  leifure,  ihall  I  render  you; 
Only  this  one:     Lord  Angelo  is  precife, 
Stands  at  a  guard  with  Envy,   fcarce  confefles 
That  his  Blood  flows,  or  that  his  Appetite 
Is  more  to  Bread  than  Stone :  Hence  fhall  we  fee, 
If  Power  change  Purpofe,  what  our  Seemers  be.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.      A  Nunnery. 
Enter  Ifabella  and  Francifca. 

I  fab.  And  have  you  Nuns  no  farther  Privileges? 
Nun.   Are  not  thefe  large  enough? 
Ifab.  Yes  truly;  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more, 

But  rather  wifhing  a  more  ftricl:  Reftraint 
Upon  the  Sifterhood,  the  Votarifts  of  Saint  Clare. 

Lucio  within. 
Lucio.  Hoa !  Peace  be  in  this  Place. 

Ifab.  Who's  that  which  calls? 
Nun.  It  is  a  Man's  Voice,  gentle  Ifabellay 

Turn  you  the  Key,  and  know  his  Bufinefsof  him; 
You  may,  I  may  not,  you  are  yet  unfworn : 

When  you  have  vow'd,  you  muft  not  fpeak  with  Men, 
But  in  the  Prefence  of  the  Priorefs; 
Then  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  fhew  your  Face, 
Or  if  you  fhew  your  Face,  you  muft  not  fpeak. 
He  calls  again,  I  pray  you  anfwer  him.  [Exit  Franc. 

Ifab.  Peace  and  Profperity,  who  is't  that  calls? Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio*  Hail  Virgin,  if  you  be,  as  thofe  Cheek-Rofes 
Proclaim  you  are  no  leff,  can  you  fo  ftead  me, 
As  bring  me  to  the  Sight  of  Ifabella, 
A  Novice  of  this  Place,  and  the  fair  Sifter 
To  her  unhappy  Brother  Claudiol 

Ifab.  Why  her  unhappy  Brother?  Let  me  ask, 
The  rather,  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella^  and  his  Sifter. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  Fair,  your  Brother  kindly  greets  you; 

Not  to  be  weary  with  you,   he's  in  Prifon. 
Ifab.  Wo  me,  for  what? 
Lucio.  For  that,  which  if  my  felf  might  be  his  Judge, 

He  mould  receive  his  Punifhment  in  Thanks; 
He  hath  got  his  Friend  with  Child. 

Ifab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  Story* 

Lucio,  'Tis  true;  I  would  not,  tho'  tis  my  familiar  Sin, 
With  Maids  to  feem  the  Lapwing,  and  to  jeft, 
Tongue,  far  from  Heart;  play  with  all  Virgins  fo. 

I  hold  you  as  a  thing  en*sky'd  and  fainted, 

By 
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Be  your  Renouncement  an  Immortal  Spirit, 

And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  Sincerity, 
As  with  a  Saint. 

Ifab.  You  do  blafpheme  the  Good,  in  mocking  me. 

Lucio.  Do  not  believe  it.    Fewnefs,and  Truth;  'tis  thus; 

your  Brother  and  his  Lover  having  embraced, 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full,  as  bloflbming  time 
That  from  the  Seednefs  the  bare  Fallow  brings 

To  teeming  Foyfon ;  even  fo  her  plenteous  Womb 
ExprefTetrThis  full  Tilth  and  Husbandry. 

IJab.  Some  one  with  Child  by  him?     My  Cozen  Juliet? 
Lucio    Is  (he  your  Cozen  ? 
IJab.  Adoptedly,  as  School-Maids  change  their  Names, 

By  vain,  tho*  apt  Affection. Lucio.  She  it  is. 

Ifab.  Let  him  marry  her. 
Lucio.  This  is  the  Point. 

The  Duke  is  very  ftrangely  gone  from  hence; 
Bore  many  Gentlemen,  my  felf  being  one, 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  Action  ;  but  we  do  learn, 
By  thofe  that  know  the  very  Nerves  of  State, 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  infinite  Diftance 
From  his  true  meant Defign.   Upon  his  Place, 
And  with  full  Line  of  his  Authority, 
Governs  Lord  <Angelo\  a  Man  whofe  Blood 
Is  very  Snow-Broth,  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  Stings  and  Motions  of  the  Senfe; 
But  doth  rebate,  and  blunt  his  natural  Edge 
With  Profits  of  the  Mind>  Study  and  Faft. 
He,  to  give  Fear  to  Ufe  and  Liberty, 
Which  have  for  long  run  by  the  hideous  Law, 
As  Mice  by  Lyons,  hath  pickt  out  an  Ad, 

Under  whofe  heavy  Senfe  your  Brother's  Life 
Falls  into  Forfeit;  he  arrefh  him  on  it, 
And  follows  clofe  the  Rigor  of  the  Statute, 
To  make  him  an  Example;  all  Hope  is  gone^ 
Unlefs  you  have  the  Grace  by  your  fair  Prayer 

To  foften  Angelo\  and  that's  my  Pith  of  Bufinefs 
'Twixt  you,  and  your  poor  Brother. Ifab.  Doth  he  fo 
Seek  his  Life? 

Luck* 
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Lucio.  Has  cenfur'd  him  already, 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  Provoft  hath  a  Warrant 

For's  Execution. 
Ifab.  Alas !  what  poor  i 

Ability's  in  me,  to  do  him  good? 
Lucio.  AfTay  the  Power  you  have. 
Ifab.  My  Power?  Alas !  I  doubt. 
Lucio.  Our  Doubts  are  Traitors, 

And  makes  us  lofe  the  Good  we  oft  might  win^ 
By  fearing  to  attempt.     Go  to  Lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  Maidens  fue, 
Men  give  like  Gods;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  Petitions  are  as  truly  theirs, 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them. 

Ifab.  1*11  fee  what  I  can  do. 
Lucio.  But  fpeedily. 
Ifab.  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 

No  longer  flaying,  but  to  give  the  Mother 
Notice  of  my  Affair.   I  humbly  thank  you ; 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother :  Soon  at  Night 

I'll  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  Succefs. 
Lucio.  I  take  my  Leave  of  you. 
Ifab.  Good  Sir,  adieu.  \_Exeuni. 

A  C  T    II.     SCENE    L 

SCENE*  Talace. 

Enter  Angelo,  Efcalus,  Juftice  and  Attendants* 

Ang.  \T  TE  muft  not  make  a  Scar-crow  of  the  Law, 
VV     Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  Birds  of  prey, 

And  let  it  keep  one  Shape,  'till  Cuftom  make  it 
Their  Pearch,  and  not  their  Terror. 

Efcal.  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little, 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  Death.    Alas !  this  Gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moft  noble  Father  > 
Let  but  your  Honour  know, 
Whom  I  believe  to  be  moft  ftrait  in  Virtue, That 
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That  in  the  working  of  your  own  Affe&ions, 

Had  Time  coheer'd  with  Place,,  or  Place  with  Wifliing, 
Or  that  the  refolutc  acting  of  your  Blood, 

Could  have  attain'd  thJ  Effect  of  your  own  Purpofe, 
Whether  you  had  not  fometime  in  your  Life 

Err'd  in  this  Point,  which  now  you  cenfure  him, 
And  puJPd  the  Law  upon  you. 

Ang.  JTis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Efcaltts, 
Another  thing  to  fall.    I  not  deny     • 

The  Jury  palling  on  the  Prifoner's  Life, 
May  in  the  fworn  Twelve  have  a  Thief  or  two, 

Guiltier  than  him  they  try;  what's  open  made  to  Juftice, 
That  Juftice  feizes.    What  knows  the  Laws 

That  Thieves  dopafs  on  Thieves?  'Tis  very  pregnant, 
The  Jewel  that  we  find,  we  ftoop  and  take't, Becaufe  we  fee  it;  but  what  we  do  not  fee, 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 
You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  Offence, 
For  I  have  had  fuch  Faults;  but  rather  tell  me 
When  I,  that  cenfure  him,  do  fo  offend, 
Let  mine  own  Judgment  pattern  out  my  Death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  muft  die. 

Enter  Provoir. 

Efcal.  Be  it  as  your  Wifdom  will. 
Ang.  Where  is  the  Provoji  ? 
Prov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  Honour. 
Ang.  See  that  Claudio 

Be  executed  by  nine  to  Morrow  Morning. 

Bring  him  his  ConfefTor,  let  him  be  prepar'd, 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  Pilgrimage.  [Exit  ProvoiT. 

Efc/iL  Well:  Heav'n  forgive  him;  and  forgive  us  all* 
Some  rife  by  Sin,  and  fome  by  Virtue  fall : 
Some  run  through  Brakes  of  Vice,  and  anfwer  none, 
And  fome  condemned  for  a  Fault  alone. 

Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown  and  Officers. 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away ;  if  thefe  be  good  People  in 
a  Common-weal,  that  do  nothing  ̂ but  ufe  their  Abufes  in 
common  Houfes,  I  know  no  Law;  bring  them  away. 

Ang.  How  now,  Sir,  what's  your  Name?  and  what's  the Matter? 

Vol.  I.  P  Elb. 
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Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  I  am  the  poor  Duke's 
Conftable,  and  my  Name  is  Elbow ;  I  do  lean  upon  Juftice, 
Sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  Honour,  two 
notorious  Benefa&or?. 

Ang.  Benefactors?  Well;  what  Benefactors  are  they  ?  Are 
they  not  Malefactors? 

Elk  If  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  I  know  not  well  what 
they  are ;  but  precife  Villains  they  are,  that  I  am  fure  of, 
and  void  of  all  Profanation  in  the  World,  that  good  Chri- 
ftians  ought  to  have. 

Efial.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wife  Officer. 
Ang.  Go  to:  What  Quality  are  you  of?  Elbow  is  your 

Name? 

Why  doft  thou  not  fpeak,  Elbow? 

Clown.  He  cannot,  Sir;  he's  out  at  Elbow* 
Ang.  What  are  you,  Sir  ? 
Elk  He,  Sir?  A  Tapfter,  Sir;  parcel  Bawd;  one  that 

ferves  a  bad  Woman;  whofe  Houfe,  Sir,  was,  as  they  fay, 
plucktdown  in  the  Suburbs;  and  now  (lie  profcffes  a  Hot- 
houfe;  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  Houfe  too. 

Efial.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Elk  My  Wife,  Sir,  whom  I  deteft  before  Heav'n  and 
your  Honour. 

Efial.  How?  Thy  Wife. 

Elb.  Ay,  Sir;  whom  I  thank  Heav'n  is  an  honed  Woman. 
Efial.  Doft  thou  deteft  her  therefore  ? 
Elb.  I  fay,  Sir,  I  will  deteft  my  felf  alfo,  as  well  as  fhe, 

that  this  Houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  Bawd's  Houfe,  it  is  pity  of  her 
Life,  for  it  is  a  haughty  Houfe. 

Efial.  How  doft  thou  know  that,  Conftable  ? 
Elk  Marry,  Sir,  by  my  Wife,  who,  if  fhe  had  been  a 

Woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  in  Forni- 
cation, Adultery,  and  all  Uncleannefs  there. 

Efial.  By  the  Woman's  Means? 
Elb.  Ay,  Sir,  by  Miftrefs  Over-don's  Means;  but  as  fhe 

fpit  in  his  Face,  fo  (he  defy'd  him. 
Clown.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  this  is  not  fo. 
Elk  Prove  it  before  thefe  Varlets  here,  thou  honourable 

Man,  prove  it. 
Efial.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 

s 
Clown. 
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Clown.  Sir,  flie  came  in  great  with  Child;  and  longing, 

faving  your  Honour's  Reverence,  for  ftew'd  Prewns;  we had  but  two  in  the  Houfe,  which  at  that  very  inftant  time 
flood,  as  it  were,  in  a  Fruit-difli,  a  Difh  of  fome  three  Pence ; 
your  Honours  having  feen  fuch  Dimes,  they  are  not  China 
Dimes,  but  very  good  Dimes. 

Efial.  Go  too,  go  too;  no  matter  for  the  Difh,  Sir. 
Clown*  No  indeed,  Sir,  not  of  a  Pin;  you  are  therein  in 

the  right:  But  to  the  Point;  as  I  fay,  this  Miftrefs  Elbow, 

being,  as  I  fay,  with  Child,  and  being  great  belly'd,  and 
longing,  as  I  faid,  for  Prewns ;  and  having  no  more  in  the 
Dim,  as  I  faid;  Mafter  Froth  here,  this  very  Man,  having 
eaten  the  reft,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  paying  for  them  very 
honeftly;  for,  as  you  know,  Mafter  Frothy  I  could  not  give 
you  three  Pence  again.  v 

Froth,  No  indeed. 

Clown.  Very  well;  you  being  then,  if  you  be  remembred, 
cracking  the  Stones  of  the  forefaid  Prewns. 

Froth.  Ay,  fo  I  did  indeed. 
Clown.  Why,  very  well;  I  telling  you  then,  if  you  be 

remembred,  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were  paftCure 
of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unlefs  they  kept  very  good  Diet, 
as  I  told  you. 

Froth.  All  this  is  true. 

Clown,  Why,  very  well  then. 
Efial.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  Fool;  to  the  Purpofe; 

what  was  done  to  Elbow's  Wife,  that  he  hath  Caufe  to  com- 
plain of?  Come  me  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Clown.  Sir,  your  Honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 
Efial.  No  Sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clown.  Sir,  but  you  mail  come  to  itj  by  your  Honour's 
leave:  And  I  befeech  you,  look  into  Mafter  Froth  here,  Sir, 

a  Man  of  fourfcore  Pound  a  Year;  whofe  Father  dy'd  at 
Hallowmas.    Was't  not  at  Halloivmas,  Mafter  Froth? 

Froth.  All-hallond  Eve. 

Clown.  Why  very  well ;  f  hope  here  be  Truths.  He,  Sir, 

fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  Chair,  Sir,  'twas  in  the  Bunch 
of  Grapes,  where  indeed  you  have  a  delight  to  fit,  have 

you  not?  N 
Froth,  I  have  fo,  becaufe  it  is  an  open  Room,  and  good 

for  Winter, 
P  1  Clown, 
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Clown.  Why,  very  well  then ;  I  hope  here  be  Truths. 
*dng.  This  will  lafi  out  a  Night  in  KuJJia, 

When  Nights  are  longeft  there.   I'll  take  my  Leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  Caufe, 

Hoping  you'll  find  good  Caufe  to  whip  them  all.  \_Exit. 
EfiaL  I  think  no  lefs.  Good-morrow  to  your  Lordihip. 

Now,  Sir,  come  on:  What  was  done  to  Elbows  Wife,  once more? 

Clown.  Once,  Sir?  There  was  nothing  done  to  her  once. 
Elk  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  ask  him  what  this  Man  did  to 

my  Wife. 

Clown,  I  befeech  your  Honour,  ask  me. 
EfiaL  WelJ,  Sir,  what  did  this  Gentleman  to  her? 

Clown.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  look  in  this  Gentleman's  Face; 
good  Mailer  Froth,  look  upon  his  Honour;  'tis  for  a  good 
Purpofe;  doth  your  Honour  mark  his  Face? 

EfiaL  Ay,  Sir,  very  well. 
Clown.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  mark  it  well. 
EfiaL  We]],  I  do  fo. 
Clewn.  Doth  your  Honour  fee  any  Harm  in  his  Face? 
EfcaL  Why,  no. 

Clown.  I'U  befuppos'd  upon  a  Book,  his  Face  is  the  worft thing  about  him:  Good  then;  if  his  Face  be  the  worft 

thing  about  him,  how  could  Matter  Froth  do  the  Conftable's 
Wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your  Honour. 

EfiaL  Hz*s  in  the  right,  Conflable,  what  fay  you  to  it? 
Elb.  Firft,  and  it  like  you,  the  Houfe  is  a  refpe&ed  Houfe ; 

next,  this  is  a  refpe£ted  Fellow;  and  his  Miftreis  is  a  re- 
flected Woman. 

Clown.  By  this  Hand,  Sir,  his  Wife  is  a  more  refpefrcd 
Pcrfon  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varler,  thou  Heft;  thou  licft,  wicked  Varlet;  the 
time  is  yet  to  come,  that  flie  was  ever  refpe&ed  with  Man, 
Woman,  or  Child. 

Clown.  Sir,  me  was  refpe&ed  with  him  before  he  marry *d with  her. 

EfiaL  Which  is  the  wifer  here;  Juftice,  or  Imquitjl  Is 
this  true? 

Elb.  O  thou  Caitiff!  O  thou  Varlet!  O  thou  wicked 

Hanniball  I  refpected  with  her,  before  I  was  many'dto  her? 
If  ever  \  was  refpected  with  her*  or  flie  with  me,  let  not 

your 
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your  Worfhip  think  me  the  poor  Duke's  Oficer:  prove this,  thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  V\l  have  mine  Achon  of 
Battery  on  thee. 

EfcaL  If  he  took  you  a  Box  o'th'  Ear,  you  might  have 
your  Action  of  Slander  too. 

Elb.  M?rry  I  thank  your  good  Worfhip  for  it:  What 

is'c  your  Wcrfliip's  Pleafure  I  mall  do  with  this  wicked Caitiff? 
EfcaL  Truly, Officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fbrne  Offences  in 

him,  that  thou  wouldft  difcover,  if  thou  couldft,  let  him 

continue  in  his  Courfes,  'til!  thou  know'/t  what  they  are. 
Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  Wormip  for  it ;  thou  feeft,  thou 

•wicked  Varlet  now,  what's  come  upon  thee.  Thou  art  to continue. 

EfcaL  Where  were  you  born,  Friend?  [To Froth. 
Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  Sir. 

EfcaL  Are  you  of  fourfcore  Pounds  a  Year  ? 

Froth.  Yes,  and'r.  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
EfcaL  So.   What  Trade  are  you  of,  Sir?   [To  the  Clown. 

Clown.  A  Tapfter,  a  poor  Widow's  Tapfter. 
EJcaL  Your  Miftrefs  Name? 
Clown.  Miftrefs  Over- don. 
EfcaL  Hath  me  had  any  more  than  one  Husband? 
Clown.  Nine,  Sir:   Over-don  by  the  lafT. 
EfcaL  Nine?  Come  hither  to  me,  Mailer Frpthi  Mailer 

Frothy  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with  Tapfters  ; 
they  will  draw  you,  Mailer  Frothy  and  you  will  hang  them. 
Get  you  gone,  and  Ut  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  Worfhip;  for  mine  own  Parr,  I 
never  come  into  any  Room  in  a  Taphoufe,  but  I  am  drawn 
in. 

EfcaL    Well,*    no  more  of  it    Matter  Froth-,     farewel. 

\Exit  Froth. 
Come  you  hither  to  me,  Maftcr  Tapfter;  what's  your  Name, Mafter  Tapfter? 

Clown.  Pompcy. 
EfcaL  What  elfe?  s 
Clown.  Bum,  Sir. 
EfcaL  Troth,  and  your  Bum  is  the  greateft  thing  about 

you,  fo  that  in  the  beaftlieft  Senfe,  you  are  Pompey  the 
great;  Pompey,   you  are  partly  a  Bawd,   Pompey;   howfo- 

P  3  ever 
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ever  you  colour  it  being  a,Tapfter ;   are  you  not?  come, 
tell  me  true,  it  (hall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Clown.  Truly,  Sir,   I  am  a  poor  Fellow  that  would  live. 
EfcaL  How  would  you  live,  Pompey*.  by  being  a  Bawd? 

what  do  you  think  of  the  Trade,  Pompey  ?  is  it  a  lawful 
Trade  ? 

Cloivn.  If  the  Law  would  allow  it,  Sir. 

EfcaL  But  the  Law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey,  nor  it  fhall 
not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clown.  Does  your  Worfhip  mean  to  geld  and  fplay  all  the 
Youth  in  the  City? 

EfcaL  No,  Pompey. 

Clown.  Truly,  Sir,  in  my  poor  Opinion,  they  will  to't 
then.  If  your  Worfhip  will  take  order  for  the  Drabs  and 
Knaves  you  need  not  to  fear  the  Eawds. 

EfcaL  There  are  pretty  Orders  beginning,  I  can  tell  you: 
It  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clown.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way  but 

for  ten  Years  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a  Com- miffion  for  more  Heads:  If  this  Law  hold  in  Vienna  ten 

Years,  I'll  rent  the  faired  Houfe  in  it  after  three  Pence  a 
Bay:  If  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pafs,  fay,  Pompey  told 

you  fo. 
EfcaL  Thank  you,  good  Pompey ;  and  ip  Requital  of  your 

Prophecy,  hark  you ;  I  advife  you  let  me  not  find  you  be- 
fore me  again  upon  atny  Complaint  whatfoevtr;  no,  not  for 

dwelling  where  you  do:  If  I  do,  Pompey^  I  fhall  beat  you 
to  your  Tent,  and  prove  a  (hrewd  Cafar  to  you:  In  plain 
Dealing,  I  fhall  have  you  whipt :  So  for  this  time,  Pompey^ 
fare  you  well. 

Clown.  I  thank  your  Worfhip  for  your  good  Counfei, ; 
but  I  (hall  follow  it  as  the  Flefh  and  Fortune  fhall  better  de- 

termine.    Whip  me  ?  no,  no;  let  Carman  whip  his  Jade. 

The  valiant  Heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  Trade.  [Exit. 
EfcaL  Come  hither  to  me,  Mafter  Elbow  \  come  hither, 

Mailer  Conltable;  how  long  have  you  been  in  this, Place  of 
Conftable? 

Elb.  Seven  Year  and  a  half,  Sir. 

EfcaL  I  thought,  by  the  readinefs  in  the  Office,  you  had 
continued  in  it  fome  time :  You  fay,  feven  Years  toge- 
ther. Elb. 
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Elb.  And  a  half,  Sir. 

Efcal.  Alas  I  it  hath  been  great  Pains  to  you;  they  do 

you  Wrong  to  put  you  fo  oft  upon't :  Are  there  not  Men 
in  your  Ward  fufficient  to  ferve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  Sir,  few  of  any  Wit  in  fuch  Matters;  as  they 
are  chofen  they  are  glad  to  chufe  me  for  them :  I  do  it  for 
fome  piece  of  Money,  and  go  through  with  all. 

Efcal.  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  Names  of  fome  fix  or 
fQVQn9  the  mod  fufficient  of  your  Parifh. 

Elk  To  your  Worfhip's  Houfe,  Sir  ? 
Efcal.  To  my  Houfe;  fare  you  well.  What's  a  Clock, 

think  you  ?  [Exit  Elbow. 
Jt*ft.  Eleven,  Sir. 
Efcal.  I  pray  you  go  home  to  Dinner  with  me.       j 
Jttft.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

Efcal.  It  grieves  me  for  the  Death  of  Claudio ." 
But  there's  no  Remedy. 
J itft.  Lord  Angelo  is  fevere. 
Efcal.  It  is  but  needful, 

Mercy  is  not  it  felf,  that  oft  looks  fo; 
Pardon  is  Hill  the  Nurfe  of  fecond  Woe :  ' 

But  yet,  poor  Claudio,  there  is  no  Remedy.' Come,  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCENEH. 
Enter  Provofl,  and  a  Servant. 

Serv.  He's  hearing  of  a  Caufe;  he  will  come  ftraight: 
I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

Prov,  Pray  you  do;  I'll  know 
His  Pleafure  ;  may  be  he  will  relent;  alas! 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  Dream: 

All  Sects,  all  Ages  fmack  of  this  Vice,  and  he 
To  die  for't/ 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  Matter,  Provoft  ? 
Prov.  Is  it  your  Will  Claudio  Hull  die  to  morrow? 
Ang.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea?  hadft  thou  not  Order? 

Why  doft  thou  ask  again  ? 
Prov.  Left  I  might  be  too  ram. 

Under  your  good  Correftion,  J  have  feen 

P  4.  When 
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When  after  Execution,  Judgment  hath 

Repented  o'er  his  Doom. 
Ang.  Go  to;  let  that  be  mine; 

Do  you  your  Office,  or  give  up  your  Place, 

And  you  fhall  well  be  fpar'd. 
Prov.  I  crave  your  Honour's  Pardon. 

What  fhall  be  done,  Sir,  with  the  groaning  Julietl 
She's  very  near  her  Hour. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
tTo  fome  more  fitter  Place,  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Ser.  Here  is  the  Sifter  of  the  Man  condemned, 
Defires  Accefs  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  Sifter  ? 
Prov.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  a  very  virtuous  Maid, 

And  to  be  fhortly  of  a  Sifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well;  let  her  be  admitted. 

See  you  the  Fornicatrefs  be  remov'd ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  laviili  Means; 

[There  fhall  be  Order  for't. 
Enter  Lucio  and  Ifabella. 

Prov.  'Save  your  Honour. 
Ang.  Stay  a  little  while.     Y'are  welcome;  what's  your Will? 

Ifab.  I  am  a  woful  Suitor  to  your  Honour, 

'Pleafe  but  your  Honour  hear  me. 
Ang.  Well;  what's  your  Suit  ? 
Ifab.  There  is  a  Vice  that  moft  I  do  abhor, 

And  more  defire  ftiould  meet  the  Blow  of  Juftice, 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  muft, 
For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 

At  War  'twixt  will,  and  will  not. 
Ang.  Well;  the  Matter? 
Ifab.  I  have  a  Brother  is  condemned  to  die; 

I  do  befeech  you  let  it  be  his  Fault, 
And  not  my  Brother. 

Prov.  Heav'n  give  thee  moving  Graces. 
Ang.  Condemn  the  Fault,  and  not  the  A  dor  of  it; 

Why  every  Fault's  condemn'd  eJer  it  be  done; 
Mine  were  the  Cipher  of  a  Function 
To  fine  the  Faults,  whofe  Fine  ftands  in  Record, 

And  let  go  by  the  Ador.  Ifab. 



Meajure  for  Meafure.  z  i 7 

Ifab.  O  juft,  but  fevere  Law: 

I  had  a  Brother  then;  Heav'n  keep  your  Honour. 
Lucio.  Giv't  not  o'er  fo  :  To  him  again,  intreat  him, 

Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  Gown ; 
You  are  too  cold ;  if  you  mould  need  a  Pin, 
You  could  not  with  a  more  tame  Tongue  defire  it. 
To  him,  I  fay. 

Ifab.  Muft  he  needs  die? 
Ang.  Maiden,  no  Remedy. 
I  fab.  Yes;  I  do  think  that  you  may  pardon  him, 

And  neither  Heav'n  nor  Man  grieve  at  the  Mercy. 
Ang.  I  will  not  do>. 
I  fab.  But  can  you  if  you  would? 
Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

I  fab.  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  World  no  Wrong, 
If  fo  your  Heart  were  touch'd  with  that  Remorfe, As  mine  is  to  him? 

Ang.  He's  fentene'd;  'tis  too  late. Lucio.  You  are  too  cold. 

Ifab.  Too  late  ?  why  fo  ?  I  that  do  fpeak  a  Word, 
May  call  it  back  again :  Well,  believe  this, 
No  Ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs, 

Not  the  King's  Crown,  nor  the  deputed  Sword, 
The  Marfhal's  Truncheon,  nor  the  Judge's  Robe, 
Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  Grace 
As  Mercy  does:  If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  he, 
You  would  have  fliptlike  him;  but  he,  like  you, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  ftern. 

Ang.  Pray  you  be  gone. 

Ifab.  I  would  to  Heav'n  I  had  your  Potency, 
And  you  were  Ifabel\  fhouldit  then  be  thus? 

No;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  Judge, And  what  a  Prifoner. 

Lucio.  Ay,  touch  him ;  there's  the  Vein. 
Ang.  Your  Brother  is  a  Forfeit  of  the  Law, 

And  you  but  wafte  your  Words. 
Ifab.  Alas!  alas! 

Why,  all  the  Souls  that  were,  were  Forfeit  once ; 

And  he  that  might  the  'Vantage  bell:  have  took, 
Found  out  the  Remedy.   How  would  you  be, 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  Judgment,  mould 

But 



x  i  8  Meafure  for  Meafure. 

But  judge  you  as  you  are?  Oh,  think  on  that", 
And  Mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  Lips, 
Like  Man  new-made. 

Ang.  Be  you  content,  fair  Maid, 
It  is  the  Law,  not  I,  condemns  your  Brother. 
Were  he  my  Kinfman,  Brother,  or  my  Son, 
It  mould  be  thus  with  him ;  he  muft  die  to  Morrow. 

Ifab.  To  Morrow  ?  Oh !  that's  fudden. 
Spare  him,  fpare  him ; 

He's  not  prepar'd  for  Death :  Even  for  our  Kitchins 
We  kill  the  Fowl  of  Seafbn;  mail  we  ferve  Heav'n 
With  lefs  Refpect  than  we  do  minifter 
To  our  grofs  felves  ?  Good,  good  my  Lord,  bethink  you : 

Who  is  it  that  hath  dy'd  for  this  Offence? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio,  Ay,  well  faid, 

Ang.  The  Law  hath  not  been  dead,  tho'  it  hath  flept; 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  Evil, 
If  the  firft,  that  did  th'  Edict,  infringe, 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  Deed.     Now  'tis  awake, 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done,  and  like  a  Propher, 
Looks  in  a  Glafs  that  (hews  what  future  Evils 

Either  now,  or  by  Remifsnefs,  new  conceiv'd, 
And  fo  in  Progrefs  to  be  hatch'd,  and  born, 
Are  now  to  have  no  fucceffive  degrees, 
But  here  they  live  to  end. 

/fab.  Yet  (hew  fome  Pity. 
Ang.  I  iliew  it  moft  of  all  when  I  (hew  Juftice; 

For  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know, 

Which  a  difmifs'd  Offence  would  after  gaul ; 
And  do  him  Right,  that  anfwering  one  foul  W^^g* 
Lives  not  to  a6fc  another.     Be  fatisfied; 
Your  Brother  dies  to  Morrow;  be  content. 

Ifab.  So  you  muft  be  the  firft  that  gives  this  Sentence, 
And  he  that  fuffers :  Oh,  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  Giant's  Strength  \  but  it  is  tyrannous; To  ufe  it  like  a  Giant. 

Lucio,  That's  well  faid. 
Ifab.  Could  great  Men  thunder 

As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet; 
For  every  pelting  petty  Officer 

Would 
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Would  ufe  his  Heav'n  for  Thunder ; 

Nothing  but  Thunder :  Merciful  Heav'n^ 
Thou  rather  with  thy  (harp  and  fulphurous  Bolt 

Split'ft  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  Oak, 
Than  the  foft  Mirtle:    O  but  Man  I  proud  Man! 
Dreft  in  a  little  brief  Authority, 

Moft  ignorant  of  what  he's  moft  aflur'd, 
His  glaflie  EiTence,  like  an  angry  Ape, 

Plays  fuch  fantaftick  Tricks  before  high  Heav'n, 
As  makes  the  Angels  weep ;  who  with  our  Spleens 
Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal. 

Lucio.  Oh,  to  him,  to  him  Wench;  he  will  relent; 

He's  coming;  I  perceive't.  < 
Prov.  Pray  Heaven  ihe  win  him* 
Ifab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  Brother  with  our  felf : 

Great  Men  may  jeft  with  Saints;  'tis  Wit  in  them, 
But  in  the  lefs  foul  Prophanation. 

Lucio.  Thou'rt  i 'right,  Girl;  more  o'that. 
Ifab.  That  in  the  Captain's  but  a  cholerick  Word, 

Which  in  the  Soldier  is  flat  Blafphemy. 
Lucio.  Art  advis'd  o'that?  Moreon't. 
Ang.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  Sayings  upon  me  ? 

Ifab.  Becaufe  Authority,  tho'  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  Medicine  in  it  felf, 

That  skins  the  Vice  o'  th'  top :  Go  to  your  Bofom, 
Knock  there,  and  ask  your  Heart  what  it  doth  know 

That's  like  mv  Brother's  Fault;  ifitconfefs 
A  natural  Guiltinefs,  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  Thought  upon  ycur  Tongue 

Again  ft  my  Brother's  Life. 
Ang.  She  fpeaks,  and  'tis  fuch  Senfe, 

That  my  Senfe  breeds  with  it.  Fare  you  well 
Ifab.  Gentle,  my  Lord,  turn  back. 
Ang.  I  will  bethink  me:  Come  again  to  Morrow. 

Ifab.  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you :  Good  my  Lord  turn  backJ 
Ang.  How  ?  Bribe  me  ? 

Ifab.  Ay,  with  fuch  Gifts  that  Heav'n  fhall  fhare  with  you. 
Luc.  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe. 
Ifab.  Not  with  fond  Sickles  of  the  tefted  Gold, 

Or  Stones,  whofe  Rate  are  either  rich  or  poor, 
As  Fancy  values  them  ;  but  with  true  Prayers, 

That 
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That  fliall  be  up  at  Heav'n,  and  enter  there 
E'er  Sun  rife:  Prayers  from  preferved  Souls, 
From  fafting  Maids,  whofe  Minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  Temporal. 

Ang.  Well;  come  to  me  to  Morrow. 

Lucio.  Go  to;  'tis  well;  away. 
I  fab.  Heav'n  keep  your  Honour  fafe. 
Ang.  Amen : 

For  I  am  that  way  going  to  Temptation, 
Where  Prayers  crofs. 

Ifab.  At  whatjiour  to  Morrow 
Shall  I  attend  yor.r  LordHiip? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  Noon. 
Ifab.  Save  your  Honour.         [Exeunt  Lucio  and  Ifabella* 
Ang.  From  thee;  even  from  thy  Virtue. 

What's  this?  What's  this?  Is  this  her  Fault,  or  mine? 
The  Tempter,  or  the  Tempted,  who  fins  moft?  Ha? 
Not  flie  ;  nor  doth  Ihe  tempt;  but  it  is  I, 
That,  lying  by  the  Violet  in  the  Sun,  j,  ^ 

Do  as  the  Carrion  does,  not  as  the  Flower,' 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  Seafon.     Can  it  be, 
That  Modefty  may  more  betray  our  Senfe, 

Than  Woman's  Lightnefs  ?  Having  wafte  Ground  enough, 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  San&uary, 
And  pitch  our  Evils  there?  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie; 
What  doft  thou  ?  Or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 
Doft  thou  defire  her  fouly,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good?  Oh  let  her  Brother  live  : 
Thieves  for  their  Robbery  have  Authority, 
When  Judges  fteal  themfelves.     What!  do  I  Love  her, 
That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again  ? 
And  feaft  upon  her  Eyes  ?  What  is  it  I  dream  on  ? 
Oh  cunning  Enemy,  that  to  catch  a  Saint, 
With  Saints  doft  bait  thou  Hook !  moft  dangerous 
Is  that  Temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  Sin,  in  loving  Virtue;  never  could  the  Strumpet, 
With  all  her  double  Vigor,  Art,  and  Nature, 
Once  ftir  my  Temper :  But  this  virtuous  Maid 

Subdues  me  quite;  even  'till  now, 
vWhen  Men  were  fond,  I  fmii'd,  and  wondred  how.  \Exitl 

SCENE 
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SCENE    111.     A  Prifon. 

Enter  Duke  habited  like  a  Friar,  and  Provoft. 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  Provoft  ;  fo  I  think  you  are. 

Vrov.  I  am  the  Provoft;  what's  your  Will,  good  Friar? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  Charity,  and  my  bleft  Order, 

I  come  to  vifit  the  affli&ed  Spirits 
Here  in  the  Prifon;  do  me  the  common  Right 
To  let  me  fee  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 

The  nature  of  their  Crime,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prov.  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were  needful. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Look  here  comes  one;  a  Gentlewoman  of  mine, 
Who  falling  in  the  Flaws  of  her  own  Youth, 

Hath  blifter'd  her  Report:  She  is  with  Child, 
And  he  that  got  iu  fentenc'd  :  A  young  Man More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  Offence, 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  mull:  he  die? 
Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to  Morrow. 

I  have  provided  for  you ;  ftay  a  while, 
And  you  (hall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  Sin  you  carry. 
Juliet.  I  do;  and  bear  the  Shame  moft  patiently. 

Duke.  I'll  teach  you  how  you' (hall  arraign  your  Confcience^ And  try  your  Penitence,  if  it  be  found, 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Juliet.  I'll  gladly  learn. 
Duke.  Love  you  the  Man  that  wrong'd  you? 
Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  Woman  that  wrong'd  him. 
Duke.  So  then  it  feems  your  moft  offenceful  Ad 

Was  mutually  committed. 
Juliet.  Mutually. 
Duke.  Then  was  your  Sin  of  heavier  kind  than  his? 
Juliet.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent  it,  Father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  fo,  Daughter ;  but  left  you  do  repent 
As  that  the  Sin  hath  brought  you  to  this  Shame,  • 

Which 
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Which  Sorrow  is  always  towards  our  felves,  not  Heav'n, 
Showing  we  would  not  fpare  Heav'n,  as  we  love  it, But  as  we  ftand  in  fear. 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  Evil, 
And  take  the  Shame  with  Joy. 

Duke.  There  reft. 
Your  Partner,  as  I  hear,  mufr.  die  to  Morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  Inftru&ion  to  him; 
Grace  go  with  you,  Benedicite.  moa  tfu  I      [Exit. 

Juliet.  Muft  die  to  Morrow  ?  Oh  injurious  Love, 
That  refpits  me  a  Life,  whofe  very  Comfort 
Is  ftill  a  dying  Horror. 

Prov.  "Tis  pity  of  him.   uiw  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV-     The  Palace. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 

To  feveral  Subjects:  Heav'n  hath  my  empty  Words, 
Whilft  my  Invention,  hearing  not  my  Tongue, 

Anchors  on  Ifabel:  Heav'n's  in  my  Mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  Name, 
And  in  my  Heart  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  Evil 
Of  my  Conception :  The  State  whereon  I  ftudied 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read, 
Grown  feard,  and  tedious;  yea,  my  Gravity,     I  Jjjcj  c 
Wherein,  let  no  Man  hear  me,  I  take  pride, I 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  Plume 
Which  the  Air  beats  for  vain:  Oh  Place!  oh  Form! 

How  often  doll:  thou  with  thy  Cafe,  thy  Habit 
Wrench  Awe  from  Fools,  and  tie  the  wifer  Souls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming?  Blood,  thou  art  Blood, 

Let's  write  good  Angel  on  the  Devil's  Horn ; 
*Tis  not  the  Devil's  Creft.     How  now?  who's  there? 

Enter 'Servant. 
Ser.  One  Ifabel,  a  Sifter,  defires  Accefs  to  you. 

Ang.  Teach  her  the  way.    OhHeav'ns! 
Why  does  my  Blood  thus  mufter  to  my  Heart, 
Making  both  it  unable  for  it  felf, 

And  difpofTefltngall  my  other  Parts 
Of  necefTary  fitnefs? 

So 
\ 
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So  play  the  foolifti  Throngs  with  one  that  fwounds; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  flop  the  Air 
By  which  he  mould  revive;  and  even  fo 
The  genera!  Subjects  to  a  well-wiiht  King, 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  Fondnefs 
Crowd  to  his  Prefence,  where  their  untaught  Love 
Muft  needs  appear  Offence.   How  now,  fair  Maid? 

Enter  Ifabella. 

IJab.  I  am  come  to  know  your  Pleafure. 
Ang.  That  you  might  know  it,  would  much  better  pleafe  me, 

Than  to  demand  what  'tis;  your  Brother  cannot  live. 

Ifab.  Evenfo;  Heav'n  keep  your  Honour.  [Going* 
Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while ;  and  it  may  be 

As  long  as  you  or  I ;  yet  he  muft  die. 
Ifab.x  Under  your  Sentence? 
Ang.  Yea. 
/fob.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  Reprieve, 

Longer  or  fhorter,  he  may  be  fo  fitted, 
That  his  Soul  ficken  not. 

Ang.  Ha  ?  fie,  thefe  filthy  Vices ;  it  were  as  good 

To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  Nature  ftol'n 
A  Man  already  made,  as  to  remit 

Their  fawcy  Sweetnefs,  that  do  coin  Heav'n's  Image 
In  Stamps  that  are  forbid ;  'tis  all  as  eafie, 
Falfely  to  take  away  a  Life  true  made; 
As  to  put  Mettle  in  reftained  means, 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

/fab.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  Heaven,  but  not  in  Earth. 
Ang.  Say  you  fo?  7  hen  I  (hall  poze  you  quickly. 

Which  had  you  rather,  that  the  moft  juft  Law 

Now  took  your  Brother's  Life;  or  to  redeem  him, 
Give  up  your  Body  to  fuch  fweet  Uncleannefs 

As  fhe  that  he  hath  ftain'd  ? 
ffab.  Sir,  believe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  Body  than  my  Soul. 

kAng.  I  talk  not  of  your  Soul ;  our  compell'd  Sins Stand  more  for  Number  than  for  Accompt. 
Ifab.  How  fay  you/ 

Ang.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that;  for  I  can  fpeafc Againft  the  thing  I  fay.     Anfwer  to  this ; 
I,  now  the  Voice  of  the  recorded  Law, 

Pronounce 



z  14  Meafure  for  Meafure. 

Pronounce  a  Sentence  on  your  Brother's  Life : 
Might  there  not  be  a  Charity  in  Sin, 

To  fave  this  Brother's  Life? 

Ifa.  Pleafe  you  to  do't, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  Peril  to  my  Soul; 
It  is  no  Sin  at  all,  but  Charity.     ; 

Ang.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't  at  Peril  of  your  Soul, 
Were  equal  poize  of  Sin  and  Charity. 

Ifa.  That  I  do  beg  his  Life,  if  it  be  Sin, 

Heav'n  let  me  bear  it ;  you  granting  of  my  Suit, 
If  that  be  Sin,  I'll  make  it  my  Morn-pray 'r, 
To  have  it  added  to  the  Faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your  Anfwer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 
Your  Senfe  purfues  not  mine:  Either  you  are  ignorant, 

Or  feem  fo,  craftily;  and  that's  not  good. 
Ifa.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 

But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 
Angi,  Thus  Wifdom  wifhes  to  appear  moll:  bright, 

When  it  doth  tax  it  felf:  Asthefe  black  Mafques 

Proclaim  an  en-fhield  Beauty  ten  times  louder 

T  an  Beauty  could  difplay'd.     But  mark  me, 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs; Your  Brother  is  to  die. 

Ifa.  So. 
Ang.  And  his  Offence  is  fo,  as  it  appears, 

Accountant  to  the  Law  upon  that  pain. 
Ifa.  True. 
Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  Life, 

As  I  fubferibe  not  that,  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  lofs  of  Queftion,  that  you,  his  Sifter, 

Finding  your  felf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  Perfon, 
Whofe  Credit  with  the  Judge,  or  own  great  Place, 
Could  fetch  your  Brother  from  the  Mannacles 

Of  the  all-holding  Law;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  Mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  muft  lay  down  the  Treafures  of  your  Body, 

T  >  this  fuppos'd,  or  elfe  to  let  him  fuffer, 
What  would  you  do? 

Ifa.  As  much  for  my  poor  Brother  as  my  felf; 
That  is,  were  I  under  the  Terms  of  Death, 
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Th'  impreflion  of  keen  Whips,  I'd  wear  as  Rubies, 
And  ft  rip  my  felf  to  Death,  as  to  a  Bed, 

That  longing  I've  been  fick  for,  e'er  I'd  yield 
My  Body  up  to  Shame. 

Ang.  Then  muft  your  Brother  die* 

Ifab.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way; 
Better  it  were  a  Brother  dy'd  at  once, 
Than  that  a  Sifter,  by  redeeming  him, 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  Sentence 

That  you  have  flander'd  fo?  ^ 
Ifab.  Ignominy  in  Ranfom,  and  free  Pardon, 

Are  of  two  Houfes;  lawful  Mercy 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  Redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  Law  a  Tyrant* 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  Brother A  Merriment  than  a  Vice. 

Ifab.  Oh  pardon  me,  my  Lord;  it  oft  falls  out, 
To  have  what  we  would  have, 

We  fpeak  not  what  we  mean : 
I  fomething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate 
For  his  ad /antage  that  I  dearly  love* 

Ang.  We  are  all  frail. 

Ifab.  Elf.1  let  my  Brother  die, 
If  not  a  Feodary  but  only  he  x 
Owe,  and  fucceed  by  Weaknefs* 

Ang,  Nay,  Women  are  frail  too* 

Ifab.  Ay,  as  the  G!afl*es  where  they  view  themfelves; Which  are  as  eafie  broke  as  they  make  Forms; 

Women!  HefpHeav'n;  Men  their  Creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them:  Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail* 
For  we  are  foft,  as  our  Complexions  are» 
And  credulous  to  falfe  Prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well; 
And  from  this  Teftimony  of  your  own  Sex^ 
Since  I  fuppofe  we  are  made  to  be  no  ftronger 
Than  Faults  may  fhake  our  Frames,  let  me  be  bold; 
I  do  arreft  your  Words:  Be  that  you  are. 

That  is,  a  Woman ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none* 
If  you  be  one,  as  you  are  w^l  expreft 
Vol.  I.  Q 
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By  all  external  Warrants,  fhew  it  now, 

By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  Livery. Ifab.  I  have  no  Tongue  but  one;  gentle  my  Lord, 
Let  me  jntreat  you  fpeak  the  former  Language. 

Ang.  Plainly  conceive  I  love  you. 
Ifab.  My  Brother  did  love  Juliet ; 

And  you  tell  me,  that  he  fhall  diefor't. 
Ang.  He  mall  nor,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  Love. 

Ifab.  I  know  your  Virtue  hath  a  Licence  in't, 
Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me  on  mine  Honour, 
My  Words  exprefs  my  Purpofe 

Ifab*  Ha?  Little  Honour  to  be  much  believ'd, 
And  moft  pernicious  Purpofe:  Seeming,  feeming. 

I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo;  look  for't: 
Sign  me  a  prefent  Pardon  for  my  Brother, 
Or  with  an  out-ftretch'd  Throat  I'll  tell  the  World  aloud 
What  Man  thou  art. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel  f 

My  unfoil'd  Name,  th' Aufterenefs  of  my  Life, 
My  Vouch  againft  you,  and  my  Place  i  th5  State, 
Will  fo  your  Accufation  over-weigh, 
Tfr&t  you  (hall  ftifle  in  your  own  Report, 
And  mxll  of  Calumny.     I  have  begun, 
And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  Race  the  Rein ; 
Fit  thy  Cpnfentto  my  (harp  Appetite, 
Lay  by  all  Nicety,  and  prolixious  Blufhes 
That  ban/fti  what  they  fue  for  ;  redeem  thy  Brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  Body  to  my  Will; 
Or  elfe  he  muft  not  only  dk  the  Death, 
But  thy  Uftlcindnefs  (h all  his  Death  draw  out 
To  lingring  Jjufferance.   Anfwer  me  to  Morrow, 
Or  by  the  Affection  that  now  guides  me  moft, 

I'll  prove  a  Tyrant  to  him.     As  for  you, 
Say  whatyou  can,  my  falfe  o'er-weighs  .your  true.     [Exit. Ifab.lio  whom  fhould  I  complain  ?  Did  I  tell  this, 
Who /would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  Mouths 

Tha^bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  Tongue, 
Either  of  Condemnation  or  Approof, 
Bidding  the  Law  make  Curtfie  to  their  Will, 

Hooking 
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Hooking  both  Right  and  Wrong  to  th' Appetite, 
To  follow  as  it  draws.     I'll  to  my  Brother ; 
Tho'  he  hath  fallen  by  Prompture  of  the  Blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  Mind  of  Honour, 

That  had  he  twenty  Heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  Blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up* 
Before  his  Sifter  fhould  her  Body  ftoop 
To  fuch  abhorr'd  Pollution. 
Then  Ifabel  live  chafte,  and  Brother  die; 

"  More  than  our  Brother  is  our  Chaftity. 
Ill  tell  him  yet  of  j4ngelo's  Requeft, 
And  fit  his  Mind  to  Death  for  his  Soul's  Reft.  [Exit. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    L 

SCENE  The  Trifon. 
Enter  Duke,  Claudio  and  Provoft. 

Duke.  Q  O,  then  you  hope  of  Pardon  from  Lord  Angelo  ? 
i3  Claud.  The  miferable  have  no  other  Medicine 

But  only  Hope:  I've  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. Duke.  Be  abfolute  for  Death ;  either  Death  or  Life 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.     Reafonthus  with  Life; 
If  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe  a  thing 
That  none  but  Fools  would  keep;  a  Breath  thou  art, 
Servile  to  all  the  Skiey  Influences ; 

That  doft  this  Habitation  where  thou  keep'ft 
Hourly  afflict:  Meerly  thou  art  Death's  Fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour'ft  by  thy  flight  to  fhun, 
And  yet  runn'ft  toward  him  ftill.   Thou  art  not  noble; 
For  all  th'  Accommodations  that  thou  bear'ft, 
Are  nurs'd  by  Bafenefs:  Thou'rt  no  way  valiant; For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  Fork 

Of  a  poor  Worm.   Thy  beftof  Reft  is  Sleep, 

And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft,  yet  grofly  fear'ft 
Thy  Death,  which  is  no  more.    Thou  art  not  thy  felf; 
For  thou  exifts  on  many  a  thoufand  Grains 
That  ifTue  out  of  Duft.    Happy  thou  art  not ; 

For  what  thou  haft  not,  Rill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get, 
And  what  thou  haft  forgett'ft.  Thou  art  not  certain, 

Q  2  For 
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For  thy  Complexion  fhifts  to  ftrange  EfFeffo, 

After  the  Moon.   If  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt  poor; 
F(  r  like  an  Afs,  whole  Back  with  Ingots  bofys, 

Thou  beat'ft  thy  heavy  Riiclies  but  a  Journey, 
And  Death  unloads  thee.    Friend  haft  thou  none, 
For  thine  own  Bowels  which  do  call  thee  Sire, 
The  meer  Effufion  of  thy  proper  Loins, 
Do  curfe  the  Gout>  Serpigo,  and  the  Rheum, 
For  ending  thee  no  former.   Tho&  haft  not  Youth,  nor  Age; 
Bur,  as  it  were,  sn  after-di-ner's  Sleep, 
Dreaming  en  both;  for  all  thy  blefled  Youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  Aim* 
Of  palfied-IiJd;  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich, 

Th'  :i  haft  nut ;  er  Heat,  Arle&io'-,  Litm,  nor  Beauty 
To  make  thy  Rschs  pleafant.    What's  yet  in  this That  bears  the  Name  of  L;fe?  Yet  irt  this  Life 

Lye  hid  more  thoufand  Deaths;  yet  Death  we  fear, 
That  makes  thefe  odds  all  e,en. 

Claud.  I  humbly  tha  k  you. 
To  fiie  to  live,  I  find  I  feek  to  die, 
And  feeking  Death,  find  Life:  Let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Label] a. 

Jfab.  What  hoa?    Peace  here;    Grace  and  good   Com 
pany. 

Prov.  Who's  there  ?   Come  in :    The  Wifh   deferves  a 
Welcome. 

Duke.  Dear  Sir,  e'er  long  I'll  vifit  you  again. 
Claud.  Moft  holy  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Ifab.  My  bufinefs  is  a  Word  or  two  with  Claudio 

Prov.    And  very  welcome.    Look  Signior,   here's  your Sifter. 

Duke.  Provdft,  a  Word  with  you. 
Prov.  As  many  as  you  pieafe. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  fpeak  where  I  may  be  conceal'd, 
yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Provoft. 

Claud,  Now,  Sifter,  what's  the  Comiort? 
Ijab.  Why,     . 

As  all  Comforts  are ;  moft  good,  moft  good  indeed  j 

Lord  jfngelo  having  Affairs  to  Htiv*n9 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  AmbafTador; 
Where  you  ihall  be  an  everlafting  Leigerv Therefore 
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Therefore  your  beft  Appointment  make  with  fpeed, 

To  Morrow  you  fet  on.  •• 
Claud.  Is  there  no  Remedy? 
Ifab.  None  but  fuch  Remedy,  as  to  fave  a  Head 

To  cleave  a  Heart  in  twain. 

Claud.   But  is  there  any? 
Ifab.  Yec,  Brother,  you  may  live; 

There  is  a  deviliih  Mercy  in  the  Judge; 

If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  Life, 
But  fetter  you  'till  Peath. 

Claud.  Perpetual  Durance! 

Ifab.  Ay  juft,  perpetual  Durance,  a  Refoaint 

Through  all  the  World's  Vaftidity  you  had 
To  a  determined  Scope. Claud.  But  in  what  Nature? 

Ifab.  In  fuch  a  one,  zs  you  contenting  to*t, 
Would  bark  your  Honour  from  that  Trunk  you  bf  ari 
And  lea,;e  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know   ht  Point. 

Ifab.  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudi<?9  and  I  quake. 

Left  thou  a  fev'rons  Life  diouldil  entertain, 
And  fix  or  feven  Winters  more  reff>ect 

Than  a  perpetual  Honour.     Dar'fl  thou  die? 
The  Senfe  of  Death  is  moft  in  Apprehenfioo* 
And  the  poor  Beetle  that  wc  tread  upoft, 
In  corporal  Sufferance,  finds  a  Pang  as  great 
As  when  a  Giant  dies, 

Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  Shame  ?  ;       . 
Think  you  I  can  a  Refolution  fetch 

From  Sbw'ry  Tendernefs?  If  I  mud  die, 
I  will  encounter  Darknefs  as  a  Bridea 
And  hug  it  in  mine  Arms. 

Ifab.  There  fpake  my  Brother;  there  my  Fathers  Grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  Voice.     Yes,  thou  muft  die: 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  Life 

In  bafe  Appliances.     This  outward  fainted  Depity, 
Whofe  fettled  Vifc^e  and  deliberate  Word 

Nips  Youth  i!th9  Head,  and  Follies  doth  tmmew, 
As  Faulcon  doth  the  Fowl,    is  yet  a  Devil; 
His  Filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
A  Pond  as  deep  as  Hell. 

Q.  3  Claud. 
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Claud.  The  Princely  Angelo  ? 

Ifab.  Oh  'tis  the  cunning  Livery  of  .Hell, 
The  damned'ft  Body  to  inveft  and  cover 
In  Princely  Guards.   Doft  thou  think,  Claudio> 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  Virginity, 

Thou  might'ft  be  freed  ? 
Claud.  Oh  Heav'ns,  it  cannot  be. 
Ifab.  Yes,  he  would  give't  thee ;  from  this  rank  Offence 

So  to  offend  him  ftill.  This  Night's  the  time 
That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, 

Or  elfe  thou  dy'ft  to  Morrow. 
Claud.  Thou  fhalt  not  do'f. 
Ifab.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  Life, 

I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  Deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  Pin. 

Claud*  Thanks,  dear  Ifabel. 
Ifab.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  you  Death  to  Morrow. 
Claud.  Yes.   Has  he  Affections  in  him, 

That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  Law  by  thJ  Nofe, 
When  he  would  force  it?  Sure  it  is  no  Sin; 

Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 
Ifab.  Which  is  the  leaft  ? 
Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he  being  fo  wife, 

Why  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 

Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?  Oh  Ifabel, 
Ifab.  What  fays  my  Brother? 
Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 
Ifab.  And  (named  Life  a  hateful. 
Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where ; 

To  lye  in  cold  Obftrudion,  and  to  rot; 
This  fenfible  warm  Motion,  to  become 
A  kneaded  Clod;  and  the  delighted  Spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  Floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  Regions  of  thick-ribbed  Ice, 

To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  Winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 

The  pendant  World;  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 
Of  thofe,  that  lawlefs  and  uncertain  Thought, 

Imagine  howling ;  'tis  too  horrible. 
The  wearied:  and  moft  loathed  worldly  Life 
That  Age,  Ach,  Penury,  and  Imprifonment 

Can 
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Can  lay  on  Nature,  is  a  Paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  Death. 

I  fab.  Alas!  alas! 
Claud.  Sweet  Sifter,  let  me  live. 

What  Sin  you  do  to  fave  a  Brother's  Life, 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  Deed  fo  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  Virtue. 

Ifab.   Oh  ?ou  Be  ait ! 
Oh  faithlefs  Coward  !  oh  difhoncft  Wretch! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  Man  out  of  my  Vice? 

Is't  not  a  kind  of  Inceft,  to  take  Life 
From  thine  own  Sifter's  Shame?  What  fhould  I  think? 
Heav'n  fhield  my  Mother  plaid  my  Father  fair  : 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  VVildernefs 

Ne'er  iflVd  from  his  Blood.     Take  my  Defiance, 
Die,  perifh  :  Might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  Fate,  it  fhould  proceed. 

I'll  pay  a  thoufand  Prayers  for  thy  Death ; No  Word  to  fave  thee. 

Claud,  Nay,  hear  me,  Ifabel. 
Ifab.  Oh,  fie,  fi?,  fie, 

Thy  Sin's  not  accidental,  but  a  Trade; 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  it  felf  a  Bawd; 

'Tis  beft  than  thou  dy'ft  quietly. 
Claud.  Oh  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

Enter  Duke  and  Provoft. 

Duke.  Vouclifafe  a  Word,  young  Sifter,  but  one  Word. 
Ifab.  What  is  your  Will? 
Duke.  Might  you  difpenfewith  your  Leifure,  I  would  by 

and  by  have  fine  Speech  with  you:  The  Satisfaction  I  would 
require,  is  likewife  your  own  Benefit. 

Ifab.  I  have  no  fuperfluous  Leifure;  my  Stay  muft  b6  ftolen 
out  of  other  Affairs:  But  I  will  attend  you  a  while. 

Duke.  Son,  I  have  over-heard  what  hath  paft  between  you 
and  your  Sifter.  .Angela  had  never  the  Purpofe  to  corrupt 
her;  only  he  hath  made  an  Effay  of  her  Virtue,  to  pra&ife 
his  Judgment  with  the  Difpofition  of  Natures.  She,  having 
the  truth  of  Honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that  gracious 
Denial,  which  he  is  moft  glad  to  receive:  I  am  CanfeiTor  to 
Angela,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true;  therefore  prepare  your 
felf  to  Death.   Do  not  fatisfie  your  Refolution  with  Hopes 

Q^4  that 
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that  are  fallible;  to  Morrow  you  muft  die;  go  to  your  Knees, 
and  make  ready, 

Claud*  Let  me  ask  my  Sifter  Pardon;  I  am  fo  out  of  love 
with  Life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  it,  [Exit  Claud. 

Duke.  Hold  you  there;  farewel.  Provoft,  a  Woid  with 

you. 
Prov.  What's  your  Will,  Father  ? 
Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone;  leave 

me  a  while  with  the  Maid;  my  Mind  promifes  with  my 
Habit,  no  lofs  ill  all  touch  her  by  my  Company. 

Prov*  In  good  time.  [Exit  Prov. 
Duke.  The  Hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath  made  you 

good ;  the  Goodnefs  that  is  cheap  in  Beauty,  makes  Beau- 
ty brief  in  Goodnefs;  but  Grace  being  the  Soul  of  your 

Complexion,  (hall  keep  the  Body  of  it  ever  fair;  the  Af- 
fauk  that  Angelo  hath  made  to  you,  Fortune  hath  con- 

vey'd  to  my  Underfbnding;  and  but  that  Frailty  hath  Ex- 
amples for  his  Falling,  I  fhould  wonder  at  Angelo  :■  How  will 

you  do  to  content  this  Subftitute,  and  to  lave  your  Bro*- 
th?r? 

I  fab.  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him :  I  had  rather  my 
Brother  die  by  the  Law,  than  my  Son  fhould  be  unlaw- 

fully born.  But,  oh,  how  much  is  the  good  Duke  de- 
ceit in  Angelo :  If  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak  to 

him,  I  will  open  my  Lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  Go- 
vernment. «, 

Duke.  That  fhall  not  be  much  amifs;  yet,  as  the  Matter 
now  ftanci  ,  he  will  avoid  your  Accufation;  He  made  Trial 
of  you  only.  Therefore  faften  your  Ear  on  rry  Advifings, 
to  he  Love  I  have  in  doing  good ;  a  Remedy  prefents  it  felf. 
I  do  make  my  felf  believe  that  yon  may  moft  upri^hceouf- 
ly  do  a  poor  wronged  Lady  a  merited  Benefit;  redeem 
your  Brother  from  the  ar>gry  Law;  do  no  Stain  to  your 
own  gracious  Perfcr.,  and  much  pleafe  the  abfent  Duke, 

°\c  pe¥ad  /enture  he  fhaH  ever  return  to  have  hearing  of  this B  tflu  fa 

lptkt  Lt  me  hear  you  fpeak,  Father:  I  have  Spirit  to  do 
in]  hat  appear*  not  foul  in  the  Truth  of  my  Spirit. 

JDv't.  Virtue  \>  b-  !d,  fn(l  Goodnefs  never  fearful:  Have 
peak  6i  Mariana,    he-  Sifter  of  Frederic^*  the 

it  S  -^Iqt,  who  mil  carry 'd  at  Sea  ? 
Ifab. 
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Ifab.  I  have  heard  of  the  Lady,  and  good  Words  went 
with  her  Name. 

Duke.  She  fhould  this  Angelo  have  marry'd ;  was  affianc'd 
to  her  by  Oath, the  Nuptial  appointed:  Between  which  time 

of  the  Contract,  and  limit  of  the  Solemnity,  her  Rro'her 
Frederick  was  wrackt  at  Sea,  having  in  that  periftVd  VefTel 

the  Dowry  of  his  Sifter.  But  maikhow  heavily  thisbefelto 

the  poor  Gentlewoman |  there  fhe  loft  a  noble  and  renown- 
ed Brother,  in  his  Love  toward  her  ever  moft  kind  and 

natural ;  with  him  the  Portion  and  Sinew  of  her  Fortune, 

her  Marriage-dowry;  with  both,  her  Combinate-husband, 
this  well-feeoning  Angela. 

Ifab.  Can  rhis  be  fo  f  Did  Angela  fo  leave  her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  Tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of  them 
with  his  Comfort;  fwallow'd  his  Vows  whole,  pretending  in 
her  Difcovenes  of  Difhonour:  In  few  Words,  beftow'd 
her  on  her  own  Lamentation,  which  fhe  yet  wears  for  his 
fake;  and  he,  a  Marble  to  her  Tears,  is  waftied  with  them, 
but  relents  not. 

Ifab,  What  a  Merit  were  it  in  Death  to  take  this  poor 
Maid  from  the  World!  What  Corruption  in  this  Life,  that 
it  will  let  this  Man  live !  But  how  out  of  this  can  /lie  a- 
vail? 

Duke.  It  is  a  Rupture  that  you  may  eaftly  heal;  and  the 
Cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  Brother,  but  keeps  you  from 
Difhonour  in  doing  ir. 

Ifab.  Shew  me  how,  good  Father. 

Duke.  This  fore-nam'd  Maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  Conti- 
nuance of  her  firft  Affection;  his  unjuft  Unkindnefs,  that 

in  all  Reafon  fhould  have  quenched  her  Love,  hath,  like 
an  Impediment  in  the  Current,  made  it  more  violent  and 
unruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo,  anfwering  his  requiring  with 
a  plaufible  Obedience;  agree  with  his  Demands  to  the  Point: 
Only  refer  your  felf  to  this  Advantage;  firfr,  that  your 
Stay  with  him  may  not  be  long;  that  the  Time  may  have  all 
Shadow  and  Silence  in  it;  and  the  Place  anfwer  to  Conveni- 

ence. This  being  granted  in  Courfe;  and  now  follows  alls 
We  ftiall  advife  this  wronged  Maid  to  fteed  up  your  Ap- 

pointment, go  in  your  place;  if  the  Encounter  acknowledge 
it  felf  hereafter,  it  may  compel  him  to  her  F>.ecompence; 
and  here,  by  this  is  your  Brother  faved,  your  Honour  un- tainted. 
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tainted,  the  poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  De- 

puty fcaled.  The  Maid  will  I  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his 
Attempt :  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this,  as  you  may,  the 
doublenefs  of  the  Benefit  defends  the  Deceit  and  Reproof. 
What  think  you  of  it? 

Ifab.  The  Image  of  it  gives  me  Content  already,  and  I 
trull  it  will  grow  to  a  molt  profperous  Perfection. 

Dtskc.  It  lyes  much  in  your  holding  up;  hafte  you  fpeedi- 
\y  to  Angelo\  if  for  this  Night  he  intreat  you  to  his  Bed, 
give  him  Promife  of  Satisfaction.  I  will  prefently  to  St.  Luke\\ 
there  at  the  moated  Grange  refides  this  dejected  Mariana ; 
at  that  place  call  upon  me,  and  difpatch  with  Angelo,  that 
it  may  be  quickly. 

Ifab.  I  thank  you  for  this  Comfort:  Fare  you  well,  good 
Father.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Elbow,  Clown  and  Officers. 
Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  Remedy  for  it,  but  that  you 

will  needs  buy  and  fell  Men  and  Women  like  Beads,  we 
fhall  have  all  the  World  drink  brown  and  white  Baftard. 

Duke.  OhHeav'ns!  what  fluff  is  here? 
Clown.  'Twas  never  merry  World  fince  of  two  Ufuries 

the  merrieft  was  put  down,  and  the  worfer  allow 'd  by  Or- 
der of  Law;  a  furr'd  Gown  to  keep  him  warm;  and  furr*d 

with  Fox  and  Lambs-skins  too,  to  fignihe,  that  Craft  being 
richer  than  Innocency,  ftands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  Sir:  Blefs  you,  good  Father 
Friar. 

Duke.  And  you, good  BrotherTather;  what  Offence  hath 
this  Man  made  you,  Sir  ? 

Elb*  Marry,  Sir,  he  hath  offended  the  Law;  and,  Sir,  we 
take  him  to  be  a  Thief  too,  Sir;  for  we  have  found  upon  hirn, 

Sir,  a  ftrange  Pick-lock,  which  we  have  fent  to  the  De* 
puty. 

Duke.  Fie,  Sirrah,  a  Bawd,  a  wicked  Bawd; 
The  Evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.     Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  Maw,  or  cloath  a  Back 
From  fuch  a  filthy  Vice :  Say  to  thy  fclf9 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftly  Touches 
I  drink,  I  eat  away  my  felf,  and  live. 

Canft 
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Canft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  Life, 

So  ftinkingly  depending?  Go  mend,  go  mend. 
Clown.  Indeed  it  does  ftink  in  fome  fort,  ,Sir; 

But  yet,  Sir,  I  would  prove   
Duke.  Nay,  if  the  Devil  have  given  thee  Proofs  for  Sin, 

Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  Prifon,  Officer; 
Correction  and  Inftru&ion  mull:  both  work, 

E'er  this  rude  Bead:  will  profit. 
Elb.  He  muft  before  the  Deputy,  Sir;  he  has  given  him 

Warning;  the  Deputy  cannot  abide  a  Whore-mafter;  if  he 
be  a  Whoremonger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were  as 

good  go  a  Mile  on  his  Errand. 
Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be, 

Free  from  all  Faults,  as  Faults  from  feeming  free. 
Enter  Lucio. 

Elb.  His  Neck  will  come  to  your  Waftc,  a  Cord,  Sir. 

Clown.  I  fpy  Comfort;  I  cry  Bail:  Here's  a  Gentleman, and  a  Friend  of  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  What,  at  the  Wheels  of 
Cafarl  Art  thou  led  in  Triumph?  What,  is  there  none  of 

Pigmalion's  Images  newly  made  Woman  to  be  had  now,  for 
putting  the  Hand  in  the  Pocket,  and  extracting  clutch'd  ? 
What  Reply  ?  Ha  ?  What  fay'ft  thou  to  this  Tune,  Matter 
and  Method?  Is't  not  drown Jd  i'th*  laft  Rain?  Ha?  What 
fay'ft  thou,  Trot?  Is  the  World  as  it  was,  Man?  Which  is 
the  way?  Is  it  fad,  and  few  Words?  Or  how?  The  Trick 
of  it? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus;  ftill  worfe? 
Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  Morfel?  thy  Miflrefs?  Pro- 

cures (he  ftill?  Ha? 

Clown.  Troth,  Sir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  Beef,  and  ihe 
is  her  felf  in  the  Tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good;  it  is  the  right  of  it;  it  muft  be  fo. 
Ever  your  frefh  Whore,  and  your  powder'd  Bawd,  an  un- 
fhunn'd  Confequence,  it  muft  be  fo.  Art  going*  to  Prifon, 
Pompey  f 

Clown.  Yes,  Faith,  Sir. 

Lucio*  Why,  'tis  not  amifs,  Pompey :  Farewel :  Go  fay,  I 
fent  thee  thither ;  for  Debt,  Pompey  f  Or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  Bawd,  for  being  a  Bawd. 
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Lucio.  Well,  then  imprifon  him  ,•  if  Imprifonment  be  the 
due  of  a  Bawd,    why,  'tis  his  right.     Bawd  is  he  doubt- 
lefs,  and  of  Antiquity  too;    Bawd  born.     Farewel,   good 
Pompey :    Commend  me  to  the  Pri/on,  Pompey ;    you    will 
turn  good  Husband  now,  Pompey;  you  will  keep  the  Houfe. 

Clown.  I  hopn,  Sir,  your  good  Worihip  wiil  be  my  Bail! 
Lucio.  No  indeed  will  I  not,  Pompey;  it  is  not  the  wear  • 

I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  encreafe    our  Bondage,  if  you  take  it 
not  patiently:  Why,  your  Mettle  is  the  more :  Adieu,  tru- 
fty  Pompey. 
Blefs  you,  Friar. 

Duke.   And  you, 
Lucio,  Does  Bridget  paint  (till,  Pompey  ?  Ha  ? 
Elb.  Come  your  ways,  Sir,  come. 
Clown.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  Sir? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey r,  nor  now.  What  News  abroad,  Friar  ? What  News  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  Sir,  come. 
Lucio.  Go  to  Kennel,  Pompey,  go : 

[Exeunt  Elbow,  Clown  and  Officers. 
What  News,  Friar,  of  the  Duke  ? 

Duke.  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  any  ? 
Lucio.  Some  fav,  he  is  with  the  Emperor  ofRuffia;  other 

fome,  he  is  in  Rome:  But  where  is  he  think  you  ? 
Duke.  I  know  not  where;  but  wherefoever,  I  wiih  him 

well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantaftical  Trick  of  him,  to  ileal  from 
the  State,  and  ufurp  t\\e  Beggary  he  was  never  born  to ; 
Lord  Angelo  Dukes  it  well  in  his  Abfence;  he  puts  Tranf- 

greffion  to't. 
Duke.  He  does  well  in't. 
Lucio.  A  little  more  Lenity  to  Leachery  would  do  no  harm 

in  him  ;  fomething  too  crabSed  that  way,  Friar. 
Duke.  It  is  too  genera!  a  Vice,  and  Severity  rauft  cure  it. 
Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  f)oth,  the  Vice  is  of  great  Kindred? 

it  is  well  ally'd;  but  it  is  impoflibleto  extirp  it  quite,  Friar, 
'till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They  fay,  this  An- 

gelo was  not  made  by  Man  and  Woman,  after  this  down- 
right way  of  Creation ;  is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  How  fhould  he  be  made  then? 

Lucie*  - 
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Lucio.  Some  report,  a  Sea-maid  fpawn'd  him.  Some,  that 
he  was  begot  between  two  Stock-fifties.  But  it  is  certain, 

that  when  he  makes  Water,  his  Urine  is  congeal'd  Ice;  that 
I  know  to  be  true:  and  he  is  a  Motion  generative;  that's  in- fallible. 

Duk$.  You  are  pleafant,  Sir,  and  fpeak  apace. 
Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthlefs  thing  is  this  jn  him,  for  the 

Rebellion  of  a  Cod-piece,  to  take  away  the  Life  of  a  Man? 
Would  the  Duke  that  is  abfent  have  done  this?  E'er  he 

would  have  hang'd  a  Man  for  the  getting  a  hundred  Ba- 
ftards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  n«;rfing  a  thoufand.  He 
had  fome  feeling  of  the  Sport,  he  knew  the  Service,  and  that 
inftru&ed  him  to  Mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  deteded  for 

Women;  he  was  not  inclin'd  that  way. 
Lucio.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  deceived. 
Duke.  'Tis  not  poflible. 
Lucio.  Who,  not  the  Duke?  Yes,  your  Beggar  of  fifty; 

and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  Ducket  in  her  Clack-d ;lh;  the  Duke 
iiad  Crotchets  in  him.  He  would  be  drunk  too,  that  let  me 
inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong  furely. 
Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  Inward  of  his;  a  fhy  Fellow  was  the 

Duke  ;  and  T  believe  I  know  theCaufeofhis  withdrawing. 
Duke.  What,  prithee,  might  be  the  Caufe? 
Lucio.  No;  Pardon:  'Tis  a  Secret  muft  be  lockt  with- 
in the  Teeth  and  the  Lips;  bnt  this  I  can  let  you  under- 

Hand,  the  greater  File  of  the  S  ibjedfc  held  the  Duke  to  be 
wife. 

DuJ^e.  Wife?  Why  no  queftion  but  he  was. 
Lucio.  A  very  fuperficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  Fellow. 
Duke.  Either  this  is  E^vy  in  you,  Folly,  or  Miftaking: 

The  very  itrearn  of  his  Life,  and  the  Bufinefs  he  hath  hel- 
med, muft  upon  a  warranted  need  give  him  a  better  Pro- 

clamation. Let  him  be  but  teftimonied  in  his  own  bringings 

forth,  and  he  (hall  appear  to  the  envious,  a  Scho'ar,  a  States- 
man, and  a  Soldier;  the  efrre  you  fpeak  unskilfully;  or 

if  your  Knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darken'd  in  your Malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke*  Love  talks  with  better  Knowledge,  and  Knowledge 
Love.  Lmw. 
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Lucio.  Come,  Sir,  I  know  I  what  I  know. 
Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fince  you  know  not  what 

you  fpeak.  But  if  ever  the  Duke  return,  as  our  Prayers  are 
he  may,  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  Anfwer  before 
him :  If  it  be  honeft  you  have  fpoke,  you  have  Courage  to 
maintain  it;  I  am  bound  to  call  upon  you,  and  I  pray  you 
your  Name  ? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  Name  is  Lucio,  well  known  to  the  Duke. 
Bake.  He  (hall  know  you  better,  Sir,  if  I  may  live  to  re- 

port you. 
Lucio.  I  fear  you  not. 
Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  Duke  will  return  no  more;  or 

you  imagine 'me  too  unhurtful  an  Oppofite;  but  indeed  I 
can  do  you  little  harm  :  You'll  forfwear  this  again  ? 

Lucio.  I'll  be  hang'd  firfl :  Thou  art  deceiv'd  in  me,  Friar. 
But  no  more  of  this.  Canft  thou  tell  if  Claudia  die  to  Mor- 

row, or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  fliould  he  die,  Sir? 
Lucio.  Why  ?  For  filling  a  Bottle  with  a  Tun-difh :  I 

would  the  Duke  we  talk  of  were  return'd  again;  this  un- 
genitur'd  Agent  will  unpeople  the  Province  with  Conti- 
nency.  Sparrows  muft  not  build  in  his  Houfe-eves,  be- 
caufe  they  are  leacherous.  The  Duke  yet  would  have  dark 
Deeds  darkly  anfwered;  he  would  never  bring  them  to 

light;  would  he  were  return'd.  Marry,  this  Claudio  is 
condemned  for  untru fling.  Farewel,  good  Friar  >  I  prithee 
pray  for  me:  The  Duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again,  would  eat 

Mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  now  part  it ;  yet,  and  I  fay  to  thee, 
he  would  Mouth  with  a  Beggar,  tho*  fhe  fmelt  of  brown 
Bread  and  Garlick :  Say,  that  I  /aid  fo  :  Farewel.        [Exit. 

Duke.  No  Might  nor  Greatnefs  in  Mortality 
Can  Cenfure  fcape :  Back- wounding  Calumny 
The  whiteft  Virtue  ftrikes.     What  King  fo  ftrong 
Can  tie  the  Gall  up  in  the  flanderous  Tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Efcalus,  Provoft  and  Bawd. 
Efcal.  Go,  away  with  her  to  Prifon. 
Bawd.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me;  your  Honour  is 

accounted  a  merciful  Man:  Good  my  Lord. 
Efcal.  Double  and  trebble  Admonition,  and  ftill  forfeit 

in  the  fame  kind?  This  would  make  Mercy  fwear,  and  play 
the  Tyrant.  f  Prov, 
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Prov.  A  Bawd  of  eleven  Years  continuance,  may  it  pleafe 

your  Honour. 

Bawd,  My  Lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  Information  againft 
me :  Miftrcfs  Kate  Keep-down  was  with  Child  by  him  in 

the  Duke's  time;  he  promis'd  her  Marriage:  His  Child  is 
a  Year  and  a  Quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Jacob :  I  have 
kept  it  my  felf ;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to  abufe  me. 

EfcaL  That  Fellow  is  a  Fellow  of  much  Licence;  let  him 

be  call'd  before  us.  Away  with  her  to  Prifon  v  Go  to;  no 
more  Words.  \Exeunt  with  the  Bawd. 

Provofl,  my  Brother  Angelo  will  not  be  alter'd;  Claudia mult  die  to  Morrow :  Let  him  be  furniuYd  with  Divines, 
and  have  all  charitable  Preparation.  If  my  Brother  wrought 

by  my  pity,  it  fhould  not  be  fo  with  him. 
Pro.  So  pleafe  you,  this  Friar  hath  been  with  him,  and 

advis'd  him  for  the  entertainment  of  Death. 
EfcaL  Good  Even,  good  Father. 
Dukf.  Blifs  and  Goodnefs  on  you. 
EfcaL  Of  whence  are  you? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  Country,  tho'  my  Chance  is  now 
To  ufe  it  for  my  time:  I  am  a  Brother 
Of  gracious  Order,  late  come  from  the  Sea, 
In  fpecial  Bufinefs  from  his  Holinefs. 

EfcaL  What  News  abroad  i*  th'  World? 
Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  great  a  Fever  on  Good- 

nefs, that  the  DiiTolution  of  it  muft  cure  it.  Novelty  is 
only  in  Requeft;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in  any 
kind  of  Courfe,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  conftant  in  any  Un- 

dertaking. There  is  fcarce  Truth  enough  alive  to  make  So- 
cieties fecure;  but  Security  enough  to  make  Fellowfhips  ac- 

curft.  Much  upon  this  Riddle  runs  the  Wifdom  of  "the 
World;  this  News  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every  Day's 
News.     I  pray  you,  Sir,  of  what  Difpofition  was  the  Duke? 

EfcaL  One,  that  above  all  other  Strifes, 
Contended  efpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Duke.  What  Pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 
EfcaL  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  another  merry,  than  merry 

at  any  thing  which  profeft  to  make  him  rejoice.     A  Gen- 
tleman of  all  Temperance.     But  leave  him  to  his  Events, 

with  a  Prayer  they  may  prove  profperous ;  and  let  me  de- fire 
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fire  to  know  how  you  find  Claudio  prepared  ?  I  am  made  to 
underftand,  that  you  have  lent  him  Vifitation. 

Dttkc.  He  profcfTes  to  have  received  no  finifter  meafure 
from  his  Judge,  but  mod  willingly  humbles  himfelf  to  the 

determination  of  Juftice:  yet  had  he  fram'd  to  himfelf,  by 
the  inftruction  or  his  Frailty,  many  deceiving  Promifes  of 
Life,  which  I,  by  my  good  leifure,  have  difcredited  to  him, 
and  now  is  he  refolv'd  to  die. 

EfcaL  You  have  paid  the  Heav'ns  your  Function,  and 
the  Prifoner  the  very  Debt  of  your  Calling.  I  have  la- 

bour'd  for  the  poor  Gentleman,  to  the  extremeft  more  of 
my  Modefty,  but  my  Brother- Juftice  have  I  found  fo  fe- 

vere,  that  he  hath  forc'd  me  to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed  Ju- ftice. 
Duke.  If  his  own  Life 

Anfwer  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  Proceeding, 
It  fhall  become  him  well;  wherein  if  he  chance  to  fail,  he 

hath  fentenc'd  himfelf. 
EfcaL  I  am  going  to  vifit  the  Prifoner :  Fare  you  well.  [£at. 
Duke.  Peace  be  with  you. 

He  who  the  Sword  of  Heav'n  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  Holy  as  Severe : 
Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 
Grace  to  ftand,  and  Virtue  go: 
More  nor  lefs  to  others  paying, 
Than  by  Self-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him  whofe  cruel  ftriking, 
Kills  for  Faults  of  his  own  liking : 
Twice  trebble  Shame  on  Angelo> 
To  weed  my  Vice,  and  let  his  grow. 
Oh,  what  may  Man  within  him  hide, 

Tho'  Angel  on  the  outward  fide? 
How  may  Likenefs  made  in  Crimes, 
Making  pra&ife  on  the  times, 

To  draw  with  idle  Spider's  Strings 
Moft  ponderous  and  fubftantial  things? 
Craft  againft  Vice  I  muft  apply. 
With  Angelo  to  Night  (hall  lye 

His  old  betroathed,  but  defpis'd; 
So  Difguife  fhall  by  th'  difguis'd 
Pay  with  Falftiood  falfe  exacting. 

An^  P61^0!"111  a?  ̂d  contracting.  [Exitl 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Boy  finging. 

Song.        r~T^AKE,  Oh  take  thofe  Lips  away, 
JL     That  fo  fweetly  were  for  [worn ; 

And  thoje  Eyesy  the  break  of  Dayy 
Lights  that  do  mifs-lead  the  Morn ; 

But  my  Kiffes  bring  again, 
Seals  of  Lovey  but  feafd  in  vain. 

Enter  Duke. 

Maru  Break  off  thy  Song,  and  hafte  thee  quick  away  : 
Here  comes  a  Man  of  Comfort,  whofe  Advice 

Hath  often  ftill'd  my  brawling  Difcontenr. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  and  well  could  wifh 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical : 
Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fo, 

My  Mirth  it  much  difpleas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  Woe^ 
Dnke.  3Tis  good;  tho'  Mufick  oft  hath  fuch  a  Charm 

To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 

I  pray  you  tell  me,  hath  any  Body  enquir'd  for  me  here 
to  Day?   Much  upon  this  time   have  I  promis'd  here  to meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after  :  I  have  fate  here 
all  Day. 

Enter  Ifabel. 

Duke.  I  do  conftantly  believe  you:  The  time  is  come, 
even  now.  I  mail  crave  your  forbearance  a  little;  may  be 
I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for  fome  Advantage  to  your  felf. 

Mari.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  {Exit. 
Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  well  come: 

What  is  the  News  from  this  good  Deputy  ? 
Ifab.  He  hath  a. Garden  circummur'd  with  Brick, 

Whofe  Weftern  fide  is  with  a  Vineyard  backt; 
And  to  that  Vineyard  is  a  planched  Gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  Key : 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  Door, 
Which  from  the  Vineyard  to  the  Garden  leads; 
There  have  I  made  my  Promife,  upon  the 
Heavy  middle  of  the  Night,  to  call  upon  him. 
Vol.  I.  R  Dnke. 
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Duke.  But  (hall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  Way? 

I  fab.  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  Note  upon't; 
With  whifpering,  and  moft  guilty  Diligence, 
In  A&ion  of  all  Precept,  he  did  mow  me 

The  way  twice  o'er. Duke.  Are  there  no  other  Tokens 

Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  Obfervance  ? 
I  fab.  No;  none  but  only  a  Repair  i*  th*  dark, 

And  that  I  have  poffeft  him,  my  moil:  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief;  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  Servant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  flays  upon  me,  whofe  Perfuafion  is 
I  come  about  my  Brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  born  up. 
I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  Word  of  this.   What  hoa !  within  J  come  forth ! 

Enter  Mariana. 

I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  Maid ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Ifab.  I  do  defire  the  like. 
Duke.  Do  you  perfuade  your  felf  that  I  refpecS  you  ? 
Mari.  Good  Friary  I  know  you  do,  and  have  found  it. 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  Companion  by  the  Hand, 

Who  hath  a  Story  ready  for  your  Ear: 
I  mail  attend  your  leifure;  but  make  hafte; 
The  vaporous  Night  approaches. 

Mart.  Wilt  pleafe  you  walk  afide  ?  [_Exit. 
Duke.  Oh  Place,  and  Greatnefs !  Millions  of  falfe  Eyes 

Areftuck  upon  thee:  Volumes  of  Report 
Run  with  thefe  falfe  and  moft  contrarious  Quefts 

Upon  thy  Doings:  Thoufand  Efcapes  of  Wit 
Make  thee  the  Father  of  an  idle  Dream, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  Fancies.     Welcome,  how  agreed  ? 

.  Enter  Mariana  and  Ifabel. 

Ifab.  She'll  take  the  Enterprise  upon  her,  Father, 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  Confent, 
But  my  Intreaty  too. 

Ifab.  Little  have  you  to  fay 
When  you  depart  from  him,  but  foft  and  low. 
Remember  now  my  Brother. Mart. 
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Mari.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  Daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all : 
He  is  your  Husband  on  a  Pre-contract ; 

To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  Sin, 
Sith  that  the  Juftice  of  your  Title  to  him 
Doth  flourifh  the  Deceit.     Come,  let  us  go; 

Our  Corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  Tythes  to  fow.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.      The  Prifon. 
Enter  Provofl  and  Clown. 

Prov.  Come  hither,  Sirrah :  Can  you  cut  off  a  Man's Head? 
Clown.  If  the  Man  be  a  Batchelor,  Sir,  I  can ; 

But  if  he  be  a  marry'd  Man,  he's  his  Wife's  Head, 
And  I  can  never  cut  off  a  Woman's  Head. 

Prov.  Come,  Sir,  leave  me  your  Snatches,  and  yield  me 
a  direct  Anfwer.  To  Morrow  Morning  are  to  die  Claudia 
and  Barnardine:  Here  is  in  our  Prifon  a  common  Executio- 

ner, who  in  his  Office  lacks  a  Helper ;  if  you  will  take  it 
on  you  to  affift  him,  it  (hall  redeem  you  from  your  Gyves: 
If  not,  you  (hall  have  your  full  time  of  Imprifonmenr,  and 
your  Deliverance  with  an  unpitied  Whipping;  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious  Bawd. 

Clown.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  Bawd,  time  out  of 
mind,  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  Hangman  :  I 
would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  InftrudHon  from  my  Fellow- 
Partner. 

Prov.  What  hoa,  Abhorfon !  where's  Abhorfon  there  ? Enter  Abhorfon. 

Abhor.  Do  you  call,  Sir? 

Prov.  Sirrah,  here's  a  Fellow  will  help  you  to  Morrow  in 
your  Execution :  If  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with  him 
by  the  Year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you ;  if  not,  ufe 
him  for  the  prefent,  and  difmifs  him.  He  cannot  plead  his 
Eftimation  with  you;  he  hath  been  a  Bawd. 

Abhor.  A  Bawd,  Sir  ?  Fie  upon  him,  he  will  difcredit 
our  Myftery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  Sir;  you  weigh  equally,  a  Feather  will  turn 
the  Scale,  [Exit. 

R  i  Clown. 
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Clown.  Pray  Sir,  by  your  good  Favour;  for  furely,  Sir, 
a  good  Favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  Look; 
Do  you  call,  Sir,  your  Occupation  a  Myftery? 

Abhor.  Ay,  Sir,  a  Myftery. 
Clown.  Painting,  Sir, I  have  heard  fay,  is  a  Myftery;  and 

your  Whores,  Sir,  being  Members  of  my  Occupation,  ufing 
painting,  do  prove  my  Occupation  a  Myftery :  But  what 

Myftery  there  fhould  be  in  hanging,  if  I  ihould  be  hang'd, 
I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  Myftery. 
Clown.  Proof. 

Abhor.  Every  true  Man's  Apparel  fits  your  Thief. 
Ckwn.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  Thief,  your  true  Man 

thinks  it  big  enough.  If  it  be  too  big  for  your  Thief,  your 

Thief  thinks  it  little  enough:  So  every  true  Man's  Apparel 
fits  your  Thief. 

Enter  Provoft. 
Prov.  Are  you  agreed? 
Clown.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him :  For  I  do  find  your  Hang- 

man is  a  more  penitent  Trade  than  your  Bawd;  he  doth 
oftner  ask  Forgivenefs. 

Prov.  You,  Sirrah,  provide  your  Block  and  your  Ax  to 
Morrow,  four  a  Clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  Bawd,  I  will  inftrucl:  thee  in  my  Trade; 
follow. 

Clown.  I  do  defire  to  learn,  Sir;  and  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  fhall  find  me 
yours:  For  truly,  Sir,  for  your  Kindnefs,  I  owe  you  a  good 
turn.  [Exit. 

Prov.    Call  hither  Barnardine  and  Claudio : 

Th'  one  has  my  Pity ;  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  a  Mirrtherer,  tho'  he  were  my  Brother. Enter  Claudio. 

Look,  here's  the  Warrant,  Clandio^  for  thy  Death ; 
'Tis  now  dead  Midnight,  and  by  eight  to  Morrow 
Thou  muft  be  made  Immortal.     Where's  Bamardine? 

CUnd.  As  faft  lock'd  up  in  Sleep  as  guiltlefs  Labour, 
When  it  lyes  ftarkly  in  the  Traveller's  Bones: He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourfelf.  But  hark,  what  Noife? 

\Knockjwithin. 

Heav'n 
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Heav'n  give  your  Spirits  Comfort:  By  and  by; 
I  hope  it  is  fome  Pardon,  or  Reprieve 
For  the  moft  gentle  Claudio.     Welcome,  Father. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  The  beft  and  whoifom'ft  Spirits  of  the  Night 

Invellop  you,  good  Provoft :  Who  call'd  here  of  late  ? Prov.  None  fince  the  Curphew  rung, 
Duke.  Not  If  abet? 
Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,ere't  be  long, Prov.  What  Comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  There's  fome  in  hope. 
Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  Deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo;  his  Life  is  parallel'd 
Even  with  the  Stroak  and  Line  of  his  great  Juftice; 
He  doth  with  holy  Abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf  which  he  fpurs  on  his  Power 

To  qualifie  in  others.    Were  he  meal'd  with  that 
Which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyrannous ; 

But  this  being  fo,  he's  juft.     Now  are  they  come. 
[Kttoci^  again. 

This  is  a  gentle  Provoft,  feldom  when 
The  fteeled  Coaler  is  the  Friend  of  Men. 

How  now?  What  Noife?  That  Spirit's  poiTefl  withhafte 
That  wounds  th'  unrefifting  Poftern  with  thefe Strokes. 

Prov.  There  he  muft  flay  until  the  Officer 

Arife  to  let  him  in;  he  is  call'd  up. 
Duke.  Have  you  no  Countermand  for  Claudio  yet  ? 

But  he  muft  die  to  Morrow? 
Prov.  None*  Sir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  Dawning,  Provoft,  as  it  is* 

You  fha!l  hear  more  e'er  Morning. Prov.  Happily: 
You  fomething  know ;  yet  I  believe  there  comes 
No  Countermand;  no  fuch  Example  have  we: 
Befldes,  upon  the  very  liege  of  Juftice, 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  publick  Ear 
Profeft  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Aiejfenger. 

Duk$.  This  is  his  Lord's  Man. 
Prov.  And  here  comes  Claudio's  Pardon.1 

R  3  Mcjf. 
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Meff.  My  Lord  hath  fent  you  this  Note, 

And  by  me  this  further  Charge, 
That  you  fwerve  not  from  the  fmalleft  Article  of  it, 
Neither  in  Time,  Matter,  or  other  Circumftance, 
Good  Morrow ;  for,  as  I  take  it,  it  is  almofi  Day. 

Prov.  I  mall  obey  him.  [Exit  Meffen. 

Duke*  This  is  his  Pardon,  purchas'd  by  fuch  Sin For  which  the  Pardoner  himfelf  is  in: 

Hence  hath  Offence  his  quick  Celerity,  I 
When  it  is  born  in  high  Authority ; 

When  Vice  makes  Mercy,  Mercy's  fo  extended, 
That  for  the  Fault's  love,  is  thJ  Offender  friended. 
Now,   Sir,  what  News? 

Prov,  I  told  you : 
Lord  Angelo,  be-like,  thinking  me  remifs 
In  mine  Office,  awakens  me 
With  this  unwonted  putting  on,  methinks  ftrangely, 
For  he  hath  not  us'd  it  before. 

Duke.  Pray  let's  hear. Provofl  reads  the  Letter. . 

What foevcr  you  may  hear  to  the  contrary,  let  Claudio  be  exe- 
cuted by  four  of  the  Clocks  and  in  the  Afternoon  Barnar- 

dine:  For  my  better  Satisfaction,  let  me  have  Claudio'j 
Head  fent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  performed,  with  a 
Thought  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  mufi  yet  deliver. 
Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  Office,  as  you  will  anfiver  it  at  your 
Peril. 

What  fay  you  to  this,  Sir? 
Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine,  who  is  to  be  executed  in 

th*  Afternoon? 
Prov.  A  Bohemian  born;  but  here  nurft  up  and  bred, 

One  that  is  a"  Prifoner  nine  Years  old. 
Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  Duke  had  not  either 

deliver'd  him  to  his  Liberty,  or  executed  him?  I  have  heard 
it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Prov.  His  Friends  ftill  wrought  Reprieves  for  him; 

And  indeed  his  Fact,  'till  now  in  the  Government  of  Lord 
Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  Pn?of. 

Duke.  It  is  now  apparent? 

Prov.  Mod  manifeft,  and  not  deny'd  by  himfelf. Dukf* 
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Duke.  Hath  he  horn  himfelf  penitently  in  Prifon  t 

How  ieems  he  to  be  touch'd  ?- 
Prov.  A  Man  that  apprehends  Death  no  more  dreadfully, 

but  as  a  drunken  Sleep,  carelefs>  wreaklefs,  and  fearlefs  of 

what's  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come;  infenfible  of  Mortality, 
and  defperately  mortal. 

Duke.  He  wants  Advice. 

Prov.  He  will  hear  none;  he  hath  evermore  had  the  liber- 
ty of  the  Prifon  :  Give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence,  he  would 

not:  Drunk  many  times  a  Day,  if  not  many  Days  entirely 

drunk.  We  have  very  oft  awak'd  him,  as  if  to  carry  him 
to  Execution,  and  fhew'd  him  a  feeming  Warrant  for  it; 
it  hath  not  mov'd  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in  your  Brow, 
Provofiy  Honefty  and  Conftancy;  if  I  read  it  not  truly,  my 
ancient  Skill  beguiles  me;  but  in  the  boldnefs  of  my  cun- 

ning, I  will  lay  my  felf  in  Hazard.  Claudio,  whom  here 
you  have  Warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater  Forfeit  to  the 

Law  than  Angelo,  who  hath  fentenc'd  him.  To  make  you 
underftand  this  in  a  man  if efted  Effect,  I  crave  but  four  Days 
Refpite;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me  both  a  prefent  and 
a  dangerous  Courtefie. 

Prov.  Pray,  Sir,  in  what? 
Duke.  In  the  delaying  Death. 
Prov.  Alack!  how  may  I  do  it?  Having  the  Hour  limited, 

and  an  exprefs  Command,  under  Penalty,  to  deliver  his 

Head  in  the  view  of '  Angelo  y  I  may  make  my  Cafe  as  Claudio^j to  crofs  this  in  the  fmallelt. 

Duke.  By  the  Vow  of  mine  Order,  I  warrant  you. 
If  my  InftTU&ions  may  be  your  Guide: 
Let  this  Bamardine  be  this  Morning  executed, 
And  his  Head  born  to  Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  feen  them  both, 
And  will  difcover  the  Favour.  . 

Duke.  Oh,  Death's  a  great  Difguifer,  and  you  may  add  to  it; 
fhave  the  Head,  and  tie  the  Beard,  and  fay,  it  was  the  De- 

fire  of  the  Penitent  to  be  fo  barb'd  before  his  Death;  you 
know  the  Courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing  fall  to  you 
upon  this,  more  than  Thanks  and  good  Fortune;  by  the 
Saint  whom  I  prcfefs,  I  will  plead  againft  it  with  my 
Life. 

R  4  Prov. 
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Prov.  Pardon  me,  good  Father;  it  is  againft  my  Oath, 
Duke.  Were  you  fworn  to  the  Duke,  or  to  the  Deputy? 
Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  Substitutes. 

Duke.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  Offence,  if  the 
Duke  avouch  the  Juftice  of  your  Dealing? 

Prov.   But  what  likelihood  is  in  that? 

Dtif^e.  Not  a  Refemblance,  but  a  Certainty;  yet  fince  I  fee 
you  fearful,  that  neither  my  Coat,  Integrity,  nor  my  Per- 
fuafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  I  will  go  further  than 
I  meant,  to  pluck  all  Fears  out  of  you.  Look  you,  Sir, 
here  is  the  Hand  and  Seal  of  the  Duke;  you  know  the 
Character,  I  doubt  not,  and  the  Signet  is  not  ftrange  to  you. 

Prov.  I  know  them  both. 
Duke.  The  Contents  of  this  is  the  Return  of  the  Duke; 

you  (hall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  Pleafure;  where  you 
fhall  find  within  tbefe  two  Days  he  will  be  here.  This  is 

a  thing  which  Angelo  knows  not;  for  he  this  very  Day  re- 

ceives Letters  of  ftrange  Tenor,  perchance  of  the  Duke's 
Death,  perchance  entring  into  fome  Monaftery,  but  by 

chance  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  th'  unfolding  Star 
calls  up  the  Shepherd ;  put  not  your  felf  into  amazement 
how  thefe  things  mould  be;  all  Difficulties  are  but  eafie 

when  they  are  known.  Call  your  Executioner,  and  off  with 
Barnardinis  Head  :  I  will  give  him  a  prefent  Shrift,  and  ad- 

vife  him  for  a  better  Place.  Yet  you  are  amaz'd,  but  this 
fhall  abfolutely  refolve  you.  Come  away,  it  is  almoft  clear 
Dawn.  [Exit, 

Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 
Houfe  of  Profeffion ;  one  would  think  it  were  Miftrefs  O- 
ver-dorfs  own  Houfe;  for  here  be  many  of  her  old  Cufto- 

mers :  Firft,  here's  young  Mr.  Rajb ;  he's  in  for  a  Com- 
modity of  brown  Pepper  and  old  Ginger,  ninefcore  and  Se- 
venteen Pounds;  of  which  he  made  five  Marks  ready  Mo- 

ney: Marry  then,  Ginger  was  not  much  in  requeft;  for 
the  old  Women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one 

Mr.  Caper,  at  the  Suit  of  M after  Tloree-Pile>  the  Mercer, 
for  fome  four  Suits  of  Peach^colour'd  Sattin,  which  now 
peaches  him  a  Beggar.  Then  have  we  here  young  Diz,yt 

and  young  Mr.  Deep-vow  >  and  Mr.  Copper-fpure,  and  Ma- tter 
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fter  Starve-Lackj,  the  Rapier  and  Dagger  Man,  and  young 

Dropheire,  that  kilfd  lufty  Puddingy  and  Mr.  Forth-light, 
the  Tilter,  and  brave  Mr.  Shooty,  the  great  Traveller,  and 

wild  Half~Canney  that  ftabb'd  Pots,  and,  I  think,  forty  more, 
all  great  doers  in  our  Trade,  and  are  now  for  the  Lord's fake. 

Enter  Abhorfon. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

Gown.  Mafter  Barnardine,  you  muft  rife  and  be  hang'd, M after  Barnardine. 
Abhor.  What  hoa,  Barnardine  ! 

Barnardine  -within. 

Barnar.  A  Pox  o'your  Throats;  who  makes  that  noife 
there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clown.  Your  Friend,  Sir,  the  Hangman: 
You  muft  be  fo  good,  Sir,  to  rife,  and  be  put  to  Death. 

Barnar.  Away,  you  Rogue,  away,  I  am  (leepy. 
Abhor.  Tell  him  he  muft  awake, 

And  that  quickly  too. 

Clown.  Pray,  Mafter  Barnardine,  awake  'till  you  are  exe- 
ted,  and  fleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 
Clown.  He  is  coming,  Sir,  he  is  coming;  1  hoar  his  Straw 

rufsle. 
Enter  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  Is  the  Ax  upon  the  Block,  Sirrah? 
Clown.  Very  ready,  Sir. 
Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorfon  f 

What's  the  News  with  you  ? 
Abhor.  Truly,  Sir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 

Prayers :  For  look  you,  the  Warrant's  come, 
Barnar.  You  Rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  Night,  . 

I  am  not  fitted  for't. 
Clown.  Oh,  the  better,  Sir;  for  he  that  drinks  all  Night, 

and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  Morning,  may  fleep  the  founder all  the  next  Day. 
Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  Sir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  Father ; 
Do  we  jeft  now,  think  you? 

Duke. 

i 
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Duke,  Sir,  induced  by  my  Charity,  and  hearing  how  ha- 

ftily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  you,  comfort 
you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,  not  I :  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all  Night, 
and  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  fliall  beat 
out  my  Brains  with  Billets :  I  will  not  confent  to  die  this 

Day,  that's  certain. Duke.  Oh,  Sir,  you  muft;  and  therefore  I  befeech  you 
look  forward  on  the  Journey  you  ihall  go. 

Barnar.  I  fwear  I  will  not  die  to  Day  for  any  Man's  Per- fuafion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you. 
Barnar.  Not  a  Word :  If  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 

me,  come  to  my  Ward;  for  thence  will  not  I  to  Day.  [Exit. 
Enter  Provoft. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die :  Oh  gravel  Heart  I 
After  him,  Fellows:  Bring  him  to  the  Block. 

Prov.  Now,  Sir,  how  do  you  find  the  Prifoner  ? 

Duke.  A  Creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  Death ; 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  Mind  he  is9 
Were  damnable. 

Prov.  Here  in  the  Prifon,  Father, 

There  dy'd  this  Morning  of  a  cruel  Fever, 
One  RogozJne,  a  moft  notorious  Pirate, 
A  Man  of  Claudia's  Years;  his  Beard  and  Head 
Tuft  of  his  Colour.     What  if  we  do  omit 

This  Reprobate,  'till  he  were  well  enclin'd, 
And  fatisfie  the  Deputy  with  the  Vifage 
Of  Rogoz,iney  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  Oh,  'tis  an  Accident  that  Heav'n  provides : 

Difoatch  it  prefently;  the  Hour  draws  on* 
Prefixt  by  Angeloi  See  this  be  done, 
And  fent  according  to  Command,  whiles  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  Wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This  (hall  be  done,  good  Father,  prefently. 
But  Barnardine  muft  die  this  Afternoon : 
And  how  fhall  we  continue  Claudia, 

To  fave  me  from  the  Danger  that  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  alive? 

Duke.  Let  this  be  done; 
Put  them  in  fecret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and  Claudio: 

E'er 
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E'er  twice  the  Sun  hath  made  his  Journal  greeting 
To  yond  Generation,  you  mall  find 
Your  Safety  manifefted. 

Prov.  I  am  your  free  Dependant.  [_Exit. 
Duke.  Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  Head  to  Angelo. 

Now  will  I  write  Letters  to  Angelo% 
The  Provofi  he  fhall  bear  them,  whofe  Contents 
Shall  witnefs  to  him  I  am  near  at  home ; 

And  that  by  great  Injunctions  I  am  bound 

To  enter  publickly :  Him  I'll  defire To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  Fount, 

A  League  below  the  City,*  and  from  thence, 

By  cold  Gradation,  and  well-ballanc'd  Form, 
We  mail  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Enter  Provofh 

Prov.  Here  is  the  Head,  I'll  carry  it  my  felf. 
Duke.  Convenient  is  it:  Make  a  fwift  Return; 

For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things 
That  want  no  Ear  but  yours. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  fpeed.  [Exit. Ifabel  within. 

Jfab.  Peace  hoa,  be  here. 

Duke.  The  Tongue  of  Ifabel.    She's  come  to  know, 
If  yet  her  Brother's  Pardon  be  come  hither: 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  Good, 

To  make  her  heav'nly  Comforts  of  Defpair, 
When  it  is  leaft  expected. 

Enter  Ifabel. 

Jfab.  Hoa,  by  your  Leave. 
Duke.  Good  Morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious  Daughter. 
Ifab.  The  better  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  Man : 

Hath  yet  the  Deputy  fent  my  Brother's  Pardon? 
Duke.  He  hath  releas'd  him,  Ifabel,  from  the  World ; 

His  Head  is  off,  and  fent  to  Angelo. 
Ifa.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 
Duke.  It  is  no  other. 

Shew  your  Wifdom,  Daughter,  in  your  clofe  Patience,, 
Ifab.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  Eyes. 
Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight. 

Ifab.  Unhappy  Claudio^  wretched  Ifabel* 
Injurious  World,  moft  damned  Angelo! 

Dukf* 
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Duke.  This  hurts  not  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot: 

Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  Caufe  to  Heav'n: 
Mark  what  I  fay,  which  you  fhall  find 
By  every  Syllable  a  faithful  Verity. 
The  Duke  comes  home  to  Morrow;  nay,  dry  your  Eyes  ; 
One  of  our  Convent,  and  his  ConfefTor, 

Gives  me  this  Inftance:  Already  he  hath  carry'd 
Notice  to  Efcaltu  and  Angeloy 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  Gates, 
Thereto  give  up  their  Power.  If  you  can,  pace  your  Wifdorn 
In  that  good  Path  that  I  would  wifh  it  go, 
And  you  fhall  have  your  Bofom  on  this  Wretch, 
Grace  of  the  Duke,  Revenges  to  your  Heart, 
And  general  Honour. 

Ifab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 
Duke.  This  Letter  then  to  Friar  Peter  give; 

'Tis  that  he  fent  me  of  the  Duke's  Return  : 
Say,  by  this  Token,  I  defire  his  Company 

At  Mariana's  Houfe  to  Night.     Her  Caufe,  and  yours, 
I'll  perfect  him  withal,  and  he  fhall  bring  you 
Before  the  Duke;  and  to  the  Head  of  Angelo 
Accufe  him  home  and  home.     For  my  poor  felf, 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  Vow, 
And  mail  be  abfenr.     Wend  you  with  this  Letter: 
Command  thefe  fretting  Waters  from  your  Eyes 
With  a  light  Heart;  truft  not  my  holy  Order 

If  I  pervert  your  Courfe.  Who's  here? Enter  Lucio. 
Lucio.  Good  Even ; 

Friar,  where's  the  Provoft  f 
Duke.  Not  within,  Sir. 

Lucio,  Oh  pretty  Ifabella^  I  am  pale  at  mine  Heart  to 
fee  thine  Eyes  fo  red ;  thou  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  fain  to 
dine  and  fup  with  Water  and  Bran ;  I  dare  not  for  my  Head 

fill  my  Belly:  One  fruitful  Meal  would  fet  me  to't.  But, 
they  fay,  the  Duke  will  be  here  to  Morrow.  By  my  Troth, 

IfabeU  I  lov'd  thy  Brother:  If  the  old  fantaftical  Duke  of 
dark  Corners  had  been  at  Home,  he  had  lived. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  Duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden  to  your 
Reports;  but  the  bed  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio. 
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Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knoweft  not  the  Duke  fo  well  as  I  do; 

he's  a  better  Woodman  than  thou  tak'ft  him  for. 
Duke.  Well;  you'll  anfwer  this  one  Day.     Fare  ye  well. 
Lucio.  Nay,  tarry,  I'll  go  along  with  thee: 

I  can  tell  thee  pretty  Tales  of  the  Duke. 
Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already,  Sir, 

if  they  be  true;  if  not,  none  were  enough. 
Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  Wench  with 

Child. 

Duke.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  f 
Lucio*  Yes,  marry  did  I;  but  I  was  fain  to  forfwear  it; 

They  would  elfe  have  marry 'd  me  to  the  rotten  Medler. 
Duke.  Sir,  your  Company  is  fairer  than  honeft:  Reft  you 

well. 

Lucio.  By  my  Troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  Lane's  end : 
If  bawdy  Talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it  ;  nay, 
Friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  Bur,  I  mall  flick.  [^Exeunt. 

S  C   E  N  E     III.     The  Palace. 

Enter  Angelo  and  Efcalus. 

EfcaL  Every  Letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd  other. 
Ang.  In  moft  uneven  and  diftracted  manner.  His  Actions 

fhew  much  like  to  Madnefs:  pray  Heav'n  his  Wifdom  be 
not  tainted:  And  why  meet  him  at  the  Gates,  and  deliver 
our  Authorities  there? 

EfcaL  I  guefs  not. 
Ang.  And  why  mould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  Hour  before 

his  entring,  that  if  any  crave  Redrefs  of  Injuftice,  they 
mould  exhibit  their  Petitions  in  the  Street? 

Efcal.  He  fhews  his  Reafon  for  that;  to  have  a  Difpatch 
of  Complaints,  and  to  deliver  us  from  Devices  hereafter, 
which  fhall  then  have  no  Power  to  ftand  againft  us. 

Ang.  Well;  I  befeech  you  let  it  be  proclaimed  betimes 

i'  th'  Morn ;  I'll  call  you  at  your  Houfe :  Give  Notice  to  fuch Men  of  fort  and  fuit  as  are  to  meet  him. 

EfcaL  I  mall,  Sir:  Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 
Ang.  Good  Night. 

This  Deed  unfhapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnanr, 
And  dull  to  all  Proceedings.     A  defloured  Maid, 

And  by  aa  eminent  Body,  that  enforc'd The 
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The  Law  againft  it?  But  that  her  tender  Shame 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  Maiden  lofs, 
How  might  me Tongue  me?  Yet  Reafon  dares  her  no; 
For  my  Authority  bears  off  a  credent  Bulk, 
That  no  particular  Scandal  once  can  touch, 
But  it  confounds  the  Breather.     Hefhould  have  liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  Youth,  with  dangerous  Senfe, 

Might  in  the  Times  to  come,  have  ta'en  Revenge 
By  fo  receiving  a  difhonour'd  Life, 
With  Ranfom  of  fuch  mame:  Would  yet  he  had  liv'd. 
Alack,  when  once  our  Grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right,  we  would,  and  we  would  not.    \JExit, 

SCENE    IV. 
SCENE  The  Fields  without  the  Town. 

Enter  Duke  in  his  own  Habit,   and  Friar  Peter. 
Duke.  Thefe  Letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

The  Provoft  knows  our  Purpofe  and  our  Plot: 
The  Matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  InfrrufUon, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpecial  Drift, 

Tho'  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 
As  Caufe  doth  minifter :  Go  call  at  Flavius's  Houfe, 
And  tell  him  where  I  ftay  ;  give  the  like  notice 
To  Valencius,  Rowland,  and  to  Crajfus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  Trumpets  to  the  Gate: 
But  fend  me  Flavins  firft. 

Peter.  It  mail  be  fpeeded  well. 
Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius ;  thou  haft  made  good  hafte : 

Come,  we  will  walk.   There's  other  of  our  Friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon;  my  gentle  Varrius*  [Exeunt,. 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Ifabella  and  Mariana. 

I  fab.  To  fpeak  fo  indirectly  I  am  loath; 
I  would  fay  the  Truth;  but  to  accufe  him  fo, 

That  is  your  Part;  yet  I  am  advis'd  to  do  it: 
Me  fays,  to  vail  full  Purpofe. 

Mar.  Be  ruPd  by  him. 
t  Ifab. 
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Ifah.  Befides,  he  tells  me,  that  if  peradventure 

He  fpeak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 

I  mould  not  think  it  ftrange;  for  'tis  a  Phyfick 
That's  bitter  to  fweet  End. 

Enter  Peter. 

Mar.  I  would  Friar  Peter   
I  fab.  Oh  Peace;  the  Friar  is  come. 
Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  Stand  moft  fit* 

Where  you  may  have  fuch  Vantage  on  the  Duke, 
He  mall  not  pafs  you.  \ 
Twice  have  the  Trumpets  founded: 
The  generous  and  graved  Citizens 
Have  hent  the  Gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  Duke  is  entring: 
Therefore  hence  away.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE   the  Street. 

Enter  Duke,    Varrius,  Lords,    Angelo,    Efcalus,    Lucio, 
and  Citizens,  at  fever al  Doors. 

Dukt.TLJfY  very  worthy  Coufin,  fairly  met; 
jLVJL  Our  old  and  faithful  Friend,  we  are  glad  to  fee  you. 

Ang.ivAEfc.  Happy  Return  be  to  your  Royal  Grace. 
Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  be  to  you  both : 

We  have  made  Enquiry  of  you,  and  we  hear 
Such  Goodnefs  of  your  Juftice,  that  our  Soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  Thanks, 
Forerunning  more  Requital. 

jing.  You  make  my  Bonds  ftill  greater. 
Duke.  Oh,  your  Defert  fpeaks  loud,  and  I  mould  wrong 

To  lock  it  in  the  Wards  of  covert  Bofom, 
When  it  deferves,  with  Characters  of  Brafs, 

A  forted  Refidence  'gainft  the  tooth  of  Time, 
And  razure  of  Oblivion :  Give  me  your  Hand, 
And  let  the  Subject  fee,  to  make  them  know, 
That  outward  Courtefies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within.  Come,  Efcalus^ 

You 
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You  muft  walk  by  us  on  our  other  Hand: 
And  good  Supporters  are  you. 

Enter  Peter  and  Ifabella. 

Peter.  Now  is  your  time : 
Speak  loud,  and  kneel  before  him. 

Ifab.  Juftice,  O  royal  Duke;  vail  your  Regard 

Upon  a  wrong'd,  I  would  fain  have  faid,  a  Maid: 
Oh  worthy  Prince,  difhonour  not  your  Eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  Object, 

'Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  Complaint, 
And  give  me  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice. 

Dttke.  Relate  your  Wrongs; 
In  what,  by  whom?  be  brief: 
Here  is  Lord  Angelo  (hall  give  you  Juftice ; 
Reveal  your  felf  to  him. 

Ifab.  Oh  worthy  Duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  Redemption  of  the  Devil: 
Hear  me  your  felf;  for  that  which  I  muft  fpeak 

Muft  either  punilh  me,  not  being  believ'd, 
Or  wring  Redrefs  from  you : 
Hear  me;  oh  hear  me  here. 

Ang.  My  Lord,  her  Wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm: 
She  hath  been  a  Suitor  to  me  for  her  Brother, 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  Juftice. 

Ifab.  By  courfe  of  Juftice! 
Ang.  And  fhe  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly. 
Ifab.  Moft  ftrange,  but  yet  moft  truly  will  I  fpeak; 

That  Angelo  s  forfworn:  Is  it  not  ftrange? 

That  Angelo 's  a  Murtherer  •.  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  Thief, 
An  Hypocrite,  a  Virgin  Violater: 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  and  ftrange? 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 
Ifab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo9 

Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange: 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true;  for  Truth  is  Truth 

To  th'  end  of  reckoning. 
Dttke.  Away  with  her:  Poor  Soul, 

She  fpeaks  this  in  th*  infirmity  of  Senfe.    . 
Ifab*  Oh  Prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  belie v'fl: 

There  is  another  Comfort  than  this  World* 
That 
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That  thou  neglect  me  nor,  with  that  Opinion, 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  Madnefs.    Make  not  impoflible 
That  which  but  feems  unlike:  'Tis  not  impoflible 
But  one,  the  wicked'ft  Caitiff  on  the  Ground, 
May  feem  as  fhy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  abfolute 

As  Angelo;  ev'n  fo  may  Angelo, 
In  alJ  his  Dreflings,  Cara&s,  Titles,  Forms, 
Be  an  Arch-villain :   Believe  it,  Royal  Prince, 

If  he  be  lefs,  he's  nothing;  but  he's  more, Had  I  more  Name  for  Badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  Honefty, 
If  me  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other, 
Her  Madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of  Senfe, 

Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  Madnefs. 

/Jab.  O  gracious  Duke, 
Harp  not  on  that;  nor  do  not  banifh  Reafon 
For  Inequality;  but  let  your  Reafon  ferve 
To  make  the  Truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid, 
And  hide  the  falfe  feems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad 
Have  fure  more  lack  of  Reafon. 
What  would  you  fay  ? 

I  fab.  I  am  the  Sifter  of  one  Claudio, 

Condemn'd,  upon  the  Act  of  Fornication, 
To  lofe  his  Head ;  condemn'd  by  Angelo : 
I,  in  Probation  of  a  Sifter- hood, 
Was  fent  to  by  my  Brother;  one  Lucio, 

As  then  the  Meffenger.   .' 
Lucio.  That's  I,  and'c  like  your  Grace : 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  Fortune  with  Lord  Angelo, 

For  her  poor  Brother's  Pardon. 
Ifab.  That's  he  indeed. 
Duke*  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak.  [To  Lucio. 
Lucio.  No,  my  good  Lord, 

Nor  wiih'd  to  hold  my  peace. 
Duke.  I  wifh  you  now  then; 

Pray  you  take  note  of  it:  And  when  you  have 

A  Bufinefs  for  your  felf,  pray  Heav'n  you  then 
Be  perfect. 
Vol.  I.  S  £Hci^ 
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Lucio.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 

Duke.  The  Warrants  for  your  felf ;  take  heed  to't. 
Ifab.  This  Gentleman  told  fomething  of  my  Tale, 
Lucio.  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right,  but  you  are  i'th'  wrong 
To  fpeak  before  your  time.    Proceed. 

Ifab.  I  went 
To  this  pernicious  Caitiff  Deputy. 

Duke.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken. 
Ifab.  Pardon  it: 

The  Phrafe  is  to  the  Matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again:  The  Matter;  proceed. 
Ifab.  In  brief;  to  fet  the  needlefs  by, 

How  I  perfuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd, 
How  he  refeird  me,  and  how  I  reply'd, 
For  this  was  of  much  length;  the  vile  Conclufion 
I  now  begin  with  Grief  and  Shame  to  utter. 
He  would  not,  but  by  Gift  of  my  chafte  Body 
To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  Luft, 
Releafe  my  Brother;  and  after  much  Debatement, 
My  fifterly  Remorfe  confutes  mine  Honour, 
And  I  did  yield  to  him :  But  the  next  Morn  betimes, 
His  Purpofe  forfeiting,  he  fends  a  Warrant 

For  my  poor  Brother's  Head. 
Duke.  This  is  moft  likely. 

Ifab.  Oh  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true.  [fpeak'ft; 
Duke*  By  Heav'n,  fond  Wretch,  thou  know'ft  not  what  thou 

Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  againft  his  Honour 
In  hateful  Practice.  Firft,  his  Integrity 
Stands  without  blemifh ;  next,  it  imports  no  Reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  fhould  purfue 
Faults  proper  to  himfelf:  If  he  had  fo  offended, 

He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  Brother  by  himfelf, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off.    Some  one  hath  fet  you  on ; 
Oonfefs  the  Truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  Advice 

Thou  cam'fl:  here  to  complain. 
Ifab.  And  is  this  all? 

Then  oh  you  blelTed  Minifters  above, 

Keep  me  in  Patience ;  and  with  ripen'd  time* 
Unfold  the  Evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance :  Heav'n  fhield  your  Grace  from  Wo* 
As  I  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go.  Dttks* 
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Duke.  I  know  you'd  fain  be  gone.   An  Officer; 
To  Prifon  with  her.    Shall  we  thus  permit 

A  blading  and  a  fcandalous  Breath  to  fall 

On  him  fo  near  us?  This  needs  muft  be  a  Practice. 

Who  knew  of  your  Intent,  and  coming  hither? 

Ifab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  Friar  Lodowck- 
Duke.  A  ghoftly  Father  belike  : 

Who  knows  that  LodowickJ 

Lhcio.  My  Lord,  I  know  him ;  'tis  a  medling  Irian 
I  do  not  like  the  Man  ;  had  he  been  Lay,  my  Lord, 

For  certain  Words  he  fpake  againft  your  Grace 

In  your  Retirement,  I  had  fwing'd  him  foundly. 

Duke.  Words  againft  me?  This  is  a  good  Friar  belike, And  to  fet  on  this  wretqhed  Woman  here 

Againft  our  Subftitutc!    Let  this  Friar  be  found. 

Lucio.  But  Yefternighr,  my  Lord,  ihe  and  that  Friar, I  faw  them  at  the  Prifon:  A  fawcy  Friar, 
A  very  fcurvy  Fellow. 

Peter.  Bleffed  be  your  Royal  Grace  ! 
I  have  ftood  by,  my  Lord,  and  I  have  heard 

Your  Royal  Ear  abus'd.    Firft  hath  this  Woman 
Moft  wrongfully  accused  your  Subftitute, Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  foil  with  her, 
As  ihe  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  lefs.  ' 
Know  you  that  Friar  Lodowick^vthich  me  fpeaks  of? 

Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  Man  divine  and  holy; 
Not  fcurvy,  nor  a  temporary  Medler, 

As  he's  reported  by  this  Gentleman ; 
And,  on  my  Truft,  a  Man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  mifreport  your  Grace. 

Lucio.  My  Lord,  moft  villanoufly;  believe  it. 
Peter.  Well;  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  himfelf; 

But  at  this  inftant  he  is  lick,  my  Lord, 
Of  a  ftrange  Fever :  Upon  his  meer  Requeft, 
Being  come  to  knowledge,  that  there  was  Complaint 
Intended  againft  Lord  Angelo,  came  I  hither 
To  fpeak,  as  from  his  Mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true  and  falfe;  and  what  he  with  his  Oath, 
And  all  Probation,  will  make  up  full  clear, 
Whenfoever  he  is  convented.   Firft,  for  this  Woman, 

Si         /  To 
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To  juftifie  this  worthy  Nobleman, 

So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd, 
Her  (hall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  Eyes, 
Till  (he  her  (elf  confefs  it. 

Duke,  Good  Friar,  let's  hear  it. 
Do  you  not  fmiie  at  this,   Lord  Angelo  t 

Ah,  Hcav'n !  the  vanity  of  wretch'd  Fools !  ■   
Give  us  fome  Seats;  Come,  Couiln-^«^fe 

In  this  I'll  be  impartial :  Be  you  Judge 
Of  your  own  Caufe.    Is  this  the  Witnefs,   Friar  ? 

Enter  Mariana  veil'd. 
Firft,  let  her  (hew  her  Face,  and  after  fpeak. 

Mari.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  I  will  not  (hew  my  Face 
Until  my  Husband  bid  me. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  marry'd  ? 
Afari.  No,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Are  you  a  Maid? 
Mari.  No,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  A  Widow  then  ? 

Atari.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Dnke.  Why,  are  you  nothing  then?  Neither  Maid,  Wi- 
dow, nor  Wife? 

Lucio.  My  Lord,  (lie  may  be  a  Punk;  for  many  of  them 
are  neither  Maid,  Widow,  nor  Wife. 

Du}ze.  Silence  that  Fellow:  I  would  he  had  fome  Caufe  to 
prattle  for  himfelf. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  Lord. 

Mari.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  I  ne'er  was  marry'd, 
And  I  confefs  betides,  I  am  no  Maid ; 

I  have  known  my  Husband,  yet  my  Husband 
Knows  not  that  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  Lord;  it  can  be  no  better. 
Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  Silence,  would  thou  wert  fo  too. 
Lucio.  Well,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  This  is  no  Witnefs  for  Lord  Angelo. 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  Lord. She  that  accufes  him  of  Fornication,  % 

In  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  Husband, 
And  charges  him,  my  Lord,  with  fuch  a  time, 

When  I'll  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  Arms, 
With  all  th*  EfTed  of  Love. Ang. 
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Ang.  Charges  fhe  more  than  me? 
Mart.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No?  you  fay  your  Husband.  To  Mariana. 
Mari.  Why,  juft,  my  Lord,  and  that  is  Angeloy 

Who  thinks  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  kn  w  my  Body; 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Ifabels. 

Ang.  This  is  a  ftrange  Abufe:   Let's  fee  thy  Face. 
Mari.  My  Husband  bids  me;  now  I  will  unmask. 

[Vnveiling* 
This  is  that  Face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 

Which  once  thou  fwor'ft  was  worth  the  looking  on  : 
This  is  the  Hand  which,  with  a  vow'd  Contract, 
Was  faft  belock'd  in  thine :  This  is  the  Body 
That  took  away  the  Match  from  Ifabel, 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  Garden-houfe 

In  her  imagin'd  Perfon. 
Du\e.  Know  you  this  Woman  ? 
Lucio.  Carnally,  /he  fays. 
Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  Lord. 
Ang.  My  Lord,  I  rnuft  confefs  I  know  this  Woman; 

And  five  Years  fince  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  Marriage 
Betwixt  my  fclf  and  her;  which  was  broke  off, 
Partly  for  that  her  promifed  Proportions 
Came  fhort  of  Comporition;  but  in  chief, 
For  that  her  Reputation  was  dif-valued 
In  Levity:  Since  which  time,  of  five  Years 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  her, 
Upon  my  Faith  and  Honour. 

Mari.  Noble  Prince, 

As  there  comes  Light  from  Heav'n,  and  Words  from  Breath, 
As  there  is  Senfe  in  Truth,  and  Truth  in  Virtue, 

I  am  affianc'd  this  Man's  Wife  as  ftrongly 
As  Words  could  make  up  Vows:  A. id,  my  good  Lord, 

But  Tuefday  Night  lad  gone,  in's  Garden-houfe 
He  knew  me  as  a  Wife.     As  this  is  true, 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  Knees; 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  litre 
A  Marble  Monument. 

Ang.  I  did  but  fmile  'till  now. 
Now,  good  my  Lord,  give  me  the  Scope  of  Juftice ; 

My  Patience  here  is  touch'd :  I  do  perceive 
S  3  Thefe 
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Thefe  poor  informal  Women  are  no  more 
But  Inftruments  of  fome  more  mightier  Member 
That  fets  them  on.     Let  me  have  way,  my  Lord, 
1*0  find  this  Practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  Heart; 
And  punifh  them  to  your  height  of  Pleafure. 
Thou  fooliih  Friar,  and  thou  pernicious  Woman, 

Compact  with  her  that's  gone;  think'ft  thou  thy  Oaths, 
Tho'  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular  Saint, 
Were  Teftimonies  'gainft  his  Worth  and  Credit, 
That's  feal'd  in  Approbation .?  You,  Lord  Efcalm, 
Sit  with  my  Coufin;  lend  him  your  kind  Pains 

To  find  out  this  Abufe,  whence  'tis  deriv'd. 
There  is  another  Friar  that  fet  thtm  on ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for. 

Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  Lord ;  for  he  indeed 
Hath  fet  the  Women  on  to  this  Complaint : 
Your  Provoft  knows  the  Place  where  he  abides; 

;  And  he  may  fetch  him. 
Duke.  Go,  do  it  inftantly. 

And  you  my  noble  and  well  warranted  Coufin, 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  Matter  forth, 
Do  with  your  Injuries  as  feems  you  bell: 
In  any  Chaftifement:  I  for  a  while 

Will  leave  you ;  but  flir  not  you,  'till  you  have 
Well  determin'd  upon  thcfe  Slanderers.  [Exit. 

Efcal.  My  Lord,  we'll  do  it  throughly.  Siginor  Lucio,  did 
not  you  fay,  you  knew  that  Friar  Lodo-wickj.0  be  a  diihoneft Perfon  \ 

Lucio.  Cucullus  non  facit  Monachum;  honefr  in  nothing 
but  in  his  Cloaths,  and  one  that  hath  fpoke  moft  villanous 
Speeches  of  the  Duke. 

Efcal.  We  mall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  'till  he  come,  and 
inforce  them  againfl:  him;  we  mall  find  this  Friar  a  nota- 

ble Fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  Word. 
Efcal.  Call  that  fame  Ifabel  here  once  again ;  I  would  fpeak 

with  her:  Pray  you,  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  to  queftion; 
you  mall  fee  how  I'll  handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  Report. 
:  EfcaU  Say  you? 

Isupio, 



Meafure  for  Meafure.  165 
Lucio.  Marry,  Sir,  I  think  if  you  handled  her  privately 

flie  fhould  fooner  confefs;  perchance  publickly  fhe'd  be  a- ihairTd. 

Enter  Duke  in  the  Friar's  Habit,  Provoft  and  Ifabella. 
Efcal.  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Lucio.  That's  the  way ;  for  Women  are  light  at  Mid- 
night. 

Efcal.  Come  on,  Miftrefs:  Here's  a  Gentlewoman  denies 
all  that  you  have  faid, 

Lucio.  My  Lord,  here  comes  the  Rafcal  I  fpoke  of, 
Here  with  the  Provofi. 

Efcal,  In  very  good  time ;  Sneak  not  you  to  him  'till  we 
call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

Efcal.  Come,  Sir,  did  you  fee  thefe  Women  on  to  (lander 

Lord  Angelo .?  They  have  confefs'd  you  did. 
Duke.  'Tis  falfe. 
Efcal.  How?  Know  you  where  you  are? 
Duke*  Refpecl:  to  your  great  Place  ;  and  let  the  Devil 

Be  fometime  honoured  for  his  burning  Throne. 

Where  is  the  Duke?  'Tis  he  fhould  hear  me  fpeak. 
Efcal.  The  Duke's  in  usj  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak : 

Look  you  fpeak  juftly. 
Duke.  Boldly  at  lead.    But  oh,  poor  Souls, 

Come  you  to  feek  the  Lamb  here  of  the  Fox? 
Good-night  to  your  Redrefs:  Is  the  Duke  gone? 

Then  is  your  Caufe  too.   The  Duke's  unjufr, 
Thus  to  retort  your  ma^ifeft  Appeal, 

And  put  your  Trial  in  the  Villain's  Mouth 
Which  here  you  c:  me  to  accufe. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  Rafcal;  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of. 

Efcal.  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallow'd  Friart 
Is't  not  enough  thou  haft  fuborn'd  thefe  Women 
To  accufe  this  worthy  Man,    but  in  foul  Mouth, 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  Ear, 
To  call  him  Villain;  and  then  to  glance  from  him 

To  th'Duke  himfelf;  to  tax  him  with  Injuftice? 
Take  him  hence;  to  th'  Rack  with  him:  We'll  touze  you 
Joint  by  Joint,  but  we  will  know  his  Purpofe; 
What?  Unjuft? 

S  4  Duke* 
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Duke*  Be  not  fo  hot;  the  Duke  dare 

No  more  ftretch  this  Finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own :  His  Subject  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  Provincial;  my  Bufinefs  in  this  State 
Made  me  a  Looker  on  here  in  Vienna, ; 
Where  I  have  feen  Corruption  boil  and  bubble, 

'Till  it  o'er~run  the  Stew :  Laws  for  all  Faults, 
But  Faults  fo  countenanc'd,  that  the  ftrong  Statutes 
Stand  like  the  Forfeits  in  a  Barber's  Shop, As  much  in  Mock  as  Mark. 

Efcal.  Slander  to  th'  State ! 
Away  with  him  to  Prifon. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  againft  him,  Slgnior  Lucio? 
Is  this  the  Man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tis  he,  my  Lord.  Come  hither,  Goodman  Bald- 
pate:  Do  you  know  me? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  Sir,  by  the  found  of  your  Voice : 
I  met  you  at  the  Prifon  in  the  Abfence  of  the  Duke. 

Lucio.  Oh,  did  you  fo?  And  do  you  remember  what  you 
laid  of  the  Duke? 

Duke.  Mod  notedly >  Sir. 
Lucio.  Do  you  fo,  Sir?  And  was  the  Duke  a  Flelh-mon- 

ger,  a  Fool,  and  a  Coward,  as  you  then  reported  him  to 
be? 

Duke.  You  mud,  Sir,  change  Perfons  with  me,  e'er  you 
make  that  my  Report :  You  indeed  /poke  fo  of  him,  and 
much  more,  much  worfe. 

Lucio.  Oh  thou  damnable  Fellow!  did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  Nofe  for  thy  Speeches? 

Duke.  I  proteft,  I  love  the  Duke  as  I  love  my  felf. 
Ang.  Hark  how  the  Villain  would  clofe  now  after  his 

treafonable  Abufes. 

Efcal.  Such  a  Fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal:  Away  with 
him  to  Prifon:  Where  is  the  Provofl ?  Away  with  him  to 
Prifon;  lay  Bolts  enough  upon  him;  let  him  fpeaknomore; 
away  with  thofe  Giglcis  too,  and  with  the  other  confede- 

rate Companion. 
Duke.  Stay,  Sir,  flay  a  while. 
Ang.  What,  refifts  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucio, 
Lucio.  Come  Sir,  come  Sir,  come  Sir;  foh,  Sir;  why,  you 

bald-pated  lying  Rafcal;  you  mufl  be  hooded,  muft  you? Show 
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Show  your  Knave's  Vifage,  with  a  Pox  to  you;  ftiowyour 

ftieep-biting  Face,  and  be  hang'd  an  Hour:  Will't  not  off? [Pulls  off  the  Friars  Hood,  and  difiovers  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firft  Knave  that  e'er  mad'ft  a  Duke* 
Firft,  Provoft,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three. 
Sneak  not  away,  Sir;  for  the  Friar  and  you 
Muft  have  a  word  anon:  Lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 
Duke,  What  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon ;  fit  you  down : 

[7b  Efcalus. 
We'll  borrow  place  of  him;   Sir,  by  your  Leave: 
Haft  thou  or  Word,  or  Wit,  or  Impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  Office?  If  thou  haft, 

Rely  upon  it  'till  my  Tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang.  Oh  my  dread  Lord, 
I  ffiould  be  guiltier  than  my  Guiltinefs, 
To  think  I  can  be  undifcernable, 
When  I  perceive  your. Grace,  like  Power  divine, 

Hath  look'd  upon  my  Paffes :  Then,  good  Prince, 
No  longer  Seffion  hold  upon  my  Shame; 
But  let  my  Trial  be  mine  own  Confeffion  : 
Immediate  Sentence  then,  and  fequent  Death, 
Is  all  the  Grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Mariana: 

Say ;  was't  thou  ever  contracted  to  this  Woman  ? 
Ang*  I  was  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly. 

Do  you  the  Office,  Friar;  which  confummate, 
Return  him  here  again :  Go  with  him,  Provoft. 

[Exeunt  Angelo,  Mariana  and  Provoft, 

Efcal.  My  Lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  Dishonour, 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Ifabel\ 
Your  Friar  is  now  your  Prince:  As  I  was  then 
Advertifing,  and  holy  to  your  Bufinefs, 
Not  changing  Hea?t  v/i.th  Habit,  I  am  ftill 
Attornied  at  your  Service. 

Ifab.  Oh  give  me  Pardon, 

That  I,  your  VafTal,  have  employ'd  and  paiu'd 
Your  unknown  Soveraignty. 

Duke*  You  are  pardon*d,  Ifabel: 
And  now,  dear  Maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us.  Your 
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Your  Brother's  Death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  Heart: 
And  you  may  marvel  why  I  obfcur'd  my  fclf, 
Labouring  to  fave  his  Life ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rafh  Remonftrance  of  my  hidden  Power; 
Then  let  him  be  fo  loft :  Oh  moft  kind  Maid, 
It  was  the  fwift  Celerity  of  his  Death, 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on, 

That  brain'd  my  purpofe :  But  Peace  be  with  him. 
That  Life  is  better  Life,  paft  fearing  Death, 
Than  that  which  lives  to  Fear :  Make  it  your  Comfort, 
So  happy  is  your  Brother. 

Enter  Angelo,  Maria,  Peter,  Provoft. 
I  fab.  I  do,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  For  this  new-marry'd  Man,  approaching  here, 
Whofe  fait  Imagination  yet  hath  wrong'd 
Your  well-defended  Honour;  you  muft  pardon 

For  Marianas  Sake:  But  as  he  adjudg'd  your  Brother, 
Being  Criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  facred  Chaftity,  and  of  Promife-breach, 

Thereon  dependant  for  your  Brother's  Life, 
The  very  Mercy  of  the  Law  cries  out 

Moft  audible,  even  from  his  proper  Tongue," 
An  Angelo  for  Claudio;  Death  for  Death: 
Hafte  Itill  pays  hafte,  and  leifure  anfwers  lei  Aire; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  ftill  for  Meafure. 
Then,  Angela^  thy  Faults  are  manifefted ; 

Which  tho'  thou  wouldft  deny,  denies  thee  vantage. 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  Block 

Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  Death;  and  with  like  hafte, 
Away  with  him. 

Mart.  Oh  my  moft  gracious  Lord, 
I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  Husband? 

Duke.  It  is  your  Husband  mock'd  you  with  a  Husband. 
Confenting  to  the  Safeguard  of  your  Honour, 
I  thought  your  Marriage  fit;  elfe  Imputation, 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  Life, 
And  choak  your  good  to  come:  For  his  Pofleflions, 

Altho'  by  Confifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  enftate,  and  Widow  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  Husband. 

Mari.  Oh  my  dear  Lord, 
I  crave  no  ether,  nor  no  better  Man.  Dak** 
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Duke*  Never  crave  him  ;  we  are  definitive. 
Mari.  Gentle,  my  Leige. 
Duke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  Labour : 

Away  with  him  to  Death.   Now,  Sir,  to  you. 
Mari.  Oh  my  good  Lord.    Sweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part; 

Lend  me  your  Knees,  and  all  my  Life  to  come 

I'll  lend  you,  all  my  Life  to  do  you  Service. 
Duke.  Againft  all  Senfe  you  do  importune  her; 

Should  me  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  Fad, 

Her  Brother's  Ghoft  his  paved  Bed  would  break, And  take  her  hence  in  Horror, 

Mart.  Ifabel, 
Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me, 

Hold  up  your  Hands,  fay  nothing;  I'll  fpeak  all. 
They  fay,  beft  Men  are  moulded  out  of  Faults; 
And,  for  the  mofr,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  So  may  my  Husband. 
Oh  Ifabel;  will  you  not  lend  a  Knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  Death. 
Ifab.  Moft  bounteous  Sir,  [Kneeling* 

Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  Man  condemn'd, 
As  if  my  Brother  liv'd:  I  partly  think, 
A  due  Sincerity  govern'd  his  Deeds, 
'Till  he  did  look  on  me :  Since  it  is  fo9 
Let  him  not  die.   My  Brother  had  but  Juftice, 

In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  dy'd. 
For  Angelo,  his  Ad  did  not  o'er-take  his  bad  Intent, 
And  mull:  be  bury'd  but  as  an  Intent 
That  perifh'd  by  the  way:  Thoughts  are  no  Subje&s; 
Intents,  but  meerly  Thoughts. 

Mari.  Meerly,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Your  Suit's  unprofitable;  ftand  up,  I  fay  2 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  Fault.  # 
Provofi,  how  came  it  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  Hour? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  fo. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  fpecial  Warrant  for  the  Deed  ? 
Prov.  No,  my  good  Lord ;  it  was  by  private  MefTageJ 
Duke.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  Office  : 

Give  up  your  Keys. 

Prov. 
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Trov.  Pardon  me,  noble  Lord. 

I  thought  it  was  a  Fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  me  after  more  Advice ; 
For  Teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  Prifon, 

That  mould  by  private  Order  elfe  have  dy'd, 
I  have  referv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  <> 
Trov.  His  Name  is  Barnardine* 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadft  done  fo  by  Claudia  : 
Go  fetch  him  hither;  let.  me  look  upon  him. 

EfcaL  I  am  forry  one  fo  learned,  and  fo  wife 

As  you,  Lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appear'd, 
Should  flip  fo  grofly,  both  in  the  heat  of  Blood, 

And  lack  of  temper'd  Judgment  afterward. 
Ang.  I  am  forry  that  fuch  Sorrow  I  procure; 

And  (o  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  Heart, 
That  I  crave  Death  more  willingly  than  Mercy: 

?Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  intreat  it. 
Enter  Provoft,  Barnardine,  Claudio  and  Juliet  ta, 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  f 
Trov.  This,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  There  was  a  Friar  told  me  of  this  Man ; 

Sirrah,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  ftubborn  Soul 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  World, 

And  fquar'ft  thy  Life  accordingly:  Thou'rt  condvmn'd, 
But  for  thofe  earthly  Faults,  I  quit  them  all : 
I  pray  thee  take  this  Mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come:  Friar •,  advife  him; 

I  leave  him  to  your  Hand.  What  muffled  Fellow's  that  \ 
Prov.  This  is  another  Prifoner  that  I  fav'd, 

Who  mould  have  dy'd  when  Claudio  loft  his  Head, As  like  almoft  to  Claudio  as  himfelf. 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  Brother,  for  his  fake 

Is  he  pardon'd ;  and  for  your  lovely  fake, 
Give  me  your  Hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine, 
He  is  my  Brother  too;  but  fitter  time  for  that. 

By  this  Lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  fafe; 
Methinks  I  fee  a  quickning  in  his  Eye. 
Well,  Angelo,  your  Evil  quits  you  well; 
Look  that  you  love  your  Wife;  her  Worth  worth  yours. 
I  find  an  apt  Remiflion  in  my  felf, And 
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And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon. 
You,  Sirrah,  that  knew  me  for  a  Fool,  a  Coward,  To  Lucio. 

One  all  of  Luxury,  an  Afs,  a  Mad-man; 

Wherein  have  I  fo  deferv'd  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  to  the 
Trick ;  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it  you  may,  but  I  had  ra- 

ther it  would  pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whipt. 

Dul^e.  Whipt  firft,  Sir,  and  hang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  Provoft,  round  about  the  City; 

If  any  Woman  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  Fellow, 
As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  Child,  let  her  appear, 

And  he  (hall  marry  her;  the  Nuptial  finim'd, 
Let  him  be  whip 'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  befeech  your  Highnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
Whore:  Your  Highnefs  faid  even  now,  I  made  you  a  Duke; 
good  my  Lord,  do  not  recompence  me  in  making  me  a 
Cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  Honour  thou  fh alt  marry  her: 
Thy  Slanders  I  forgive,  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  Forfeits ;  take  him  to  Prifon : 
And  fee  our  Pleafure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  Punk,  my  Lord,  is  prefling  to  Death, 
Whipping  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Slandering  a  Prince  deferves  it. 

She,  Claudioy  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  reftore. 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana;  love  her  Angelo : 

I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  Virtue. 
Thanks,  good  Friend  Efcalus>  for  thy  much  Goodnefs : 

There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate, 
Thanks,  Provoft,  for  thy  Care  and  Secrefie ; 
We  mall  imploy  thee  in  a  worthier  Place : 
Forgive  him,  Angelo>  that  brought  you  home 
The  Head  of  Rogoz,ine  for  Claudws; 

Th*  Offence  pardons  it  felf.     Dear  Ifabel3 
I  have  a  Motion  much  imports  your  got)d, 

Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  Ear  incline, 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine: 
So  bring  us  to  our  Palace,  where  we'll  fliow 
What's  yet  behind  that's  meet  you  all  ihould  know.  [Exeunt. 
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THE 

Comedy  of  Errors. 

ACT  I    SCENE! 

Enter  the  Ttuke  of  Ephefus,  ̂ Egeon,  Jailor,  and 
other  Attendants. 

^£   G   E  O   1ST. 

Roceed,  SalinuSy  to  procure  my  Fall, 
And  by  thy  doom  of  Death  end  Woes  and  all. 
Duke.  Merchant  ofSyracufa,  plead  no  more : 

I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our  Laws : 
The  Enmity  and  Difcord  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  Outrage  of  your 

To  Merchants,  our  we!l-dcaling  Countrymen,  [Duke* 
Who  wanting  Gilders  to  redeem  their  Lives, 

Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  Statutes  with  their  Bloods, 
Excludes  all  Pity  from  our  threatning  Looks. 
For  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  Jars 

'Twixt  thy  feditious  Countrymen  and  us, 
It  hath  in  folemn  Synods  been  decreed, 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  our  felves, 
T'admit  no  Traffick  to  our  adverfe  Towns. 
Nay,  more;  if  any  born  at  Ephefus 
Be  feen  at  any  Syracujian  Marts  and  Fairs; 
Again,  if  any  Syracufian  born, 
Come  to  the  Bay  of  Ephefus,  he  dies; 

His  Goods  confiscate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe, Unlefs  a  thoufand  Marks  be  levied 
T  To 
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To  quit  the  Penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 

Thy  Subftance,  valu'd  at  the  higheft  rate, 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  Marks; 

Therefore  by  Law  thou  arc  condemn'd  to  die.  [done, 
sALgeon.  Yet  this  my  Comfort,  when  your  Words  are 

My  Woes  end  likewife  with  the  Evening  Sun. 
Duke.  Well,  Syracujian>  fay  in  brief  the  Caufe, 

Why  thou  departed'ft  from  thy  native  PJome; 
And  for  what  Caufe  thou  cam'ft  to  Epheftts. 

es£geo%.  A  heavier  Task  could  not  have  been  impos'd, 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  Grief  uafpeakable: 
Yet  that  the  World  may  witnefs,  that  my  End 
Was  wrought  by  Nature,  not  by  vile  Offence, 

I'll  urter  what  my  Sorrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syracufa  was  I  born,  and  wed 
Unto  a  Woman,  happy  but  for  me  J 
And  by  me  too,  hid  not  our  Hap  been  bad  : 

With  her  I  liv'd  in  Joy,  our  Wealth  encreas'd 
By  profnerous  Voyages  I  often  made 

To  Epidamnifim,  'till  my  Factor's  Death; 
And  he  great  Itore  of  Goods  at  random  leading, 
Drew  me  from  kind  Embracements  of  my  Spoufe; 
From  whom  my  Abfence  was  not  fix  Months  old, 
Before  her  {d^  almoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafing  Punifhment  that  Women  bear, 
Had  made  Provision  for  her  following  me, 
And  foon  and  fafe  arrived  where  I  was. 

There  flie  had  not  been  long,  but  fhe  became 
A  joyful  Mother  of  two  goodly  Sons ; 
And,  which  was  ftrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other, 

As  could  not  be  diftingui(h'd  but  by  Names* 
That  very  Hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  Inn, 
A  poor  mean  Woman  was  delivered 
Of  fuch  a  burthen,  Male-twins  both  alike: 
Thofe,  for  their  Parents  were  exceeding  poor, 
I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  Sons. 
My  Wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  Boys, 
Made  daily  Motions  for  our  Home  return : 
Unwilling  I  agreed;  alas!  too  foon  we  came  aboard, 
A  League  from  Epidarnnittm  had  we  faifd, 

Before  the  always  wind-obeying  Deep Gave 
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Gave  any  tragick  inftance  of  our  Harm; 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  Hope : 

For  what  obfcur'd  Light  the  Heav'ns  did  grant, 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  Minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  Death; 

Which  tho'  my  [df  would  gladly  have  embraced, 
Yet  the  inceflknt  weeping  of  my  Wife, 
Weeping  before  for  what  fhe  faw  muft  come, 
And  piteous  Plainings  of  the  pretty  Babes, 

That  mourn'd  for  Fafhion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  feck  Delays  for  them  and  me : 
And  this  it  was,  for  other  Means  was  none. 

The  Sailors  fought  for  Safety  by  our  Boat, 
And  left  the  Ship  then  finking-ripe  to  us; 
My  Wife,  more  careful  for  the  Eider  born, 

Had  faften'd  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  Maff, 
Such  as  Sea-faring  Men  provide  for  Storms; 
To  him  one  of  the  other  Twins  was  bound, 
Whiift  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 

The  Children  thus  difpos'd,  my  Wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  Eyes  on  whom  our  Care  was  fixt, 

Faften'd  our  felves  at  either  end  the  Ship, 
And  floating  ftraighr,  obedient  to  the  Stream, 

Were  carry'd  towards  Corwtb>as  we  thought. 
At  length  the  Sun  gazing  upon  the  Earth, 
Difperft  thofe  Vapours  that  offended  us; 
And  by  the  benefit  of  his  wiuVd  Light, 
The  Sea  was  calm,  and  we  difcovered    ' 
Two  Ships  from  far  making  amain  to  us, 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurns  this ; 

But  e'er  they  came,  oh  let  me  fay  no  more; 
Gather  the  Sequel  by  that  went  before. 

Duke.  Nay,  forward  old  Man,  do  not  break  off  fo; 

For  we  may  pity,  tho'  not  pardon  thee. 
9s£geon.  Oh  had  the  Gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 

Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us  ; 
For  e'er  the  Ships  could  meet  by  twice  five  Leagues, We  were  encountred  by  a  mighty  Rock; 
Which  being  violently  born  up  upon, 
Our  helplefs  Ship  was  fplitted  in  the  midft: 
So  that  in  this  unjuft  Divorce  of  us 

T  z  Fortune 



2.  y  6  The  Comedy  of  Errors. 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike, 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  fbrrow  for. 
Her  part,  poor  Soul,  feeming  as  burdened 
With  Idler  Weight,  but  not  with  lefTer  Wo, 

Was  cany'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  Wind, 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  Fifhermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 

At  length  another  Ship  had  feiz'd  on  us; 
And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave, 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fhipwrackt  Guefts, 
And  would  have  reft  the  Fifhers  of  their  Prey, 
Had  not  their  Bark  been  very  flow  for  Sail; 
And  therefore  homewaid  did  they  bend  their  Courfe. 

Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  Blif, 
That  by  Misfortunes  was  my  Life  prolong'd, 
To  tell  fad  Stories  of  my  own  Mifhaps. 

Duke.  And  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrow'ft  for, 
Do  roe  the  Favour  to  dilate  the  full, 

What  hath  befall 'n  them  and  thee  'till  now. 
zALgeon.  My  youngeft  Boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  Care,- 

At  eighteen  Years  became  "inquifitive 
After  his  Brother;  and  importun'd  me, 
That  his  Attendant,  for  his  Cafe  was  like, 

Reft  of  his  Brother,  but  retained  his  Name, 
Might  bear  him  Company  in  the  queft  of  him: 

Whom  whilft  I  labour'd  of  a  Love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  Lofs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  Summers  have  I   fpent  in  fartheft  Greece, 
Roaming  clean  through  the  Bounds  of  Jfia, 
And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephcfus: 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loath  to  leave  unfought, 
Or  that,  or  any  Place  that  harbours  Men. 

But  here  muft  end  the  Story  of  my"  Life  ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  Death, 
Could  all  my  Travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  ̂ £geony  whom  the  Fates  have  markt 

To  bear  th*  extremity  of  a  dire  Mifhap  ; 
Now  truft  me,-  were  it  not  againft  our  Laws, 
A^ainft  my  Crown,  my  Oath,  my  Dignity, 
Which  Princes  would,  they  may  not  difanul, 
My  Soul  fhould  fue  as  Advocate  for  thee.  ^ 

But 
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But  tho'  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  Death, 
And  palled  Sentence  may  not  be  recall'd, 
But  to  our  Honour's  grer.t  Disparagement, 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  whar  I  can; 

Therefore,  Merchant,  I  limit  ihee  this  Day    / 
To  feek  thy  Help  by  beneficial  Help : 
Try  all  the  Friends  thou  haft  in  Ephefus, 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  the  Sum, 

And  live;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die: 
Jailor,  take  him  to  thy  Cuftody. 
•    Jail.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

<^£ge$n.  Hopclefs  and  belpkfs  doth  <ts£geon  wend, 
But  to  procraftinate  his  liveiefs  End.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  a  Merchant  and  Dromio. 
Mer.  Therefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Epidamnium, 

Left  that  your  Goods  be  too  foon  confifcate. 
This  very  Day  a  Syracujian  Merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  Arrival  here^ 
And  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  Life, 
According  t©  the  Statute  of  the  Town, 

Dies  e'er  the  weary  Sun  lets  in  the  Weft: 
There  is  your  Mony  that   I  had  to  keep. 

Ant.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaury  where  we  hoftv 

And  fhy  there,  Dromio,  'till  I  come  to  thee: 
'TflJ  that  I'll  view  the  Manners  of  the  Town, 
Within  this  Hour  it  will  be  Dinner-time, 
Perufe  the  Traders,  gaze  upoR  the  Buildings, 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  Inn  ; 
For  with  long  Travel  I  am  ftiffand  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  Man  would  take  you  at  your  Word, 
And  go  indeed,  having  To  good  a  Means.      [Exit  Dromio* 

Ant.   A  trufty  Villain,  Sir,  that  very  off, 
When  I  am  dull  with  Care  and  Melancholy, 
Lightens  my  Humour  with  his  merry  Jeffs. 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  Town, 
And  then  go  to  the  Inn  and  dine  with  me? 

Mer.  I  am  invited,  Sir,  to  certain  Merchants, 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  Benefit: 
I  crave  your  Pardon.    Soon  at  five  a  Clock, 

Pleafe  you,  I'll  meet  with  you  upon  the  Mart, 
T  3  And 
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And  afterward  Confort  you  'till  Bed-time: 
My  prefent  Bufinefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant.  Farewel  'till  then ;  I  will  go  lofe  my  felf, 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  City. 

Mer.  Sir,  I  commend  you  to  your  own  Content. 

[Exit.  Mer. 
Art.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  Content, 

Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 

I  to  the  World  am  like  a  drop  of  Water,  • 
Than  in  the  Ocean  feeks  another  drop, 
Who  falling  there  to  find  his  Fellow  forth, 
Unfeen  inquifitive,  confounds  himfelf: 
So  I,  to  find  a  Mother  and  a  Brother, 
In  quell  of  him,  unhappy,  lofe  my  klf. 

Enter  Dromio  o/Epnefus. 
Here  comes  the  Almanack  of  my  true  date. 
What  now?  How  chance  thon  art  ruurn'd  fo  fcon. 

E.  Dro.  Return'd  fo  foon !  rather  approached  too  late : 
The  Capon  burns,  the  Pig  falls  from  the  Spit, 
The  Clock  hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  Bell; 
My  Miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  Cheek;      / 
She  is  fo  hot  becaufe  the  Meat  is  cold; 
The  Meat  is  cold  becaufe  you  come  not  home; 
You  come  not  home  becaufe  you  have  no  Stomach; 
You  have  no  Stomach  having  broke  your  Faft : 

But  we  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray, 
Are  penitent  for  your  Default  to  day. 

Ant.  Stop  in  your  Wind,  Sir;  tell  me  this  I  pray, 
Where  you  have  left  the  Mony  that  I  gave  you? 

E.  Dro.  Oh,  fix  Pence  that  I  had  a  Ifcdnefday  laft, 
To  pay  the  Sadler  for  my  Miftrefs  Crupper? 
The  Sadler  had  it,  Sir;  I  kept  it  nor. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fporrive  Humour  now; 
Tell  me,  and  dally  nor,  where  is  the  Mony? 

We  being  Strangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  truft 
So  great  a  Charge  from  thine  own  Cuftody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you  jeft,  Sir,  as  you  fit  at  Dinner: 
I  from  my  Miftrefs  come  to  you  in  Poft, 
If  T  return,  I  fliall  be  Poft  indeed;  ' 
For  (he  will  fcore  your  Fault  upon  my  Pate: 
Mehinks  your  Maw,  like  mine,  fhould  be  your  Cook, 
And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  Meffenger. 

Axt. 
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Ant.  Come  Dromio,  come,  thefe  Jcfts  are  out  of  Seafon  ; 
Referve  them  'till  a  merrier  Hour  than  this: 
Where  is  the  Gold  I  gave  in  Charge  to  thee? 

E.  Dro.  To  me,  Sir?  Why,  you  gave  no  Gold  to  me. 
Ant.  Come  on,  Sir  Knave,  have  done  your  fooliilinefs, 

And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  thy  Charge? 
E.  Dro.  My  Charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  fiom  the  Mart 

Home  to  your  Houfe,  the  Phoenix,  Sir,  to  Dinner; 
My  Miftrefs  and  her  Sifter  ftay  for  you. 

Ant.  Now  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  anfwer  me, 

In  what  fafe  Place  you  have  beftow'd  my  Mony ; 
Or  I  fliall  break  that  merry  Sconce  of  yours 

That  ftands  on  Tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd : Where  is  the  rhoufand  Marks  thou  hadft  of  me? 

E.  Dro.  I  have  fome  Marks  of  yours  upon- my  Pate; 

Some  of  my  Miftrefs's  Marks  upon  my  Shoulders; 
But  not  a  thoufand  Marks  between  you  both. 
If  I  lliould  pay  your  Worfhip  thofe  again, 
Perchance  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently.  [thou  ? 

Ant.  Thy  Miftrefs's  Marks?  What  Miftrefs,  Slave,  haft 
E.  Dro.  Your  Worship's  Wife,  my  Miftrefs  at  the  Phoenix ; 

She  that  doth  faft  'nil  you  come  home  to  Dinner; 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  Dinner. 

Ant,  What,  wik  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  Face, 
Being  forbid?  There,  take  you  that,  Sir  Knave. 

E.  Dro.  What  mean  you,  Sir?  For  God  fake  hold  your 

Nay,  and  you  will  not,  Sir,  I'll  take  my  Heels.       [Hands ; 
[Exit  Dromio  Ep. 

Ant.  Upon  my  Life,  by  fome  Device  or  other, 

The  Villain  is  o'er-wrought  of  all  my  Mony. 
They  fay,  this  Town  is  full  of  Couzenage ; 
As  nimble  Juglers,  that  deceive  the  Eye; 
Dark-working  Sorcerers,  that  change  the  Mind  5 
Soul-killing  Witches,  that  deform  the  Body; 
Difguis'd  Cheaters,  prating  Mountebanks, And  many  fuch  like  Liberties  of  Sin: 
If  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner* 

I'll  to  the  Centaur  to  go  feek  this  Slave; 
I  greatly  fear  my  Mony  is  not  fafe, 

'   [Exit. 

T4  ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

-^/^XTEither  my  Husband,  nor  the  Slave  return'd, 
J/N    That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  leek  his  Mafter; 

Sure,  Luciano,^  it  is  two  a  Clock. 
Luc.  Perhaps  fome  Merchant  hath  invited  him, 

And  from  the  Mart  he's  fowcwhere  gone  to  Dinner: 
Good  Sifter,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret. 
A  Man  is  Mafter  of  his  Liberty  : 
Time  is  their  Mafter,    and  when  they  fee  time, 

They'll  go  or  come;  if  fo,  be  patient,  Sifter. 
Adr.  Why  ftiould  their  Liberty  than  ours  be  more? 
Luc.  Becaufe  their  Buftnefs  ft  ill  lyes  out  a-door. 
Adr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ill. 
Luc.  Oh,  know  he  is  the  Bridle  of  your  Will. 
Adr.  There's  none  but  Affes  will  be  bridled  fo. 
Luc.  Why,  head-ftrong  liberty  is  lafht  with  Wo, 

There's  nothing  fituate  under  Heave's  Eye, 
But  hath  its  bound  in  Earth,  in  Sea,  in  Sky : 
The  Beafts,  the  Fifties,  and  the  winged  Fowls, 

Are  their  Male's  Subjects,  and  at  their  Controuls: 
Man  more  divine,  the  M*fter  of  all  thefe, 
Lord  of  the  wide  Word,  and  wide  watry  Seas, 

Indu'd  with  intellectual  Senfe  and  Soul, 
Of  more  Preheminence  than  Fifh  and  Fowl, 
Are  Mafters  to  their  Females,  and  their  Lords : 
Then  let  your  Will  attend  on  their  Accords. 

Adr.  This  Servitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 
Luc.  Not  this,  but  Troubles  of  the  Marriage-bed. 
Adr.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome  Sway. 

Luc.  E'er  I  learn  Love,  I'll  pra&ife  to  Obey. 
Adr.  How  if  your  Husband  ftart  fome  other  where  ? 

Luc.  'Till'  he  come  home  again  I  would  forbear. 
Adr.  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvel  tho'  fhe  paufe; 

They  can  be  meek  that  have  no  other  Caufe ; 

A  wretched  Soul  bruis'd  with  Adverfity, 
We  bid  be  quiet  when  we  hear  it  cry; 

But  were  we  burden 'd  with  lilce  weight  of  Pain, 
As  much,  or  more  we  ftiould  our  felves  complain: 

So 
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So  thou  that  haft  no  unkind  Mate  to  grieve  the*, 
With  urging  hdplefs  Patience  wouldft  relieve  me: 
But  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft, 

This  fool-begg'd  Patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 
l*uc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  try; 

Here  comes  your  Man,  now  is  your  Husband  nigh. 
Enter  Dromio  Eph. 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  Matter  now  at  hand? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  Hands  with  me,  and  that  my two  Ears  can  witnefr. 

Adr.  Say,  didft  thou  fpeak  with  him?  Know'ft  thou  his Mind? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  Mind  upon  mine  Ear, 
Befhrew  his  Hand,  I  (caret  could  underftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not  feel  his Meaning? 
E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well  feel 

his  Blows;  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  could  fcarce  un- 
derftand them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  prethee,  is  he  coming  home? 
It  feems  he  hath  great  Care  to  pleafe  his  Wife. 

E.  Dro.  Why,  Miftrefs,  fure  my  Mafter  is  Horn-mad. 
Adr.  Horn-mad,  thou  Villain  ? 
E.  Dro.  I  mean. not  Cuckold-mad; 

But  fure  he  is  ftark  mad : 

When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  Dinner, 
He  ask'd  me  for  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Gold : 

'Tis  Dinner-time,  quoth  I ;  my  Gold,  quoth  he: 
Your  Meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I;  my  Gold,  quoth  he: 
Will  you  come,  quoth  I  ?  My  Gold,  quoth  he : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  Marks  I  gave  thee,  Villain  ? 

The  Pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd ;  my  Gold,  quoth  he : 
My  Miftrefs,  Sir,  quoth  I;  hang  up  thy  Miftrefs; 
I  know  not  thy  Miftrefs;  out  on  thy  Miftrefs. 

Luc.  Quoth  who? 

E.  Dro.  Quoth  my  Mafter :  I  know,  quoth  he,  no  Houfe, 
no  Wife,  no  Miftrefs;  fo  that  my  Errand,  due  unto  my 
Tongue,  I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  Shoulders:  For 
in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr.  Go  back  again,  thou  Slave,  and  fetch  him  home. 

E.Dro 
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E.Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home? 

For  God's  fake  fend  fome  other  McfTenger. 
Adr.  Back,  Slave,  or  I  will  break  thy  Pate  acrofs. 
E.  Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  Crofs  with  other  beating: 

Between  you  I  mall  have  a  holy  Head. 
Adr.  Hence,  prating  Peafant,  fetch  thy  Matter  home. 
E.  Dro.  Ami  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me, 

That  like  a  Foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither: 
If  I  laft  in  this  Service,  you  muft  cafe  me  in  Leather.  [Exit. 

Luc.  Fie,  how  Impatience  lowreth  in  your  Face  I 
Adr.  His  Company  muft  do  his  Minions  grace> 

Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  Look: 

Hath  homely  Age  th'  alluring  Beauty  took 
From  my  poor  Cheek  ?  Then  he  hath  wafted  it.    . 
Are  my  Difcourfes  dull  ?  Barren  my  Wit? 

If  voluble  and  (harp  Difcourfe  be  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blots  it  more  than  Marble  hard. 

Do  their  gay  Veftmcnts  his  Affections  bait? 

That's  not  my  Fault;  he's  Mafter  of  my  State, 
What  Ruins  are  in  me  that  can  be  found, 

By  him  not  ruin'd?  Then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  Defeatures.     My  decayed  fair, 
A  funny  Look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
But,  too  unruly  Deer,  he  breaks  the  Pale, 
And  feeds  from  home;  poor  I  am  but  his  Stale. 

Luc.  Self-harming  Jealoufie;  fie,  beat  it  hence. 
Adr.  Unfeeling  Fools  can  withfuch  Wrongs  difpcnfe: 

I  know  Jais  Eye  dorh  Homage  other-where; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here? 

Sifter,  you  know  he  promis'd  me  a  Chain, 
Would  that  alone,  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  Bed. 
I  fee  the  Jewel  beft  enameled 
Will  lofe  his  Beauty;  yet  the  Gold  bides  ftill 

<f  hat  others  touch,  and  often  touching  will : 
Since  that  my  Beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  Eye, 

I'll  weep,  what's  left,  away,  and  weeping  die. 
Luc.  How  many  fond  Fools  fcrve  mad  Jealoufie  ? 

\_Exemt. '  Enter 
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Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

Ant.  The  Gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur,  and  the  heedful  Slave 

Is  wander'd  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 

By  computation,  and  mine  Hoft's  report, 
I  couid  not  (peak  with  Dromio,  fince  at  fir  ft 
I  fent  him  from  ths  Mart.  See  here  he  come?. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

How  now,  Sir?  is  your  merry  Humour  alter'd? 
As  you  love  Stroak^,  (c»jeft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur?  You  receiv'd  no  Gold? 
Your  Miftrefs  lent  to  ha^e  me  home  to  Dinner? 

My  Houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix  I  Waft  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me: 

S.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  Sir?  When  fpake  I  fuch  a  Word? 
Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  Hour  fince. 

i  S.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  Gold  you  gave  me. 

Ant.  Villain,  thot'  didft  deny  the  Gold's  Receipt, 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  Miftrefs,  and  a  Dinner; 
For  which  I  hope  thou  felt'ft  I  was  dipleas'd. 

S.  Dro.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  Vein: 
What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  Mafter,  tell  me? 

Ant.  Yea,  doft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  Teeth? 

Think'ft  thou  I  jeft?  Hold,  take  thou  that,  and  that.  [Beats  Dro. 
S.  Dro.  moid,  Sir,  for  God's  fake,  now  your  Jeft  is  Earneft; 

Upon  what  Bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 
Ant.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes 

Do  ufe  you  for  my  Fool,,  and  chat  with  you, 
Your  Sawcinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  Love, 
And  make  a  Common  of  my  ferious  Hours. 
Wh^n  the  Sun  fhines  let  foolifh  Gnats  make  fporr, 
But  creep  in  Crannies  when  he  hides  his  Beams : 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  Afpecl:, 
And  fafhion  your  Demeanor  to  my  Looks; 
Or  I  will  beat  this  Method  in  your  Sconce. 

E.  Dro.  Sconce,  call  you  it?  So  you  would  leave  batter- 
ing, I  had  rather  have  it  a  Head;  an  you  ufe  thefe  Blows 

long,  I  muft  get  a  Sconce  for  my  Head,  and  infeonce  it  too, 
or  elk  I  fhall  (eek  my  Wit  in  my  Shoulders:  But  I  pray, 
Sir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? Ant. 
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Ant.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  I  am  beaten* 
Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why* 
S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  and  wherefore;  for  they  fay,  every  why 

hath  a  wherefore. 

Ant.  Why,  firft  for  flouting  me;  and  then  wherefore,  for 
urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me. 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  Man  thus  beaten  out  of  Sea- 
fon,  when  in  the  Why  and  the  Wherefore  is  neither  Rhime 
nor  Reafon.     Well,  Sir,  t  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  me,  Sir,  for  what? 
S.  Dro,  Marry,  Sir,  for  this  fomething  that  you  gave  me 

for  nothing.  , 

Ant.  I'll  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  nothing  for 
fomething.     But  fay,  Sir,  is  it  Dinner-time? 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir ;  I  think  the  Meat  wants  that  I  have. 

Ant.  In  good  time,  Sir;  what's  that? 
4?.  Dro.   Bafting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  then  -twill  be  dry. 
S.  Dro.  If  it  be,  Sir,  I  pray  you  eat  not  of  it. 
Ant.  Your  Reafon? 

S.  Dro.  Left  it  make  you  Cholerick,  and  purchafe  mc  a- 
nother  dry  bafting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time;  there's  a  time 
for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  I  durft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you  were  fo  cho- lerick. 

Ant.  By  what  Rule,  Sir? 
S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  by  a  Rule  as  plain  as  the  plain  bald 

Pate  of  Father  Time  himfelf. 

Ant.  Let's  hear  ir. 
S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  Man  to  recover  his  Hair 

that  grows  bald  by  Nature. 
Ant.  May  he  not  do  it  by  Fine  and  Recovery  ? 
S.  Dro.  Yes,  to  pay  a  Fine  for  a  Peruke,  and  recover  the 

loft  Hair  of  another  Man. 

Ant.  Why,  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  Hair,  being,  as  it 
is,  fo  plentiful  an  Excrement? 

S.  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  Blefling  that  hebeftows  onBeafts; 
and  what  he  hath  fcanted  them  in  Hair,  he  hath  given  them 
in  Wit. 

Anu 
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Ant.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  Man  hath  more  Hair  than Wit. 
S.  Dro.  Not  a  Man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  Wit  to  lofe 

his  Hair.  , 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  Men  plain  Dealers 
without  Wit. 

S.  Dro. The  plainer  Dealer,  the  fooner  loft;  yet  he  I'ofeth 
it  in  a  kind  of  Jollity. 

Ant.  For  what  Reafon  ? 
S.  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. 
Ant.  Nay,  not  found  ones,  I  pray  you. 
4?.  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  fure  in  a  thing  falfing. 
&  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 
Ant.  Name  them. 

S.  Dro.  The  one  to  fave  the  Mony  that  he  fpends  in  trim- 
ming ;  the,  other,  that  at  Dinner  they  fhould  not  drop  in  his 

Porrage. 

Ant.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there  is  no 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  and  did,  Sir,  namely,  no  time  to  recover 
Hair  loft  by  Nature. 

Ant.  But  your  Reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there  is 
no  time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it:  Time  himfelf  is  bald, and  there- 

fore to  the  World's  end,  will  have  bald  Followers. 
Ant.  I  knew  'twould  be  a  baldConclufion;  butfoft,  who 

wafts  us  yonder? 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholis^  look  ftrange  and  frown; 
Some  other  Miftrefs  hath  feme  fweet  Afpe&s. 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  Wife. 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg'd  wouldft  vow, 
That  never  Words  were  Mufick  to  thine  Ear, 
That  never  Objed  pleafing  in  thine  Eye, 
That  never  Touch  well  welcome  to  thy  Hand, 

That  never  Meat  fweet-favour'd  in  thy  Tafte, 
Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carv'd  to  thee. 
How  comes  it  now,  my  Husband,  oh  how  comes  it, 
That  thou  art  thus  eftranged  from  thy  felf? 

Thy  felf,  I  call  it,  being  ftrang'e  to  me: That 
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That  undividable  Incorporate 

Am  better  than  thy  dear  Self's  better  Part. 
Ah  do  not  tear  away  thy  fclf  from  me ; 

For  know,  my  Love,  as  eafie  may'ft  thou  fall 
A  Drop  of  Water  in  the  breaking  Gulf, 
And  take  unmingled  thence  that  Drop  again, 
Without  addition  or  dimimfhing, 
As  take  from  m^  thy  lelf,  and  not  me  too. 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 
Shouldft  thou  hear  I  were  licentious; 

And  that  this  Body  confecrate  to  thee,  I 
By  Rxrffiarj  Luft  ihould  be  contaminate? 
Wpuldft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurn  at  me, 
And  hurl  the  Name  of  Husband  in  my  Face, 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  Skin  of  my  Harlot- brow, 
And  from  my  falfe  Hand  cut  the  Wedding-Ring, 
And  break  it%with  a  deep-divorcing  Vow? 
I  know  thou  canft;  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it. 
I  am  pofTeft  with  an  adulterate  Blot; 
My  Blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  Luft: 
For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 
I  do  digeft  the  Poifon  of  my  Flefh, 
Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  Contagion. 
Keep  thou  fair  League  and  Truce  with  thy  true  Bed; 

I  live  diftain'd,  and  thou  dishonoured. 
Ant.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  Dame?  I  know  y6u  not: 

In  Ephefits  I  am  but  two  Hours  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  Town  as  to  your  Talk, 

Who  every  Word  by  all  my  Wit  being  fcann'd, Wants  Wit  in  all  one  Word  to  understand. 

Luc.  Fie,  Brother,  how  the  World  is  chang'd  with  you; 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  Sifter  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  Dinner. 

Ant.  By  Dromio? 
S.  Dro.  By  me. 
Adr.  By  thee ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him, 

That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  Blows, 

Deny'd  my  Houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  Wife. 
Ant.  Did  you  converfe,  Sir,  with  this  Gentlewoman? 

What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  Compact? 

S.  Dro.  I,  Sir?  I  never  faw  her  'till  this  time. Ani. 
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Ant.  Villain,  thou  Heft ;  for  even  her  very  Words 

Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  Mart. 
S.  Dro*  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  Life. 
Ant.  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  Names, 

Unlefs  it  be  by  Infpiration  \ 
Adr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  Gravity, 

To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  Slave, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  Mood? 
By  it  my  Wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt, 
But  wrong  not  that  Wrong  with  a  more  Contempt. 
Come,  I  will  faften  on  this  Sleeve  of  thine ; 
Thou  art  an  Elm,  my  Husband,  I  a  Vine: 

Whofe  Weaknefs  marry  ?d  to  thy  ftronger  State, 
Makes  me  with  thy  Strength  to  communicate; 
If  ought  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  Drofs, 
Ufurping  Ivy,  Brier,  or  idle  Mofs, 
Who  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  Intrufion,^ 
Infect  thy  Sap,  ancLlive  on  thy  Confufion. 

Ant.  To  me  fhe  fpeaks;  Hie  moves  me  for  her  Theam; 

What,  was  I  marry'd  to  her  in  my  Dream  ? 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this? 
What  Error  drives  our  Eyes  and  Ears  amifs? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  Uncertainty, 

I'll  entertain  the  freed  Fallacy. 
Luc.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  Servants  fpread  for  Dinner. 
S.  Dro.  Oh  for  my  Beads,  I  crofs  me  for  a  Sinner. 

This  is  the  Fairy  Land:  Oh  Spight  of  Spights ; 
We  talk  with  Goblins,  Owls,  and  Elves  Sprights ;  , 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 

They'll  fuck  our  Breath,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blue. 
Luc.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thy  felf, 

Dromio,  thou  Dromio,  Snail,  thou  Slug,  thou  Sot  ? 
S.  Dro.  I  am  transformed,  Matter,  am  I  not  ? 
Ant.  I  think  thou  art  in  Mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

S.  Dro.  Nay,  Mafter,  both  in  Mind  and  in  my  Shape. 
Ant.  Thou  haft  thine  own  Form. 

S.  Dro.  No ;  I  am  an  Ape. 

Luc.  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  ought,  'tis  to  an  Afs. 
S.  Dro.  'Tis  true,  fhe  rides  me,  and  I  long  for  Graft. 

'Tis  fo;  I  am  an  Afs;  elfe  it  could  never  be, But  I  fhould  know  her  as  well  as  (he  knows  me. Adr. 
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Adr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  Fool, 

•  To  put  the  Finger  in  the  Eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  Man  and  Matter  laughs  my  Woes  to  fcorn. 
Come,  Sir,  to  Dinner;  Dromio,  keep  the  Gate; 

Husband,  I'll  dine  above  with  you  to  Day, 
And  fhnvc  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  Pranks: 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  Mafter, 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  Creature  enter: 
Come,  Sifter;  Dromio,  play  the  Porter  well. 

Ant.  Am  I  in  Earth,  in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell  f 

Sleeping  or  waking,  mad  or  well  advis'd; 
Known  unto  thele,  and  to  my  felf  difguis'd? 
I'll  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfevere  fo; 
And  in  this  Mift  at  all  Adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  fhall  I  be  Porter  at  the  Gate  * 

Adr.  Ay,  and  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  Pate." Luc.  Come,  come,  Antipholis,  we  dine  too  late. 

ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  Dromio  of  Ephefus,  Angelo 
and  Balthazar. 

E.Ant.  /^Ood  Signior  Angelo,  you  muft  excufe  us  all: 
VJ  My  Wife  is  fhrewifh  when  I  keep  not  Hours; 

Say,  that  I  linger'd  with  you  at  your  Shop 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  Carkanet, 
And  that  to  Morrow  you  will  bring  it  Home. 

But  here's  a  Villain  that  would  face  me  down, 
He  met  me  on  the  Mart,  and  that  I  beat  him, 

And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Gold; 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  Wife  and  Houfe: 
Thou  Drunkard  thou,  what  didft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

E.  Dro.  Say  what  you  will,  Sir,  but  I  know  what  I  know, 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  Mart,  I  have  your  Hand  to  fhow ; 
If  the  Skin  were  Parchment,  and  the  Blows  you  gave  were  Ink, 
Your  Hand-writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 

E.  Ant.  I  think  thou  art  an  Afs. 

E.  Dro.  Marry,  fo  it  doth  appear 
By  the  Wrongs  I  fuffer,  and  the  Blows  I  bear  j 
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I  mould  kick  being  kickt;  and  being  at  that  paft, 
You  would  keep  from  my  Heels,  and  beware  of  an  Afs. 

E.  'Ant.  Y'are  hd,  Signior  Balthazar  :  Pray  God  our  Cheer 
May  anfwer  my  good  Wil!,  and  your  good  Welcome  here. 

Bri.  I  hold  your  Dainties  cheap,  Sir,  and  your  welcome 
dear. 

E.Ant.  Ah  Signior  Balthazar,  either  at  Flefh  or  Fifh, 
A  Table-full  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  Difh. 

Bal.  Good  M?ar,  Sir,  is  common,  that  every  Churl  affords. 

E.  Ant.  And  Welcome  more  common;  for  that's  nothing but  Words. 

Bal.  Small  Cheer,   and  great  Welcome,   makes  a  merry 
Feaft. 

,  E.  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  Hoft,  and  more  fparing  Guefl: 

But  tho'  my  Catcs  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  Cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  a  better  Heart. 
But  foft;  my  Door  is  lockt;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 

E.  Dro.  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cijly,  Gillian,  Ginn. 
S.  Dro.  within.  Morne,  Malt-horfe,Capon,Coxcomb,  Idiot 

Patch. 

Either  get  thee  from  the  Door,  or  fit  down  at  the  Hatch : 

Doft  thou  conjure  for  Wenches,  that  thou  call'ft  for  fuch  ftore, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  Go,  get  thee  from  the  Door. 

E.  Dro.  What  Patch  is  made  our  Porter  ?  My  Mafter 
flays  in  the  Street. 

S.  Dro.   Let   him  walk  from  whence  he  came,   lefl  he 
catch  cold  on's  Feet. 

E.Ant.  Who  talks  within  there?  Hoa,  open  the  Door. 

S.  Dro.  Right,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  when,  and  you'll  tell  me wherefore. 

E.Ant.  Wherefore?  for  my  Dinner:  I  have  not  din'd  to Day. 

S.  Dro.  Nor  to  Day  here  you  muft  not :  -Come  again  when 
you  may. 

E.Ant.  What  art  thou  that  keep'ft  me  out  from  the  Houfe I  owe? 

S.  Dro.  The  Porter  for  this  time,  Sir,  and  my  Name  is Dromio. 

E.Dro.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  ftol'n  both  mine  Office  and 
my  Name. 

The  one  ne'er  got  mc  Credit,  the  other  mickle  Blame; Vol.  L  U  If 
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If  thou  had  ft  been  Dromio  to  Day  in  my  place, 

Thou  wouldft  have  chang'd  thy  Face  for  a  Name,  or  thy Name  for  an  Afs. 
Luce,  within.  What  a  Coile  is  there,  Dromio  ?    Who  are 

thofe  at  the  Gate? 

E.  Dro.  Let  my  Mafter  in,  Luce, 
Luce,  Faith,  no;  he  comes  too  late;  and  fo  tell  your  Mafter. 
E,  Dro.  O  Lord,  I  muft  laugh ;   have  at  you  with  a  Pro- 

verb, 

Shall  I  fet  in  my  Staff? 

Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another;  that's  when?  Can  you tell? 

tS.  Dro.  If  thy  Name  be  called  Luce,  Luce,  thou  haft  an- 
fwer'd  him  well. 

E.  Ant.  Do  you  hear,  you  Minion,   you'll  let  us  in,  I hope? 

Luce.  I  thought  to  have  askt  you. 
S.  Dro.  And  you  laid,  no. 
E.Dro.  So,  come,  help,  well  ftruck;  there  was  Blow  for 

Blow. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  Baggage,  let  me  in. 
Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake? 
E.  Dro.  Mafter,  knock  the  Door  hard* 

Luce,  Let  him  knock  'till  it  ake. 

E.  Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this,  Minion,  if  I  beat  the  Door down. 

Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  Stocks  in  the 
Town? 

Adr.  -within.  Who  is  that  at  the  Door  that  keeps  all  this 
Noife? 

S.  Dro.  By  my  Troth,  your  Town  is  troubled  with  un- 
ruly Boys. 

E.Ant.  Are  you  there,  Wife?  You  might  have  come  be- 
fore. 

Adr.  Your  Wife,  Sir  Knave !  Co  get  you  from  the  Door. 
E.  Dro,  If  you  went  in  pain,  Mafter,  this  Knave  would 

go  fore. 
Aug.  Here  is  neither  Cheer,  Sir,  nor  Welcome;  we  would 

fain  have  either. 

Bal.  In  debating  which  was  beft,  we  fhall  part  with  nei- 
ther. 

£.  Drol 
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E.Dro.  They  ftand  at  the  Door,  Mafter;  bid  them  Wel- 
come hither. 

E.Ant.  There  is  fomething  in  the  Wind,  that  we  cannot 

get  in, 
E.  Dro.  You  would  fay  fo,  M after,  if  your  Garments 

 were 
thin* 

Your  Cake  here  is  warm  within :   You  ftand  here  in  the 
Cold. 

It  would  make  a  Man  as  mad  as  a  Buck  to  be  fo  bought  and 
fold. 

E.Anu  Go  fetch  me  foraething,  I'll  break  ope  the  Gate. 
S.  Dro.   Break  any  breaking  here,   and   I'll  break  your 

Knave's  Pate. 
E.  Dro.  A  Man  may  break  a  Word  with  you,  Sir,  and 

Words  axe  but  Wind; 

Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  Face,  fo  he  break  it  not  behind. 

S.  Dro.  It  feems  thou  want'ft  breaking ;  Out  upon  thee, Hind. 

E.  Dro.  Here's  too  much:  Out  upon  thee;  I  pray  thee let  me  in. 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  when  Fowls  have  no  Feathers,  and  Fifh  have 
no  Fin. 

E.  Ant.  Well,  I'll  break  in;  go  borrow  me  a  Crow. 
E.  Dro.  A  Crow  without  Feather,  Mafter,  mean  you  fo? 

For  a  Fifh  without  a  Fin,  there's  a  Fowl  without  a  Feather: 
If  a  Crow  help  us  in,  Sirrah,  we'll  pluck  a  Crow  together. 

E.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  Iron  Crow. 
BaL  Have  patience,  Sir :  Oh  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Herein  you  war  againft  your  Reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  Sufpecl: 
Trf  unviolated  Honour  of  your  Wife. 
Once  this;  your  long  experience  of  her  Wifdom, 
Her  fober  Virtue,  Years  and  Modefty, 
Plead  on  her  part  fome  Caufe  to  you  unknown ; 
And  doubt  not,  Sir,  but  me  will  well  excufe 
Why  at  this  time  the  Doors  are  made  againft  you. 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  depart  in  Patience, 
And  let  us  to  the  Tjger  all  to  Dinner, 
And  about  Evening  come  your  felf  alone, 
To  know  the  Reafon  of  this  ftrange  Reftraint. 
If  by  ftrong  Hand  you  offer  to  break  in 

U  z  Now 
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Now  in  the  ftirring  Paftage  of  the  Day, 
A  vulgar  Comment  will  be  made  of  it ; 
And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  Rout, 
Againft  your  yet  uncalled  Eftimation, 
That  may  with  foul  Intrufion  enter  in, 
And  dwell  upon  your  Grave  when  you  are  dead; 
For  Slander  lives  upon  Succeflion, 

For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  PofTeffion. 
E.  Ant.  You  have  prevail'd;  I  will  depart  in  quiet^ 

And  in  defpight  of  Mirth  mean  to  be  merry. 
I  know  a  Wench  of  excellent  Difcourfe, 

Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and  yet  too  gentle  ; 
There  will  we  dine :  This  Woman  that  I  mean, 
My  Wife,  but  I  proteft  without  Defert, 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal; 
To  her  will  we  to  Dinner.   Get  you  home,  ■ , 

And  fetch  the  Chain;  by  this  I  know  'tis  made; 
Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine*, 
For  there's  the  Houfe:  That  Chain  I  will  beftow, 
Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  Wife, 
Upon  my  Hoftefs  there;  good  Sir,  make  hafte : 
Since  my  own  Doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 

I'll  knock  elfewhere,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 
Ang.  I'll  meepyou  at  that  Place,  fome  Hour,  Sir,  hence. 
E.Ant.  Dofo;  this  Jeft  fhall  coftme  fomeExpence.  [Exe. 

Enter  Luciana,  with  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 
Luc.  And  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 

A  Husband's  Office?  Shall  Antipholis, 
Even  in  the  Spring  of  Love,  thy  Love-fprings  rot? 
Shall  Love  in  Buildings  grow  fo  ruinate? 
If  you  did  wed  my  Sifter  for  her  Wealth, 
Then  for  her  Wealchs-fake  tife  her  with  more  Kindnefs; 
Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  Health, 
Muffle  your  falfe  Love  with  fome  fhew  of  Blindnefs; 
Let  not  my  Sifter  read  it  in  your  Eye; 

Be  not  thy  Tongue  thy  own  Shame's  Orator ; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair;  become  Difloyalty; 

Apparel  Vice  like  Virtue's  Harbinger; 
Bear  a  fair  Prefence,  tho'  your  Heart  he  tainted; 
Teach  Sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  Saint; 
Be  fecret  Falfe:  What  need  ihe  be  acquainted? 

What 



The  Comedy  of  Errors.  2  ?  3 
What  fimple  Thief  brags  of  his  own  Attaint? 

'Tis  double  Wrong  to  truant  with  your  Bed, 
And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  Looks  at  Board: 
Shame  hath  a  Baftard-famc,  well  managed ; 
111  Deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  Word: 

Alas  poor  Women,  make  us  not  believe, 
Being  compact  of  Credit,  that  you  love  us; 
Tho'  others  have  the  Arm,  mew  us  the  Sleeve: 
We  in  your  Motion  run;  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then,  gentle  Brother,  get  you  in  again; 
Comfort  my  Siller,  ehear  her,  call  her  Wife: 

*Tis  holy  Sport  to  be  a  little  vain, 
When  the  fweet  breath  of  Flattery  conquers  Strife, 

S.  Ant.  Sweet  Miftrefs;  what  your  Name  is  elfe,  I  know  not; 
Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine: 
Lefs  in  your  Knowledge,  and  your  Grace  you  (how  not, 

Than  our  Earth's  Wonder,  more  than  Earth,  Divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  Creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak ; 
Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofs  Conceit, 

Smother'd  in  Errors,  feeble,  fhadow,  weak,- 
The  foulded  meaning  of  your  Words  deceit ; 

Againft  my  Soul's  pure  Truth,  why  labour  you, To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  Field  ? 

Are  you  a  God?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  Power  I'll  yield. 
But  if  that  I  am  I,   then  well  I  know 

Your  weeping  Sifter  is  no  Wife  of  mine, 
Nor  to  her  Bed  a  Homage  do  I  owe; 
Far  more,  far  more  to  you  do  I  decline : 
Oh  train  me  not,  fweet  Mermaid,  with  thy  Note, 

To  drown  me  in  thy  Sifter's  flood  of  Tears; 
Sing  Siren  for  thy  felf,  and  I  will  dote; 

Spread  o'er  the  filver  Waves  thy  golden  Hairs, 
And  as  a  Bed  I'll  take  thee,  and  there  lye-: 
And  in  that  glorious  Supposition  think, 
He  gains  by  Death  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die; 
Let  Love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  he  fink. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 
S.  Ant.  Not  mad,  but  mated ;  how,  I  do  not  know* 
Luc.  It  is  a  Fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  Eye. 
S.Ant*  For  gazing  on  your  Beams,  fair  Sun  being  by. 

U  5  Luc. 
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Luc.  Gaze  when  you  fhould,    and  that  will  clear  your Sight. 

S.  Ant.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  Love,  as  look  on  Night, 
Luc.  Why  call  you  me,  Love?  call  my  Sifter  fo. 
S.  Am.  Thy  Sifter's  Sifter. 
Luc.  That's  my  Sifter. 
S.  Ant.  No;  it  is  ,thy  felf,  mine  own  felf's  better  Part : 

Mine  Eye's  clear  Eye,  my  dear  Heart's  dearer  Heart, 
My  Food,  my  Fortune,  and  my  fweet  Hope's  Aim, 
My  fole  Earth's  Heav'n,  and  my  Heaven's  Claim. Luc.  All  this  my  Sifter  is,  or  elfe  fhould  be. 

S.  Ant.  Call  thy  felf,  Sifter  fweet ;  for  I  am  thee: 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  Life, 
Thou  haft  no  Husband  yet,  nor  I  no  Wife; 
Give  me  thy  Hand. 

Luc.  Oh  foft,  Sir,  hold  you  ftill  ; 

I'll  fetch  my  Sifter,  to  get  her  good  Will.  [Exit  Luc. Enter  Dromio  of  Siracufe. 

S.  Ant.  Why  how  now,  Dromio.  where  runn'ft  thou  fo faft? 

S.Dro.  Doyouknowme,  Sir?  am  I  Dromio  f  am  I  your 
Man  ?  am  I  my  felf? 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio,   thou  art  my  Man,   thou  art 
thy  fe[f, 

S.Dro.  lam  an  Afs,  I  am  a  Woman's  Man,  and  befides  my felf. 

S.  Ant.  What  Woman's  Man  ?  and  how  befides  thy  felf? 
S.Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  befides  my  felf,  I  am  due  to  a  Woman; 

One  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  that  will  have  me. 
S.  Ant.  What  Claim  lays  (he  to  thee  ? 
S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fuch  Claim  as  you  would  lay  to  your 

Horfe ;  and  ftie  would  have  me  as  a  Beaft  :  Not  that  I  being 
a  Beaft  fhe  would  have  me,  but  that  flic  being  a  very  beaft- 
ly  Creature,  lays  Claim  to  me. 

S.Ant.  What  is  fhe? 

S.  Dro.  A  very  reverent  Body ;  ay,  fuch  a  one  as  a  Man  may 
rot  fpeakof,  without  he  fay,  Sir-reverence:  I  have  but  lean 
luck  in  the  Match;  and  yet  is  me  a  wondrous  fat  Marriage. 

S.  Ant.  How  doftthou  mean,  a  fat  Marriage? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fhe's  the  Kitchin-wench,  and  all  Greafe, 
and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to  make  a  Lamp 

of 
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of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light.  I  warrant,  her 

Rags,  and  the  Tallow  in  them,  will  burn  a  Poland  Winter : 

If  me  lives  'till  Doomfday,  me'll  burn  a  Week  longer  than the  whole  World. 

S.Ant.  What  Complexion  is  fhe  of? 

S.  Dro.  Swart,  like  my  Shoe,  but  her  Face  nothing  like 

fo  clean  kept;  for  why?  (lie  fweats,  a  Man  may  go  over- 
fhoes  in  the  Grime  of  it. 

S.Ant.  That's  a  Fault  that  Water  will  mend, 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  'tis  in  Grain ;  Noah\  Flood  could  not  do  it. 
S.  Ant.  What's  her  Name  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nell,  Sir ;  but  her  Name  is  three  Quarters;  that's an  Ell  and  three  Quarters  will  not  meafure  her  from  Hip  to 
Hip. 

S.Ant.  Then  fhe  bears  fome  breadth? 

S.  Dro.  No  longer  from  Head  to  Foot,  than  from  Hip  to 

Hip;  me  is  Spherical,  like  a  Globe  :  I  could  find  out  Coun- tries in  her. 

S.  Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  Body  ftands  Ireland  ? 
S.Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  in  her  Buttocks;  I  found  it  out  by 

the  Bogs. 
S.Ant.  Where  Scotland  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  Barrennefs,  hard  in  the  Palm  of 
her  Hand. 

S.  Ant.   VYhere  France  ? 

S.Dro.  In  her  Forehead,  arm'd  and  reverted,  making  War 
againft  her  Hair. 

S.Ant.  Where  England? 

S.  Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  Cliffs  but  I  could  find  no 
whitenefs  in  them;  but  I  guefs,  it  flood  in  her  Chin,  by  the 
fait  Rheum  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Spain? 
$.  Dm.  Faith,  I  Jaw  it  not;  but  I  felt  it  hot  in  her  Breath, 
S.  Ant.  Where  Americay  the  Indies  ? 

S.Bro.  Oh,  Sir,  upon  her  Nofe,  all  o'er  embelliflied  with 
Rubies,  Carbuncles,  Saphires,  declining  their  rich  Afpecl:  to 
the  hot  Breath  of  Spain9  who  fent  whole  Armadoes  of  Gar- 

nets to  be  ballad  at  her  Nofe. 

S.  Ant.  Where  flood  Belgiay  the  Netherlands  ? 
S.Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude,  this 

Drudge,  or  Diviner,  laid  claim  to  me,  call'd  me  Dromio, 
U  4  fwore 
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fwore  I  was  affur'd  to  her,  told  me  what  privy  Marks  I  had 
about  me,  as  the  Marks  on  my  Shoulder,  the  Mole  in  my 

Neck,  the  great  Wart  on  my  left  Arm,  that  I,  amaz'd,  ran 
from  her,  as  a  Witch.  And  I  think,  if  my  Breaft  had  not 
been  made  of  Faith,  and  my  Heart  of  Steel,  fhe  had  tranf- 

form'd  me  to  a  Curtal  Dog ,  and  made  me  turn  i*  th' Wheel. 

S.  Ant.  Go  hie  thee  prefently ;  poll  to  the  Road  ; 
And  if  the  Wind  blow  any  way  from  Shore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  Town  to  Night. 
If  any  Bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  Mart; 
Where  I  will  walk  'till  thou  return  to  me  : 
If  every  one  knows  us,  and  we  know  none, 

'Tis  time  I  think  to  trudge,  pack  and  be  gone. S.  Dro.  As  from  a  Bear  a  Man  would  run  for  Life, 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  Wife.  [Exit. 

S.  Ant.  There's  none  but  Witches  do  inhabit  here; 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence: 
She  that  doth  call  me  Husband,  even  my  Soul 
Doth  for  a  Wife  abhor:  But  her  fair  Sifter, 
PofTeft  with  fuch  a  gentle  Sovereign  Grace, 
Of  fuch  inchanting  Prefence  and  Difcourfe, 
Hath  almoft  made  me  Traitor  to  my  felf : 

But  left  my  felf  be  guilty  to  Self-wrong, 

I'll  flop  mine  Ears  againft  the  Mermaid's  Song. 
Enter  Angelo  with  a  Chain. 

Ant,  Mr.  Antipholis. 

S.  Ant.  Ay,  that's  my  Name. 
Ang.  I  know  it  well,  Sir,  lo,  here's  the  Chain ; 

I  thought  to  have  tane  you  at  the  Porcupine; 

The  Chain  unfinifh'd  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 
S.  Ant.  What  is  your  Will  that  I  (hall  do  with  this.? 
Ang.  What  pleafe  your  felf,  Sir :  I  have  made  it  for  you. 
&  Ant.  Make  it  for  me,  Sir !  I  befpoke  it  not. 
Ang.  Not  once,  not  twice,  but  twenty  times  you  have: 

Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  W^ife  withal; 

And  foon  at  Supper-time  I'll  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  Mony  for  the  Chain, 

S.  Ant.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  receive  the  Mony  now, 

For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  Chain  nor  Mony  more. 
Ang.  You  are  a  merry  Man,  Sir ;  fare  you  well.    [_Exit. S.  Ant. 
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S.  Ant.  What  I  mould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell: 

But  this  I  think,  there's  no  Man  is  fo  vain, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offer'd  Chain. 
I  fee  a  Man  here  needs  not  live  by  Shifts, 
When  in  the  Streets  he  meets  fuch  golden  Gifts: 

1*11  to  the  Mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  flay; 
If  any  Ship  put  out,  then  ftrait  away.  [Exit* 

A  C  T   IV.      S  G  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  a  Merchant,  Angelo,  and  an  Officer. 

Mer.  \7"  O  U  know  fince  Pentecofi  the  Sum  is  due; 
X    And  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you; 

Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Perfiay  and  want  Gilders  for  my  Voyage : 
Therefore  make  prefent  Satisfaction ; 
Or  Til  attach  you  by  this  Officer.  * 

Ang.  Even  j Lift  the  Sum  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Antipholis ; 
And  in  the  Inftant  that  I  met  with  you, 
He  had  of  me  a  Chain:  At  five  a  Clock 

I  fhall  receive  the  Mony  for  the  fame; 
Pleafeth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  Houfe, 
I  will  discharge  my  Bond,  and  thank  you  too. 
Enter  Antiph.  Eph.  and  Dro.  Eph.  as  from  the  Courtesans. 
Offi.  That  Labour  you  may  fave :  See  where  he  comes. 

E.  Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  Goldfmith's  Houfe,  go  thou 
And  buy  a  Ropes-end;  that  I  will  beftow 
Among  my  Wife,  and  her  Confederates, 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  Doors  by  Day. 
But  foft ;  I  fee  the  Goldfmith;  get  thee  gone, 
Buy  thou  a  Rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

E.  Dro.  I  buy  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year  ,•  I  buy  a  Rope. 
[Exit  Dromio. 

E.  Ant.  A  Man  is  well  hope  up  that  trufts  to  you : 
I  promifed  your  Prefence,  and  the  Chain  ; 
But  neither  Chain  nor  Goldfmith  came  to  me : 

Belike  you  thought  our  Love  would  laft  too  long 

If  it  were  chain'd  together;  and  therefore  came  nor. 

Ang. 
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Ang.  Saving  your  merry  Humour,  here's  the  Note, 
How  much  your  Chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  Raccat, 
The  finenefs  of  the  Gold,  and  chargefuJ  Fafhion, 
Which  doth  amount  to  three  odd  Dockets  more 
Than  I  (land  debted  to  this  Gentleman ; 

I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd; 
For  he  is  bound  to  Sea,  and  ftays  for  it. 

E.  Ant.  I  am  not  furnifli'd  with  the  prefent  Mony, Befides,  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  in  the  Town; 
Good  Signior  take  the  Stranger  to  my  Houfe,  , 
And  with  you  take  the  Chain,  and  bid  my  Wife 
Disburfe  the  Sum  on  the  Receipt  thereof; 
Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you. 

Ang.  Then  you  will  bring  the  Chain  to  her  your  felf. 
E.  Ant.  No;  bear  it  with  you,  left  I  come  not    time 

enough. 
Ang,  Well,  Sir,  I  will:  Have  you  the  Chain  about  you  I 
E.Ant.  An  if  I  have  not,  Sir,  I  hope  you  have: 

Or  dfe  you  may  return  without  your  Mony. 
Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  give  me  the  Chain, 

Both  Wind  and  Tide  ftays  for  the  Gentleman; 
And  I  to  blame  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

E.Ant.  Good  Lord,  you  ufe  this  Dalliance  to  cxcufe 
Your  breach  of  Promife  to  the  Porcupine : 
I  fhould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it; 
But  like  a  Shrew,  you  fir  ft  begin  to  brawl. 

Mer*  The  Hour  fteals  on;  I  pray  you,  Sir,  difpatch. 
Ang.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me;  the  Chain. 
E.  Ant.  Why,  give  it  to  my  Wife,  and  fetch  your  MonyJ 
Ang.  Come,  come,  you  know  I  gave  it  you  even  now. 

Either  fend  the  Chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  Token. 
E.Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  Humour  out  of  breath  2 

Come,  where's  the  Chain?  I  pray  you  let  me  fee  it. 
Mer.  My  Bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliances 

Good  Sir,  fay,  vvhere  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no; 
If  not,  I'll  leave  him  to  the  Officer. 

E.Ant.  I  anfwer  you?  Why  mould  I  anfwer  you? 
Ang.  The  Mony  that  you  owe  me  for  the  Chain. 

E.  Am.  I  owe  you  none  'till  I  receive  the  Chain. 
Ang.  You  know  I  gave  it  you  half  an  Hour  fince. 
E.Ant.  You  gave  me  none;   you  wrong  me  much  to 

fay  fo.  Ang. 
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Ang.  You  wrong  me  more*  Sir,  in  denying  it; 

Confider  how  it  ftands  upon  my  Credit. 
Mer.  Well,  Officer,  arreft  him  at  my  Suit. 

Offi.  I  do,and  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  l^ame  to  obey  me* E.  Ang.  This  touches  me  in  Reputation. 
Either  confent  to  pay  the  Sum  for  me, 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

E.  Ant.  Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  had  \ 

Arreft  me,  foolifh  Fellow,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Ang.  Here  is  thy  Fee;  arreft  him,  Officer; 

I  would  not  fpare  my  Brother  in  this  Cafe, 
If  he  mould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently. 

Offi.  I  do  arreft  you,  Sir;  you  hear  the  Suit. 

E.  Ant.  I  do  obey  thee  'till  I  give  thee  Bail. 
But,  Sirrah,  you  (hall  buy  this  Sport  as  dear 
As  all  the  Metal  in  your  Shop  will  anfwer. 

Ang.  Sir,  Sir,  I  mail  have  Law  in  Ephefus> 
To  your  notorious  Shame,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Enter  Dromio  Sira.  from  the  Bay. 

S*  Dro.  Mafter,  there's  a  Bark  of  Epidammum, 
That  ftays  but  'till  her  Owner  comes  aboard; 
Then,  Sir,  me  bears  away.     Our  Fraughtage,  Sir, 

I  have  convey'd  aboard;  and  I  have  bought 
The  OyU  the  Balfamum,  and  Aqun-vitt. 
The  Ship  is  in  her  Trim ;  the  merry  Wind 
Blows  fair  from  Land;  they  ftay  for  nought  at  all, 
But  for  their  Owner,  Mafter,  and  your  felf. 

E.  Ant.  How  now !   a  mad  Man !   Why,  thou  peevifh 
What  Ship  of  Epidamnmm  ftays  for  me?  [Sheep, 

S.  Dro.  A  Ship  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  Waftage. 
E.  Ant.  Thou  drunken  Slave,  I  fent  thee  for  a  Rope ; 

And  told  thee  to  what  Purpofe,  and  what  end. 
S.  Dro.  You  fent  me  for  a  Ropes-end  as  foon: 

You  fent  me  to  the  Bay,  Sir,  for  a  Bark. 
E.  Ant.  I  will  debate  this  Matter  at  more  Leifure, 

And  teach  your  Ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adriana*  Villain,  hie  thee  ftrait; 
Give  her  this  Key,  and  tell  her  in  the  Desk 

That's  cover'd  o'er  with  Turkijb  Tapeftry, 
There  is  a  Purfe  of  Duckets,  let  her  fend  it; 
Tell  her,  I  am  arrefted  in  the  Street, And 
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And  that  fhall  bail  me;  hie  thee,  Slave;  be  gone: 

On  Officer,  to  Prifon  'till  it  come.  [Exeunf. 
S.  Dro.  To  Adrianay  that  is  where  we  din'd, 

Where  Dowfabd  did  claim  me  for  her  Husband ; 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compafs. 

Thither  I  muft,  altho'  againft  my  Will, 
Fo»  Servants  muft  their  Matters  Minds  fulfil.  [Exit* 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ah  Luciana^  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 

Might'fl  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  Eye, 
That  he  did  plead  in  eafneft,  yea  or  no? 

Look'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fad  or  merrily? 
What  Obfervation  mad'ft  thou  in  this  Cafe, 
Of  his  Heart's  Meteors  tilting  in  his  Face? 

Luc.  Firft  he  deny'd  you  had  in  him  a  right. 
Adr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none,  the  more  my  Spighr. 
Luc.  Then  fwore  he,  that  he  was  a  Stranger  here. 
Adr.  And  true  he  fwore,   though  yet  forfworn  he  were. 
Lhc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 
Adr.  And  what  faid  he? 

Lhc.  That  Love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  me. 
Adr.  With  what  Perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  Love? 
Lhc.  With  Words,  that  in  an  honeft  Suit  might  move, 

Firft,  he  did  praife  my  Beauty,  then  my  Speech. 

Adr.  Did'ft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 
Lhc.  Have  Patience,  I  befeech. 
Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  held  me  ftill, 

My  Tongue,  tho'  not  my  Heart,  mail  have  it's  Will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 

Ul-fac'd,  worfe  Body'd,  fhapelefs  every  where; 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifti,  blunt,  unkind, 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  the  Mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one? 

No  Evil  loft,  is  wail'd,  when  it  is  gone. 
Adr.  Ah  !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay, 

And  yet  would  herein  others  Eyes  were  worfe. 
Far  from  her  Neft,  the  Lapwing  cries  away; 

My  Heart  prays  for  him,  tho'  my  Tongue  do  curfe. 
Enter  S.  Dromio. 

S.  Dro.  Here,  go;  the  Desk,  the  Purfe;  fweet  now  make 
hafte. 

Lhc. 
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L*c.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  Breath? 
$.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 
Adr.  Where  is  thy  Mafter,  Dromiol  Is  ke  well? 
S.  Dro*  No;  he's  in  Tartar  Limbo,  worfc  than  Hell; 

A  Devil  in  an  everlafting  Garment  hath  him, 

One  whofe  hard  Heart  is  button'd  up  with  Steel : 
A  Fiend,  a  Fairy,  pitilefs  and  rough, 
A  Wolf,  nay  worfe,  a  Fellow  all  in  Buff; 
A  back-Friend,  a  Shoulder-Clapper,  one  that  countermands 
The  Paffages  of  Allies,  Creeks,  and  narrow  Lands; 
A  Hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-foot  well; 
One  that  before  the  Judgment  carries  poor  Souls  to  Hell. 
Adr.  Why  Man,  what  is  the  Matter  \ 
S.  Dro.  I  do  not  know  the  Matter;  he  is  refted  on  the  Cafe. 
Adr.  What,  is  he  arretted  ?  tell  me  at  whofe  Suit  f 
S.  Dro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  Suit  he  is  arrefted;  well, 

but  he's  in  a  Suit  of  Buff  which  refted  him,  that  I  can  tell. 
Will  you  fend  him,MiftrefsRedemption,the  Monyin  his  Desk! 

Adr*  Go  fetch  it,  Sifter.    This  I  wonder  at, 

[Exit  Luciana* 
That  he  unknown  to  me  mould  be  in  Debt; 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrefted  on  a  Bond? 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  Bond,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing, 
A  Chain,  a  Chain;  do  you  not  here  it  ring? 

Adr.  What,  the  Chain  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  the  Bell;  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone; 
It  was  Two  e'er  I  left  him,  and  now  the  Clock  ftrikes  One. 

Adr.  The  Hour's  come  back,  that  I  did  never  hear. 
S.  Dro.  O  yes,  if  any  Hour  meet  a  Serjeant,  a  turns 

back  for  very  Fear. 
Adr.  As  if  Time  were  in  debt,  how  fondly  doft  thou 

reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  Time  is  a  very  Bankrout,  and  owes  more  than 
he's  worth  to  feafon. 

Nay,  he's  a  Thief  too ;  have  you  not  heard  Men  fay, 
That  Time  comes  ftealing  on  by  Night  and  Day  ? 
If  Time  be  in  debt  and  theft,  and  a  Serjeant  in  the  Way, 
Hath  he  not  Reafon  to  turn  back  an  Hour  in  a  Day  ? 

Enter  Luciana. 

Adri.  Go,  Dromio ;  there's  the  Mony,  bear  it  ftraif, 
And  bring  thy  Mafter  home  immediately. 

Come 
X 
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Come,  Sifter,  I  am  preft  down  with  Conceit ; 
Conceit,  my  Comfort  and  my  Injury.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Siracufe. 

S.  Ant.  There's  not  a  Man  I  meet  but  doth  fajute  me, 
As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  Friend; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  Name. 
Some  tender  Mony  to  me,  fome  invite  me; 
Some  other  give  me  Thanks  for  Kindneffes; 
Some  offer  me  Commodities  to  buy. 

Even  now  a  Taylor  call*d  me  in  his  Shop, 
And  (how'd  me  Silks  that  he  had  bought  for  me, 
And  therewithal  took  meafure  of  my  Body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  Wiles, 
And  Lapland  Sorcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Siracufe. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  here's  the  Gold  you  fent  me  for;  what 
have  you  got  the  Pi&ure  of  old  Adam  new  apparel'd? 

S.  Ant.  What  Gold  is  this?  What.^to*  doft  thou  mean? 
S.  Dro.  Not  that  Adam  that  kept  the  Paradife,  but 

that  Adam  that  keeps  the  Pri/on;  he  that  goes  in  the 
Calves-Skin,  that  was  kilPd  for  the  Prodigal;  he  that 
came  behind  you,  Sir,  like  an  evil  Angel,  and  bid  you  for- 
fake  your  Liberty. 

S.  Ant.  I  underftand  thee  not. 

S.  Dro.  No?  why  'tis  a  plain  Cafe;  he  that  went  like  a 
Bafe-Vial  in  a  Cafe  of  Leather ;  the  Man,  Sir,  that  when 
Gentlemen  are  tired  gives  them  a  Fob,  and  refts  them; 

he,  Sir,  that  takes  pity  on  decay 'd  Men,  and  gives  them 
Suits  of  durance;  he  that  fets  up  his  Reft  to  do  more  Ex* 
ploits  with  his  Mace,  than  a  Moris  Pike. 

S.  Ant.  What !  thou  mean'ft  an  Officer  ? 
t     S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  the  Serjeant  of  the  Band;  he  that  brings 
any  Man  to  anfwer  it  that  breaks  his  Bond ;  one  that  thinks 
a  Man  always  going   to  Bed,    and  faith,    God  give  you 

good  Reft. 
S.  Ant.  Well,  Sir,  there  reft  in  your  Foolery. 

Is  there  any  Ship  puts  forth  to  Night?  May  we  be  gone? 
S.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  brought  you  Word  an  Hour  fince, 

that  the  Bark  Expedition  put  forth  to  Night,  and  then 

were  you  hinder'd  by  the  Serjeant,  to  tarry  for  the  Hoy  De- 
lay j  here  are  the  Angels  that  you  fent  for  to  deliver  you. 

S.  Anu 
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5.  Ant.  The  Fellow  is  diftraft,  and  fo  am  I, 

And  here  wc  wander  in  Illufions; 
Some  blefTed  Power  deliver  us  from  hence. 

Enter  a  Curtiz,an. 

Cur.  Well  met,  well  met,  Matter  Antipholis. 
I  fee,  Sir,  you  have  found  the  Goldfmith  now : 

Is  that  the  Chain  you  promis'd  mc  to  Day? 
S.  Ant.  Satan  avoid,  I  charge  thee  tempt  me  not, 
S.  Dro.  Matter,  is  this  Miftrefs  Satan* 
S.  Ant.  It  is  the  Devil. 

S.  Dro.  Nay,  fhe  is  worfe,  (lie  is  the  Devil's  Dam; 
And  here  fhe  comes  in  the  Habit  of  a  light  Wench,  and 

thereof  comes  that  the  Wenches  fay,  God  dam  me,  that's 
as  much  to  fay,  God  make  me  a  light  Wench.  It  is  writ- 

ten, they  appear  to  JV^en  like  Angels  of  Light,  Light  is  an 
Hffefr  of  Fire,  and  Fire  will  burn;  ergoAight  Wenches  will 
burn,  come  not  near  her. 

Cur.  Your  Man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry,  Sir. 

Will  you  go  with  me,  we'll  mend  our  Dinner  here? 
S.  Dro.  Matter,  if  you  do  exped  Spoon-Meat,  be- 

fpeak  a  long  Spoon. 
S.  Ant.  Why,  Dromiol 
S.  Dro.  Marry,  he  mutt  have  a  long  Spoon  that  mutt  eat 

with  the  Devil. 

S.  Ant.  Avoid  thou  Fiend,  what  telPft  thou  me  of  fupping? 
Thou  art  (as  you  are  all,)  a  Sorcerefs? 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cur.  Give  me  the  Ring  of  mine  you  had  at  Dinner, 

Or  for  my  Diamond  the  Chain  you  promis'd, 
And  I'll  be  gone,  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

S.  Drv.  Some  Devils  ask  but  the  Parings  of  ones  Nail, 
a  Ru(h,  a  Hair,  a  Drop  of  Blood,  a  Pin,  a  Nut,  a  Cher- 

ry-Stone; but  ttie,more  covetous,  would  have  a  Chain.  Ma- 
tter be  wife,  and  if  you  give  it  her,  the  Devil  will  fhake 

her  Chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 
Cur.  I  pray  you  Sir,  my  Ring,  or  dfe  the  Chain; 

I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fo  ? 
S.  Ant.  Avant,  thou  Witch!  come  Dromio,  kt  us  goj 
S.  Dro.  Fly  Pride,  fays  the  Peacock ;  Miftrefs  that  you 
know.  [Exeunt. 

Cur. 
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Cur.  Now  out  of  Doubt  Antipholis  Is*  mad, 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf. 

A  Ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  Duckets, 

And  for  the  fame  he  promis'd  me  a  Chain ; 
Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now. 

The  Reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
fBefides  this  prefent  Inftance  of  his  Rage,) 
Is  a  mad  Tale  he  told  to  Day  at  Dinner, 
Of  his  own  Doors  being  (hut  againft  his  Entrance. 
Belike  his  Wife,  acquainted  with  his  Fits, 
On  purpofe  ihut  the  Doors  againft  his  Way. 
My  Way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  Houfe, 
And  tell  his  Wife,  that  being  Lunatick, 
He  ruuYd  into  my  Houfe,  and  took  perforce 
My  Ring  away.     This  Courfe  I  fitteft  chufe, 
For  forty  Ducloets  is  too  much  to  lofe. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  with  a  Jailor. 
E.  Ant.  Fear  me  not  Man,  I  will  not  break  away, 

1*11  give  thee  e'er  I  leave  thee  fo  much  Mony, 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  refted  for. 

My  Wife  is  in  a  wayward  Mood  to  Day, 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  MefTenger. 
That  I  mould  be  attached  in  Ephefus, 

I  tell  you  'twill  found  harfhly  in  her  Ears. 
Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus  with  a  Ropes-end. 

Here  comes  my  Man,  I  think  he  brings  the  Mony. 
How  now,  Sir,  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for? 

E.  Dro.  Here's  that  I  warrant  you  will  pay  them  all. 
E.  Ant.  But  where's  the  Mony? 
E.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  the  Mony  for  the  Rope. 
E.  Ant.  Five  Hundred  Ducket*,  Villain,  for  a  Rope? 
E.  Dro.  I'll  ferve  you,  Sir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 
E.  Ant.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home? 

E.  Dro.  To  a  Ropes-end,  Sir,  and  to  that  end  am  I  re- 
turn'd. 

E.  Ant.  And  to  that  end,  Sir,  I  will  welcome  you. 
Offi.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  3tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  Adverfity. 
Offi.  Good  now  hold  thy  Tongue. 
E.  Dro.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  Hands. 
E.  Ant.  Thou  whorefon,  fenfelefs  Villain. 

E.  Dra. 
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E.  Dro.  I  would  I  were  fenfelefs,  Sir,  that  I  might  not 

feel  your  Blows. 
E.  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  Blows,  and 

fo  is  an  Afs. 

E.  Dro.  I  am  an  Afs  indeed,  you  may  prove  it  by  my 

long  Ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  from  the  Hour  of  my  Na- 
tivity to  this  Inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  Hands  for 

my  Service  but  Blows.  When  I  am  cold,  he  heats  me  with 

beating;  when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with  beating; 

I  am  wak'd  with  it  when  I  fleep,  rais'd  with  it  when  I 
fit,  driven  out  of  Doors  with  it  when  I  go  from  home, 
welcomed  home  with  it  when  I  return;  nay,  I  bear  it  on 

my  Shoulders,  as  a  Beggar  wont  her  Brat;  and  I  think 

when  he  hath  lam'd  me,  I  fhall  beg  with  it  from  Door, to  Door 
Enter  Adrian  a,  Luciana,  Courtesan  and  Pinch. 

E.  Ant.  Come,  go  along,  my  Wife  is  coming  yonder. 
E.  Dro.  Miftrefs  rejpice  finem,  refpecl:  your  End,  or  ra- 

ther prophe  fie  like  the  Parrot,  beware  the  Ropes-end. 
E.  Ant.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk?  [Beats  Dro. 
Cour.  How  fay  you  now?  Is  not  your  Husband  mad  ? 
Adri.  His  Incivility  confirms  no  lefs. 

Good  Doctor  Pinch,  you  are  a  Conjurer, 
Eftablifh  him  in  his  true  Senfe  again, 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 

Luc.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  fharp  he  looks! 
Cour.  Mark  how  he  trembles  in  his  Extafie. 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  Hand,  and  let  me  feel  your  Pulfe. 
E.  Ant.  There  is  my  Hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  Ear. 

Pinch.  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  Man, 
To  yield  PofTeffion  to  my  holy  Prayers, 
And  to  thy  State  of  Darknefs  hie  thee  flrait, 

I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Saints  in  Heav'n. 
E.  Ant.  Peace,  doting  Wizard,  Peace,  I  am  not  mad. 
Adri.  Oh  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diftreffed  Soul. 
E.  Ant.  You  Minion,  you,  are  thefe  your  Cuftomers  ? 

Did  this  Companion  with  the  Saffron  Face, 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  Houfe  to  Day, 
Whilft  upon  me  the  guilty  Doors  were  ihut, 

And  I  deny'd  to  enter  in  my  Houfe? Vol.  I.  X  Adri. 



j  o  G  The  Comedy  of  Errors. 

Adri.  O  Husband,  God  doth  know  you  din'd  at  home, 
Where  would  you  had  remain'd  until  this  rime, 
Free  from  thefe  Slanders,  and  this  open  Shame. 

E.  Ant.    Din'd    at   home?    Thou  Villain,    what  fay'ft thou? 

E.  Dro.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home, 

E.  Ant.  Were  not  my  Doors  lock'd  up,  and  I  (hut  out? 
E.Dro.  Perdie,  your  Doors  were  lock'd,  and  you   (hut out, 
E.  Ant.  And  did  not  fhe  her  felf  revile  me  there? 

E.  Dro.  Sans  Fable,  fhe  her  felf  revil'd  you  there. 
E.  Ant.  Did  not  her    Kitchen- Maid   rail,    taunt,     and 

fcorn  me? 

E.  Dro.  CertiSy  (lie  did,  the  Kitchen- Veftal  fcorn'd  you. 
E.  Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  Rage  depart  from  thence? 
E.Dro.  In  verity  you  did,  my  Bones  bear  Witnefs, 

That  fince  have  felt  the  Vigour  of  his  Rage, 

Adri.  Is't  good  to  fmooth  him  in  thefe  Contraries  ? Pinch.  It  is  no  Shame,  the  Fellow  finds  his  vein, 

And  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  Frenzy. 
E.  Ant.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  Goldfmith  to  arreft  me. 
Adri.  Alas,  I  fent  you  Mony  to  redeem  you, 

By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it. 
E.  Dro.  Mony  by  me?  Heart  and  good  Will  you  might, 

But  furely  Matter  not  a  rag  of  Mony. 
E.  Ant.  Went'ft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  Purfe  of  Duckets? 

Adri.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  deliver'd  it. Luc.  And  I  am  Witnefs  with  her  that  fhe  did. 

E.  Dro.  God  and  the  Rope-Maker  bear  me  witnefs, 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  Rope. 

Pinch.  Miftrefs,  both  Man  and  Mafter  are  pofTeft, 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  Looks; 
They  muft  be  bound  and  laid  in  fome  dark  Room. 

E.  Ant.  Say,  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forth  to  Day, 
And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  Bag  of  Gold? 

Adri.  I  did  not,  gentle  Husband,  lock  thee  forth. 

E.  Dro.  And  gentle  Mafter  I  receiv'd  no  Gold, 
But  I  confefs,  Sir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

Adri.  DifTembling  Villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both. 
E.  Ant.  DifTembling  Harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all, 

And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  Pack, 
To 
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To  make  a  loathfome  abject  fcorn  of  me: 

But  with  thefe  Nails  I'll  pluck  out  thofe  falfe  Eyes, 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  fhameful  Sport. 

Enter  three  or  four,  and  offer  to  bind  him :    He  firives. 
Adri.  Oh  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come  near 

me. 

Pinch.  More  Company,  the  Fiend  is  ftrong  within  him. 
Lhc.  Ay  me  poor  Man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks. 
E.  Ant.  What,  will  you  murther  me?  Thou  Jailor  thou, 

I  am  thy  Prifoner,  wilt  thou  fuffer  them  to  make  a  Re- 
fcue? 

Offic.  Matters ;  let  him  go ;  he  is  my  Prifoner,  and  you 
fliall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go  bind  this  Man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 

Adri.  What  wilt  thou  do,   thou  peevifh  Officer.? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  Man 
Do  Outrage  and  Difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Off.  He  is  my  Prifoner,  if  I  let  him  go, 

The  Debt  he  owes  will  be  required  of  me. 
Adri.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  e'er  I  go  from  thee ; 

Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  Creditor,  [They  bind  Ant.  andDro* 
And  knowing  how  the  Debt  grows  I  will  pay  it. 

Good  Matter  Doctor  fee  him  fafe  convey'd 
Home  to  my  Houfe,  oh  moft  unhappy  Day. 

E.  Ant.  Oh  moft  unhappy  Strumpet. 

E.  Drol  Matter,  I  am  here  enter'd  in  Bond  for  you^ 
E.  Ant.  Out  on  thee,  Villain !  wherefore  doft  thou  mad  me? 

E.Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing  ?  be  mad,  good 
Matter,  cry  the  Devil. 

Lhc.  God  help  poor  Souls,  how  idely  do  they  talk  I 
Adri.  Go  bear  him  hence ;  Sifter  go  you  with  me. 

Say,  now,  whofe  Suit  is  he  arretted  at? 
[Exeunt  Pinch,  Ant.  and  Dro. 

Manet  Officer,  Adri.  Luci.  and  Courtesan. 
Offic.  One  Angehy  a  Goldfmith,  do  you  know  him  ? 
Adri.  I  know  the  Man ;  what  is  the  Sum  he  owes  ? 
Offic.  Two  hundred  Duckets. 
Adri.  Say,  how  grows  it  due? 
Offic.  Due  for  a  Chain  your  Husband  had  of  him; 

Adri.  He  did  befpeak  a  Chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not.; 
Coptr.  When  as  your  Husband,  all  in  rage  to  Day, 

X  2  Qame 
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Ome  to  my  Hoafe,  and  took  away  my  Ring, 
The  Ring  I  faw  upon  his  Finger  now, 
Strait  after  did  I  meet  him  with  a  Chain. 

Adr'u  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it. 
Come  Jailor,  bring  me  where  the  Gold fmith  if, 
I  long  to  know  the  Truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Antipholis  Siracufian  with  his  Rapier  drawn,  and 
Dromio  Sirac. 

Luc.  God  for  thy  Mercy,  they  are  loofe  again. 

Adr'u  And  come  with  naked  Swords; 
Let's  call  more  help  to  have  them  bound  again. 

[They  run  all  out. 
Offic.  Away,  they'll  kill  us.  [Exeunt. S.  Ant.  I  fee  thefe  Witches  are  afraid  of  Swords. 

&  Dro.  She  that  would  be  your  Wife,  now  ran  from  you. 
S.  Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaur,  fetch  our  Stuff  from  thence : 

I  long  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 
S.  Dro.  Faith  ftay  here  this  Night,  they  will  furely  do 

us  no  harm;  you  faw  they  fpake  to  us  fair,  give  us  Gold; 
methinks  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  Nation,  that  but  for 
the  Mountain  of  mad  Flcfh  that  claims  Marriage  of  me, 
I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  ftay  here  ftill,  and  turn  Witch. 

S.  Ant.  I  will  not  ftay  to  Night  for  all  the  Town, 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  Stuff  aboard.  [Exeunt. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  the  Merchant  and  Angelo. 

^fog-.T  am  forry,  Sir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you, 
X   But  I  proteft  he  had  the  Chain  of  me, 

Though  moft  diihoneftly  he  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  Man  efteem'd  here  in  the  City? 
Ang.  Of  very  reverent  Reputation,  Sir, 

Of  Credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd, 
Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  City ; 
His  Word  might  bear  my  Wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer.  Speak  foftly ;  yonder,  as  I  think,  he  walks. 

Enter 
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Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

Ang.  'Tisfo;  and  that  felf  Chain  about  his  Neck, 
Which  he  forfwore,  mofi:  monftroufly,  to  have. 

Good  Sir  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 
Signior  Antipholis,  I  wonder  much 
That  you  wooJd  put  me  to  this  Shame  and  Trouble, 
And  not  without  fome  Scandal  to  your  felf, 
With  Circumfhnce  and  Oaths  fo  to  deny 
This  Chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly; 
Belide  the  Charge,   the  Shame,  Imprifonment, 
You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeir.  Friend, 
Who  but  for  (laying  on  our  Controverfie, 
Had  hoifted  Sail,  and  put  to  Sea  to  Day: 
This  Chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you  deny  it? 

S.Ant.  I  think  I  had,  I  never  did  deny  it. 
Mer.  Yes,  that  you  did,  Sir,  and  forfwore  it  tco. 
S.Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forfwear  it? 

Mer.  Thefe  Ea'S  of  mine  thou  know'ft  did  hear  thee: 

Fie  on  thee,  Wretch,  'tis  pity  that  thou  liv'ft 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  Men  refort. 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  a  Villain  to  impeach  me  thus, 

I'll  prove  mine  Honour  and  my  Honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently,  ifthoudar'fl:  fland. 

Mer.  I  dare,  and  do  defiethee  for  a  Villain.  [They draw. 
Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtesan  and  others. 

Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not  for  God's  fake,  he  is  mad, 
Some  get  within  him,  take  his  Sword  away  : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  Houfe. 

S.  Dro.  Run  Matter,  run,  for  God's  fake  take  a  Houfe  ; 

This  is  fome  Priory,  in,  or  we  are  fpoil'd. 
[Exeunt  to  the  Priory* 

Enter  Lady  Abbefs. 
Abb.  Be  quiet  People,  wherefore  throng  you  hither? 
Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diftra&ed  Husband  hence; 

Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft, 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  Recovery. 

Ang.  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfect  Wits. 
Mer.  I  am  forry  now  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 
Abb.  How  long  hath  this  Pofflflion  held  the  Man? 
Adr.  This  Week  he  hath  been  heavy,  four,  fad, 

And  much,  much  different  from  the  Man  he  was  s 

X  3  But 
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But  'till  this  Afternoon  his  Paffion 

Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  Rage. 
Abb.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  Wealth  by  wrack  at  Sea, 

Bury'd  fome  dear  Friend,  hath  not  elfe  his  Eye 
Stray'd  his  Affection  in  unlawful  Love? 
A  Sin  prevailing  much  in  youthful  Men, 
V/ho  give  their  Eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  Sorrows  is  he  fubjed  to? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft, 
Namely,  fome  Love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abb,  You  mould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 
Adr.  Why  fo  I  did. 
Abb.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough, 
Adr.  As  roughly  as  my  Modefty  would  let  me. 
Abb.  Haply  in  private. 
Adr.  And  in  AfTemblies  too. 

Abb.  Ay,  but  not  enough. 
Adr.  It  was  the  Copy  of  our  Conference. 

In  Bed  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it, 
At  Board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it; 
Alone,  it  was  the  Subject  of  my  Theam; 
In  Company  I  often  glanced  it; 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Abb.  And  thereof  came  it  that  the  Man  was  mad. 

The  venomous  Clamours  of  a  jealous  Woman, 

Poifons  more  deadly  than  a  mad  Dog's  Tooth. 
It  feems  his  Sleeps  were  hinder'd  by  thy  railing, 
And  thereof  comes  it  that  his  Head  is  light. 

Thou  fay'ft  his  Meat  was  fauc'd  with  thy  Upbraidings, 
Unquiet  Meals  make  ill  Digeftions, 
Thereof  the  raging  Fire  of  Fever  bred, 
And  what's  a  Fever  but  a  Fit  of  Madnefs? 

Thou  fay'ft  his  Sports  were  hindred  by  thy  Brawls. 
Sweet  Recreation  barr'd  what  doth  enfue, 
But  muddy  and  dull  Melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlefs  Defpair, 
And  at  her  Heels  a  huge  infectious  Troop 
Of  pale  Diftemperatures,  and  Foes  to  Life? 
In  Food,  in  Sport,  and  life-preferving  Reft 

To  be  difturb'd,  would  mad  or  Man  or  Beafh 
The  Confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  Fits 

Have 
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Have  fcar'd  thy-Husband  from  the  ufe  of  Wits. 
Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly, 

When  he  demean'd  himfelf  rough,  rude  and  wildly. 
Why  hear  you  thofe  Rebukes,  and  anfwer  not? 

Adr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  Reproof. 
Good  People  enter  and  lay  hold  on  him. 
Abb.  No,  not  a  Creature  enters  in  my  Houfe. 
Adr.  Then  let  your  Servants  bring  my  Husband  forth. 
Abb.  Neither ;  he  took  this  Place  for  San&uary, 

And  it  ihall  privilege  him  from  your  Hands, 

'Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  Wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  Labour  in  affaying  it. 

Adr.  I  will  attend  my  Husband,  be  his  Nurfe, 
Diet  his  Sicknefs,  for  it  is  my  Office, 
And  will  have  no  Attorney  but  my  felf, 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

Abb.  Be  patient,  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftir, 

'Till  I  have  us'd  the  approved  Means  I  have, 
With  wholfome  Syrups,  Drugs,  and  holy  Prayers 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  Man  again : 
It  is  a  Branch  and  Parcel  of  mine  Oath, 

A  charitable  Duty  of  my  Order; 
Therefore  depart  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Adr.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  Husband  here  5 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  Holinefs 
To  feparate  the  Husband  and  the  Wife. 

Abb.  Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  (halt  not  have  him. 
Luc.  Complain  unto  the  Duke  of  this  Indignity. 
Adr.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  Feet, 

And  never  rife  until  my  Tears  and  Prayers 
Have  won  his  Grace  to  come  in  Perfon  hither, 

And  take  perforce  my  Husband  from  the  AbbeG.    [Exeunt, 
Enter  Merchant  and  Angelo. 

Mer.  By  this  I  think  the  Dial  points  at  Five: 
Anon  I  am  fure  the  Duke  himfelf  in  Perfon 

Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  Vale; 
The  place  of  Death  and  forry  Execution, 
Behind  the  Ditches  of  the  Abbey  here. 

Ang.  Upon  what  Caufe? 
Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  «tyra£#/to  Merchant, 

\yho  put  unluckily  into  this  Bay 
X  4  Againft 
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Againft  the  Laws  and  Statutes  of  this  Town^ 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  Offence. 

Ang.  See  where  they  come,  we  will  behold  his  Deaths 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  Duke  before  he  pafs  the  Abbey. 
Enter  the  Duke,  and  ̂ Egeon  bare-headed^  with  the  Head[man% 

and  other  Officers. 
Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly, 

If  any  Friend  will  pay  the  Sum  for  him, 
He  mall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr.  Juftice,  moft  facred  Duke,  againft  the  Abbefs. 
Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  Lady; 

It  cannot  be  that  me  hath  done  thee  wrong. 
Adr.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  Antipholis  my  Husband, 

Whom  I  made  Lord  of  me,  and  all  I  had, 

At  your  all-potent  Letter,  this  ill  Day 
A  moft  outragious  Fit  of  Madnefs  took  him, 

That  defp'rately  he  hurry 'd  through  the  Street, 
With  him  his  Bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he, 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  Citizens, 
By  rufhing  in  their  Houfes;  bearing  thence 
Rings,  Jewels,  any  thing  his  Rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  Order  for  the  Wrongs  I  went, 
That  here  and  there  his  Fury  had  committed: 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  Efcape 
He  broke  from  thofe  that  had  the  Guard  of  him; 
And  with  his  mad  Attendant  and  himfelf, 
Each  one  with  ireful  Paffion,  with  drawn  Swords 
Met  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  us, 

Chac'd  us  away  ;  'till  raifing  of  more  Aid, 
We  came  again  to  bind  them;  then  they  fled 

Into  this  Abbey,  whither  we  purfu'd  them, And  here  the  Abbefs  (huts  the  Gates  on  us. 
And  will  not  fuffer  us  to  fetch  him  our. 
Nor  fend  him  forth  that  we  may  bear  him  thence. 
Therefore,  moft  gracious  Duke,  with  thy  Command, 
Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  born  hence  for  help. 

Duke.  Long  fince  thy  Husband  ferv*d  me  in  my  Wars, 
And  I  to  thee  ingag'd  a  Prince's  Word, When 
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When  thou  didft  make  him  Matter  of  thy  Bed, 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Go  fome  of  you  knock  at  the  Abbey  Gate, 
And  bid  the  Lady  Abbefs  come  to  me; 
I  will  determine  this  before  I  ftir. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  O  Miftrefs,  Miftrefs,  ftiift  and  fave  your  felf; 

My  Matter  and  his  Man  are  both  broke  lofe, 
Beaten  the  Maids  a  row,  and  bound  the  Do&or, 

Whofe  Beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  Brands  of  firei 
And  ever  as  it  blaz'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  Pails  of  puddled  Mire  to  quench  the  Hair  ; 
My  Matter  preaches  Patience  to  him,  and  the  while 
His  Man  with  Ciffars  nicks  him  like  a  Fool: 

And  fure,  unlefs  you  fend  fome  other  prefent  help, 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  Conjurer. 

Adr.  Peace  Fool,  thy  Matter  and  his  Man  are  herei 
And  that  is  falfe  thou  dott  report  to  us. 

Mejf.  Miftrefs,  upon  my  Life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft  fince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  cries  for  you,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you, 
To  fcorch  your  Face,  and  to  disfigure  you.       \_Cry  within. 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him  Miftrefs ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Dtt\e.  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing:  Guard  with 
Halberds. 

Adr.  Ay  me,  it  is  my  Husband ;  witnefs  you, 
That  he  is  -born  about  invifible, 

Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  Abbey  here. 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  Reafon. 

Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  0/Ephefus. 
E.  Ant,  Juftice,  moft  gracious  Duke,  oh  grant  me  Juftice^ 

Even  for  the  Service  that  long  fince  I  did  thee, 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  Wars,  and  took 

Deep  Scars  to  fave  thy  Life,  even  for  the  Blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  Juftice. 

tAZgeon.  Unlefs  the  fear  of  Death  doth  make  me  dote,  I 
fee  my  Son  Antipholis,  and  Dromio. 

E.  Ant.  Juftice,  fweet  Prince,  againft  that  Woman  there  $ 

She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  Wife; 
That  hath  abufed  and  difhonour'd  me, 
Even  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  Injury  5 

Beyond 
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Beyond  Imagination  is  the  Wrong 
That  (he  this  Day  hath  fhamelefs  thrown  on  me. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  and  thou,  malt  find  me  juft.    (me ; 
E.Ant.  This  Day,  great  Duke,  fhe  ihut  the  Doors  upon 

Whilfl  ihe  with  Harlots  feafted  in  my  Houfe. 
Duke.  A  grievous  Fault;  fay  Woman,  didft  thou  fo? 
Adr.  No,  my  good  Lord :  My  felf,  he,  and  my  Sifter, 

To  Day  did  dine  together:  fo  befal  my  Soul, 
As  this  is  falfe  he  burthens  me  withal. 

Luc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  Day,  nor  fleep  on  Night, But  fhe  tells  to  your  Highnefs  fimple  Truth. 

Ang.  O  perjur'd  Woman  !  they  are  both  forfworn, 
In  this  the  Mad-man  juftly  chargeth  them. 

E.  Ant.  My  Liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay, 

Neither  difturb'd  with  the  Effect  of  Wine, 
Nor  heady-rafh  provok'd  with  raging  Ire, 
Albeit  my  Wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 

This  Woman  lock'd  me  out  this  Day  from  Dinner; 
That  Goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  her, 
Could  witnefs  it;  for  he  was  with  me  then, 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  Chain, 
Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine 
Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  Dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
I  went  to  feck  him ;  in  the  Street  I  met  him, 
And  in  his  Company  that  Gentleman. 

There  did  this  perjur'd  Goldfmith  fwear  me  down, 
That  I  this  Day  from  him  receiv'd  the  Chain, 
Which  God  he  knows,  I  faw  nor.     For  the  which 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  Officer. 

I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  Pefant  home 

For  certain  Duckets;  he  with  none return'd. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  Officer 
To  go  in  Perfon  with  me  to  my  Houfe. 
By  tVway,  we  met  my  Wife,  her  Sifter,  and  a  Rabble  more 

Of  vil'd  Confederates;  along  with  them 

They  brought  one  Pinch,  a  hungry  lean-fac'd  Villain, 
A  meer  Anatomy,  a  Mountebank, 

A  thread-bare  Juggler,  and  a  Fortune-teller, 
A  needy, hollow-ey'd,  (harp-looking  Wretch, 
A  living  dead  Man.    This  pernicious  Slave 

For/both 
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Forfooth  took  on  him  as  a  Conjurer; 

And  gazing  in  my  Eyes,  feeling  my  Pulfe, 

And  with  no-face,  as  'twere,  out-facing  me, 
Cries  out,  I  was  pofTeft.     Then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  and  bore  me  thence, 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  Vault  at  home 

There  left  me  and  my  Man,  both  bound  together, 

'Till  gnawing  with  my  Teeth  my  Bonds  afunder, 
I  gained  my  Freedom,  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  Grace,  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  Satisfaction 
For  thefe  deep  Shames,  and  great  Indignities, 

Ang.  My  Lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with  him; 

That  he  din'd  not  at  Home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 
Duke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  Chain  of  thee,  or  no? 

Ang.  He  had  my  Lord,  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  People  faw  the  Chain  about  his  Neck. 

Mer.  Befides,   I  will  be  fworn  thefe  Ears  of  mine 

J^eard  you  confefs  you  had  the  Chain  of  him, 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  Mart, 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  Sword  on  you; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  Abbey  here, 
From  whence  I  think  you  are  come  by  Miracle. 

E.Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  Abbey  Walls, 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  Sword  on  me; 

I  never  faw  the  Chain,  fo  help  me  Heav'n ; 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burthen  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why  what  an  intricate  Impeach  is  this? 
I  think  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circes  Cup : 

If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly : 

You  fay  he  din'd  at  home,  the  Goldfmith  here 
Denies  that  Saying.     Sirrah,  what  fay  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there,  at  the  Porcupine. 
Cour.  He  did,  and  from  my  Finger  fnatch'd  that  Ring, 
E.  Ant.  'Tis  true,  my  Leige,  this  Ring  I  had  of  her. 
Duke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  Abbey  here? 
Cour,  As  fure,  my  Liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  Grace. 
Duke.  Why  this  is  ftrange;  go  call  the  Abbefs  hither; 

I  think  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad, 
[Exit  one  to  the  Abbefs9 

i/£geon 
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tAgeon.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  vouchfafe  me  {peak  a  Word : 
Haply  I  fee  a  Friend  will  fave  my  Life, 
And  pay  the  Sum  ihatmay  deliver  me. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracufiariy  what  thou  wilt. 
zAgeon.  Is  not  your  Name,  Sir,  called  Antipholis? 

And  is  not  that  your  Bond-man  Dromio  f 
E.  Dro.  Within  this  Hour  I  was  his  Bond-man,  Sir, 

But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  Cords, Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  Man  unbound. 

eAgeon.  I  am  fure  both  of  you  remember  me. 
E.  Dro.  Our  felves  we  do  remember,  Sir,  by  you; 

For  lately  we  were  bound  as  you  are  now. 

You  are  not  Pinch's  Patient,  are  you,  Sir? 
zAgeon.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me?   you  know  me 

well. 

E.  Ant.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  Life  'till  now. 
zAgeon.Ohl  Grief  hath  chang'd  me  fince  you  fawmelaft, 

And  careful  Hours,  with  Time's  deformed  Hand, 
Have  written  ftrange  Defeatures  in  my  Face: 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  Voice  f 

E.  Ant.   Neither. 

^Ageon.  Dromio,  nor  thou. 
E.  Dro.  No,  truft  me,  nor  I . 

*Ageon.  I  am  fure  thou  doft. 
E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  but  I  am  fure  I  do  not,  and  whatfoever 

a  Man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  him. 

tAgeon.  Not  know  my  Voice!  oh  Time's  Extremity, 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  Tongue 
In  feven  fhort  Years,  that  here  my  only  Son 

Knows  not  my  feeble  Key  of  untun'd  Cares? 
Tho'  now  this  grained  Face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  fap-confuming  Winter's  drizled  Snow, 
And  all  the  Conduits  of  my  Blood  froze  up; 
Yet  hath  my  Night  of  Life  fome  Memory, 
My  wafting  Lamp  fome  fading  Glimmer  left ; 
My  dull  deaf  Ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear: 
And  all  thefe  old  WitnenV,  I  cannot  err, 
Tell  me,  thou  art  my  Son  Antipbolis. 

M.  Ant.  I  never  faw  my  Father  in  my  Life. 

lAgeon* 
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vEgeon.  But  feven  Years  fince,  in  Syracufa  Bay, 

Thou  know'ft  we  parted ;   but  perhaps,  my  Son, 
Thou  fham'ft  to  acknowledge  me  in  Mifery. 

E.  Ant.  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  City, 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo: 

I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa.  in  my  Life. 
Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Sjracujian,  twenty  Years 

Have  I  been  Patron  to  Antipholis, 

During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa: 
I  fee  thy  Age,  and  Dangers  make  thee  dote. 

Enter  the  Abbefs,  with  Antipholis  Siracufian  and 
Dromio  Siraculian. 

Abb.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  Man  much  wrong'd. 
[All gather  to  fee  them* 

Adr.   I  fee  two  Husbands,  or  mine  Eyes  deceive  me. 
Duke.  One  of  thefe  Men  is  Genius  to  the  other ; 

And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  Man, 
And  which  the  Spirit?  who  Deciphers  them? 

S.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio,  command  him  away. 
E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio,  pray  let  me  ftay. 
S.  Ant.  ̂ Egeon,  art  thou  not?  or  elfe  his  Ghoft? 
S.  Dro.  Oh,  my  old  Mafter!  who  hath  bound  him  here? 
Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  Bonds, 

And  gain  a  Husband  by  his  Liberty. 

Speak,  old  *AEgeon,  if  thou  be'fl:  the  Man 
That  hadft  a  Wife  once  call'd  lALmilia, 
That  bore  thee  at  a  Burthen  two  fair  Sons? 

Oh  if  thou  be'ft  the  fame  vEgeon,  fpeak ; 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  ̂ Emilia. 

Duke.  Why  here  begins  this  Morning  Story  right: 

Thefe  two  Antipholis *s,  thefe  two  fo  like, 
And  thofe  two  Dromio\  one  in  femblance; 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wrack  at  Sea, 
Thefe  are  the  Parents  to  thefe  Children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

*ALgeon.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  art  zALmilia\ 
If  thou  art  ihe,  tell  me  where  is  that  Son 
LThat  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  Raft. 

Abb.  By  Men  of  Epidamnium,  he  and  I, 
Aod  the  twin  Dromio^  all  were  taken  up; 

But 
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But  by  and  by,  rude  Fiiliermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  Son  from  therfy   s 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epdamnium. 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell; 
I,  to  this  Fortune  that  you  fee  me  in, 

Duke.  Antipholis,  thou  cam'ft  from  Corinth  firft. 
S.  Ant.  No,  Sir,  not  I,  I  came  from  Sjracufe. 
Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 
E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth^  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 
E.  Dro.  And  I  with  him.  (rior, 
E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  Town  by  that  moft  famous  War- 

Duke  Menaphon,  your  moft  renowned  Uncle. 
Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to  Day? 
4?.  Ant.  I,  gentle  Miftrefs. 
Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  Husband  ? 
E.  Ant.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 
S.Ant.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  did  me  call  me  fo: 

And  this  fair  Gentlewoman  here 

Did  call  me  Brother.     What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  I  (hall  have  leifure  to  make  good, 
If  this  be  not  a  Dream  I  fee  and  hear. 

Ang.  That  is  the  Chain,  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me. 
S.  Ant,  I  think  it  be,  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 
E.  Ant.  And  you,  Sir,  for  this  Chain  arretted  me. 
Ang.  I  think  I  did,  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 
Adr.  I  fent  you  Mony,  Sir,  to  be  your  Bail 

By  Dromio,  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 
E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S.  Ant.  This  Purfe  of  Duckets  I  receiv'd  from  you^ 
And  Dromio>  my  Man,  did  bring  them  me : 
I  fee  we  ftill  did  meet  each  others  Man, 
And  I  was  tane  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  thereupon  thefe  Errors  all  arofe. 
E.Anu  Thefe  Duckets  pawn  I  for  my  Father  here. 
Duke.  It  lhall  not  need,  thy  Father  hath  his  Life. 
Cour.  Sir,  I  muft  have  that  Diamond  from  you. 
E.  Ant.  There  take  it,   and  much  thanks  for  my  good 

Cheer. 
Abb.  Renowned  Duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  Pains 

To  go  with  us  into  the  Abbey  here, 

And 
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And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  Fortunes; 
And  all  that  are  aiTembled  in  this  place, 

That  by  this  fympathized  one  Day's  Error  x 
Have  fuffered  Wrong,  go  keep  us  Company,, 
And  we  (hall  make  full  Satisfa&ion. 

Thirty  three  Years  have  I  been  gone  in  Travel 

Of  you  my  Sons,  and  'till  this  prefent  Hour 
My  heavy  Burthens  are  delivered: 
The  Duke,  my  Husband,  and  my  Children  both, 
And  you  the  Kalenders  of  their  Nativity, 

Go  to  a  Goffip's  Featt,  and  go  with  me, 
After  fo  long  Grief  of  fuch  Nativity. 

Duke.  With  all  my  Heart  I'll  goffip  at  this  Feaft. 
[Exeunt  omnes.    Afanety  the  two  Antiph.  and  two  DromioV. 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  mall  I  fetch  your  Stuff  from  Shipboard  ? 
E.  Ant.  Dromio,  what  Stuff  of  mine  haft  thou  imbark'd? 
S.  Dro.  Your  Goods  that  lay  at  hoft,  Sir,  in  the  Centaur. 
S.Ant.  Hefpeaksto  me;  I  am  your  Matter,  Dromio. 

Come  go  with  us,  well  look  to  that  anon ; 
Embrace  thy  Brother  there,  rejoice  with  him.  [Exit. 

S.  Dro.  There  is  a  fat  Friend  at  your  Matter's  Houfe, 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to  Day  at  Dinner: 
She  now  mail  be  my  Sifter,  not  my  Wife. 

E.  Dro.  Methinks  you  are  my  Glafs,  and  not  my  Brother : 

I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet  fac'd  Youth, 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  Gofliping? 

*£.  Dro.  Not  I,  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder. 

E.  Dro.  That's  a  Queftion,  how  fhall  I  try  it. 
S.  Dro.  We'll  draw  Cuts  for  the  Seniority,-  'till  then,  lead thou  firft. 

E.Dro.  Nay,  then  thus— - —  [Embracing. 
We  came  into  the  World  like  Brother  and  Brother : 
And  now  lets  go  Hand  in  Hand,  not  one  before  another. 

[Exeunt* 
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Dramatis   Perfonse. 

DON  Pedro,  Trince  ̂ Arragon. 
Leonato,  Governor  ̂ Meffina. 

Don  John,  B aft ard-Br other  to  Don  Pedro. 
Claudio,  a  young  Lord  of  Florence,  Favourite  to 

"Don  Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  Lord  of  Padua,  favour' d  like- 
wife  by  Don  Pedro. 

Balthafar,  Servant  to  'Don  Pedro. 
Antonio,  Brother  to  Leonato. 

Borachio,  Confident  to  Don  John. 
Conrade,  Friend  to  Borachio. 

Verges"7'  | tW0  f00^  °$cers* 

Innogen,  Wife  to  Leonato. 
Hero,  Daughter  to  Leonato  and  Innogen. 
Beatrice,  Neice  to  Leonato. 

TT  fl      '  ̂tw0  Gentlewomen  attending  on  Hero. 

A  Frier  >  Mejfenger^  Watch>  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE   MeJJina. 
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ACT!    SCENE! 

Enter  Leonato,  Innogen,  Hero  and  Beatrice,  with 

a  Meffenger. 

L  E  O  1ST  AT  0. 

Learn  in  this  Letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of  Ar- 
ragon  comes  this  Night  to  Mejfina. 

Mejf.  He  is  very  near  by  this;  he  was 
not  three  Leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  Gentlemen  have  you  loft 
in  this  Ad: ion? 

Mejj.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  Name. 
Leon.  A  Victory  is  twice  it  felf,  when  the  Atchiever  brings 

home  full  number;  I  find  here  that  Don  "Pedro  hath  beftow- 
cd  much  Honour  on  a  young  Florentine^  call'd  Claudio. 

Mejf.  Much  deferv'd  on  his  Part,  and  equally  remembred 
by  Don  Pedro,  he  hath  born  himfelf  beyond  the  Promife  of 
his  Age,  doing  in  the  Figure  of  a  Lamb,  the  Feats  of  a  Lion, 

he  hath  indeed  better  better'd  Expectation,  than  you  muft 
expect  of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  Uncle  here  in  Mejjina  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

Mejf.  I  have  already  delivered  him  Letters,  and  there  ap- 
pears much  Joy  in  him,  even  fo  much,  that  Joy  could  not 

mew  it  felf  modeft  enough,  without  a  Badge  of  Bitternefs. 
Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  Tears  ? 

Mejf.  In  great  meafure. 
Vol,  I.  Y  z  Leon. 
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Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  Kindnefs  ;  there  are  no  Faces 

truer,  than  thofe  that  are  (o  waih'd ;  how  much  better  is  it 
to  weep  at  Joy,  than  to  joy  at  Weeping? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  Signior  Mountanto  return'd  from  the 
Wars,  or  no? 

Mejf.  I  know  none  of  that  Name,  Lady,  there  was  none 
fuch  in  the  Army  of  any  fort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  Neice? 
Hero.  My  Coufin  means  Signior  Benedict  of  Padua. 

Mejf.   O  he  is  return'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 
Beat.  He  fit  up  his  Bills  here  in  Mejfina^  and  challeng'd 

Cupid  at  the  fl  ght;  and  my  Uncle's  Fool  reading  the  Chal- 
lenge, fubfcrib'd  for  Cupidy  and  challenged  him  at  the  Bur- 

bolt.  I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  and  eaten  in 
thefeWars?  But  how  many  hath  he  kill'd .?  for  indeed  I 
promife  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  'Faith,  Neice,  you  tax  Signior  Benedicl^too  much, 
but  he'll  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mejf.  He  hath  done  good  Service,  Lady,  in  thofe  Wars. 
Beat.  Youhadmufty  Viduals,  and  he  hath  holp  to  eat  it; 

he's  a  very  valiant  Trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excellent  Stomach. 
Mejf.   And  a  good  Soldier  too,  Lady. 
Beat.  And  a  good  Soldier  to  a  Lady:  But  what  is  he  to 

a  Lord  ? 

Meff.  A  Lord  to  a  Lord,  a  Man  to  a  Man,  ftuft  with  all 
honourable  Virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed,  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftuft  Man :  but 

for  the  fluffing  well;  we  are  all  Mortal. 
Leon.  You  muft  not,  Sir,  miftake  my  Neice;  there  is  a  kind 

of  merry  War  betwixt  Signior  Benedick^znd  her;  they  never 
meet,  but  there  is  a  Skirmifh  of  Wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  Cor.fli6r, 
four  of  his  five  Wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the  whole 

Man  govern'd  with  one:  So  that  if  he  have  Wit  enough  to 
-keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a  difference  between 
himfelf  and  his  Horfe.  For  it  is  all  the  Wealth  that  he  hath 

left,  to  be  known  a  reafonable  Creature.  Who  is  his  Compa- 
nion now  ?  He  hath  every  Month  a  new  fworn  Brother. 

Mejf.  Is  it  poffible  ? 
Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible;  he  wears  his  Faith  but  as  the 

fafliion  of  his  Hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  Block. 

Mejf. 
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Meff.  I  fee,  Lady,  the  Gentleman  is  not  in  your  Book*. 
Beat.  No,  and  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  Study.  But  I 

pray  you  who  is  his  Companion?  Is  there  no  young  Squarer 

now,  that  will  make  a  Voyage  with  him  to  the  Devil? 

Mef.  He  is  moll:  in  the  Company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  Difeafe;  he 

is  fooner  caught  than  the  Peftilence,  and  the  taker  runs  pre- 
fently  mad,  God  help  the  noble  Claudio,  if  he  have  caught 

the  Benedick^  it  will  coft  him  a  thoufand  Pound  e'er  it  be 
cur'd. 

Meff.  I  will  hold  Friends  with  you,  Lady. 
Beat.  Do  good  Friend. 

Leon.  Youll  ne'er  run  mad,  Neice. 

Beat.  No,  not  'till  a  hot  January. 
Meff.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,    Benedick,  Balthazar  and 

Don  John, 
Pedro,  Good  Signior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet  your 

trouble:  The  fafhion  of  the  World  is  to  avoid  Coft,  and 

you  encounter  it. 
Leon.  Never  came  Trouble  to  my  Houfe  in  the  likenefs 

of  your  Grace;  for,  Trouble  being  gone,  Comfort  mould 
remain:  But  when  you  depart  from  me,  Sorrow  abides,  and 
Happinefs  takes  his  Leave. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  Charge  moft  willingly:  I 
think  this  is  your  Daughter. 

Leon.  Her  Mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 
Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  that  you  askt  her? 
Leon,  Signior  Benedict^,  no^  for  then  were  you  a  Child. 
Pedro,  You  have  it  full  Benedick^,  we  may  guefs  by  this 

what  you  are,  being  a  Man,  truly  the  Lady  Fathers  herfelf; 
be  happy,  Lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable  Father. 

Bene.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  (he  would  not 
have  his  Head  on  her  Shoulders  for  all  Mef/ina,  as  like  him 
as  (he  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  flill  be  talking,  Signior  Be- 
nedickj  no  Body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What  my  dear  Lady   Difdain!   are  you  yet  li- 
Y*ng- 

Y  3  Beat. 
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Beat.  Is  it  poflible  Difdain  mould  die,  while  fhc  hath  fuch 

meet  Food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick*.  Courtefie  it  felf 
muft  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in  her  Prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  Courtefie  a  Turn-coat,  but  it  is  certain  I 

am  lov'd  of  all  Ladies,  only  you  excepted ;  and  I  would  I 
could  find  in  my  Heart  that  I  had  not  an  haid  Heart,  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  Happinefs  to  Women,  they  would  elfe  have 
been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  Sutor.  I  thank  God  and  my 
cold  Blood,  I  am  of  your  Humour  for  that ;  1  had  rather  hear 
my  Dog  bark  at  a  Crow,  than  a  Man  fwear  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  Ladilhip  ftill  in  that  Mind,  To  fome 
Gentleman  or  other  mail  fcape  a  predeftinate  fcratcht  Face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an  'twere  fuch 
a  Face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well  you  are  a  rare  Parrat  Teacher. 
Beat.  A  Bird  of  my  Tongue,  is  better  than  a  Beaft  of 

yours. 
Bene.  I  would  my  Horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  Tongue, 

and  fo  good  a  Continues  but  keep  your  way  a  God's  Name, I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  Jade's  Trick,  I  know  you of  old. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all :  Leonato,  Signior  Claudiot 
and  Signior  Benedick^  my  dear  Friend  Leonato  hath  invited 
you  all,  I  tell  you  we  mail  flay  here  at  the  leaft  a  Month, 
and  he  heartily  prays  fome  Occafion  may  detain  us  lon- 

ger :  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  Hypocrite,  but  prays  from  his 
Heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fhall  not  beforfworn; 
let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  Lord,  being  reconciled  to  the 
Prince  your  Brother;  I  owe  you  all  Duty. 

John.  I  thank  you,  I  am  not  of  many  Words,  but  I  thank 

you. Leon.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 
Pedro.  Your  Hand  Leonato^  we  will  go  together. 

\Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudio. 
Claud.  Benedick^  didft  thou  note  the  Daughter  of  Sig- 

nior Leonato. 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 
Claud.  Is  ihe  not  a  modeft  young  Lady  \ 

iBeni* 
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Bene,  Do  you  queftion  me  as  anhonefl  Man  fhould  do, 

formyfimple  true  Judgment  ?  Or  would  you  have  me  fpeak 
after  my  Cuftom,  as  being  a  profeffed  Tyrant  to  their  Sex  f 

Claud.  No,  I  prithee  fpe.ik  in  fober  Judgment. 

Bene.  Why  i*  faith,  methinks  fhe's  too  low  for  an  high 
Praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  Praife,  and  too  little  for  a  great 

Praife  ,*  only  this  Commendation  I  can  afford  her,  that  were 
fhe  other  than  fhe  is,  fhe  were  unhand/ome;  and  being  no 
other  but  as  fhe  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thjnkft  I  am  in  fport,  I  pray  thee  tell  me 

truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her. 
Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her? 
Claud.  Can  the  World  buy  fuch  a  Jewel? 
Bene.  Yea,  and  a  Cafe  to  put  it  into;  but  fpeak  you  this 

with  a  fad  Brow,  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack,  to  tell 
us  Cupid  is  a  good  Hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  Carpen- 

ter? Come,  in  what  Key  fhall  a  Man  take  you  to  go  in  the 
Song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  Eye,  fhe  is  the  fweeteft  Lady  that  ever  I 
look:  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  Spectacles,  and  I  fee  no  fuch 

Mattel  :  There's  her  Coufin,  an  fhe  were  not  poffeft  with 
a  Fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  Beauty,  as  the  firft  of  Aiay 
doth  the  laft  oi \  December:  But  I  hope  you  have  no  intent 
to  turn  Husband,  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  fcarce  trull:  my  f?\f>  tho'  I  had  fworn  the 
contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  Wife. 

Bene.  1st  c^metothis?  In  Faith  hath  not  the  World  one 
Man,  but  he  will  wear  his  Cap  with  Sufpicion?  Shall  I  never 

fee  a  Batchelor  of  threefcore  again?  Go  to  i*  Faith,  and  thou 
wilt  needs  thruft  thy  Neck  into  a  Yoke,  wear  the  print  of 

it,  and  figh  away  Sundays :  Look,  Don  Pedro  is  return 'd  to 
feek  you* 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Don  John. 

Pedro.  What  Secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  follow'd not  to  Leonato  ? 

Bene.  I  wou'd  your  Grace  would  eonflrain  me  to  tell. 
Pedro.  T  charge  thee  on  thy  Allegiance. 
Bene.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio,  I  cannot  be  fecret  as  a 

dumb  Man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  (but  on  my  Alle- 
giance, mark  you  this,  on  my  Allegiance)  he  is  in  love,  with 

Y  4  whom? 
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whom  ?  Now  that  is  your  Grace's  part :  Mark  how  fhort 
h  is  Anfwer  is,  Heroy  Leonard's  (hort  Daughter. Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  it  were  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  Tale,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor  'twas 
not  fo  ;  but  indeed,  God  forbid  it  fhould  be  fo. 

Cland.  If  my  Paflion  change  not  fhortly,  God  forbid  it 
fhould  be  other  wife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  Lady  is  very  well 
worthy. 

Claud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 
Tedro.  By  my  Troth  I  fpeak  my  Thought. 
Claud.  And  in  Faith,  my  Lord,  I  (poke  mine. 
Bene.  And  by  my  two  Faiths  and  Troths,  my  Lord,  I  fpeak 

mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 
Pedro.  That  Hie  is  worthy  I  know. 
Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  fhe  mould  be  loved,  nor 

know  how  (he  mould  be  worthy,  is  the  Opinion  that  Fire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me,   1  will  die  in  it  at  the  Stake. 

Pedro.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  Heretick  in  the  de- 
fpight  of  Beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  Part,  but  in  the  force 
of  his  Will. 

Bene.  That  a  Woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her;  that  fhe 
brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  moft  humble  Thanks:  But 
that  I  will  have  a  Rechate  windeJ  in  my  Forehead,  or  hang 
my  Bugle  in  an  invifible  Baldrick,  all  Women  (hall  pardon 
me;  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the  Wrong  to  miftruft  any, 
I  will  do  my  felf  the  right  to  trufl:  none ;  and  the  fine  is, 
for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,  I  will  live  a  Batchelor. 

Pedro.  I  (hall  fee  thee  e'er  I  die,  look  pale  with  Love. 
Bene.  With  Anger,  with  Sicknefs,  or  with  Hunger,  my 

Lord,  not  with  Love :  Prove  that  I  lofe  more  Blood  with 

Love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out  mine 

Eyes  with  a  Ballet-maker's  Pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  Door 
of  a  Brothel-houfe  for  the  Sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  Faith,  thou 
wilt  prove  a  notable  Argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  Bottle  like  a  Cat,  and  moot 
at  me,  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on  the  Shoulder, 
and  caird  Adam. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro.  Well,  as  time  (hall  try;  in  time  the  favage  Bull 

doth  bear  the  Yoke. 

Bene.  The  favage  Bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  fcnfible  Be- 
nedick^eix  it,  pluck  off  the  BuliVhorns,  and  fet  them  in 
my  Forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilcily  painted,  and  in  fuch 
great  Letters  as  they  write,  Here  is  a  good  Horfe  to  hire;  let 
them  fignifie  under  my  Sign,  Here  you  may  fee  Benedickjhe 

marry'd  Man. 
Claud.  If  this  mould  ever  happen,  thou  wouldftbe  Horn 

mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupidhwe  not  fpent  all  his  Quiver  in  Ve- 
nicey  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  ihortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  Earthquake  too  then. 
Pedro.  WcDy  you  will  temporize  with  the  Hours  in  the 

mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedict*,  repair  to  Leonato's^  com- 
mend me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will  not  fail  him  at  Supper, 

for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  Preparation, 
Bene.  I  have  almoft  Matter  enough  in  me  for  fuch  an  Em- 

baffage,  and  fo  I  commit  you, 
CUttd.  To  the  Tuition  of  God.  From  my  Houfe  if  I 

had  it. 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July.  Your  loving  Friend,  Benedick^ 
Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not;  the  body  of  your  Dif- 

courfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the  Guards 

are  but  flightly  bafted  on  neither:  E'er  you  flout  old  Ends 
any  further,  examine  your  Confcience,  and  fo  I  leave  you. 

[Exit. 
Claud.  My  Liege,  yourHighnefs  now  may  do  me  good. 
Pedro.  My  Love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  LefTon,  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  Son,  my  Lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  Child  but  Hero>  fhe's  his  only  Heir : 
Doft  thou  affed:  her,  Claudio  f 

Claud.  O  my  Lord, 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  Action, 

I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  Soldier's  Eye, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  Task  in  hand, 
Than  to  drive  Liking  to  the  Name  of  Love ; 

But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  War'though's 
Have  left  their  places  vacant ;  in  their  rooms 

Come 
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Come  thronged  foft  and  delicate  Defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 

Saying  I  lik'd  her  e'er  I  went  to  Wars. 
Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  Lover  prefently 

And  tire  the  Hearer  with  a  Book  of  Words : 
If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cherifti  it, 

And  I  will  break  with  her;  was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  began'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  Story? 

Claud.  How  fweetly  do  you  mimfter  to  Love, 

That  know  Love's  Grief  by  his  Complexion. 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 

I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  Treatife. 
Pedro.  What  need  the  Bridge  much  broader  that  the  flood! 

The  faireft  grant  is  the  neceflity; 

Look  what  will  ferve,  is  fit;  'tis  once,  thouloveft, 
And  I  will  dt  thee  with  the  Remedy. 
I  know  we  fhall  have  revelling  to  Night, 
I  will  aflume  thy  part  in  fome  Difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  CUudio, 
And  in  her  Bofom  I  unclafp  my  Heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  Prifoner  with  a  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amoious  Tale  : 
Then  after,  to  her  Father  will  I  break, 
And  the  Conclufion  is,  (he  fhaU  be  thine; 
In  pra&ife  let  us  put  it  prefently.  \_Exettnt. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon.  How  now  Brother,  where  is  my  Coufin  your  Son  : 

'Hath  he  provided  this  Mufick? 
Ant.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it;  but  Brother,  I  can  tell 

you  News  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. 
Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 
Ant.  As  the  Event  (tamps  them,  but  they  have  a  good 

cover;  they  mow  well  outward:  The  Prince  and  Count 
ClaudiO)  walking  in  a  thick  pleached  Alley  in  my  Orchard, 
were  thus  over-heard  by  a  Man  of  mine:  The  Prince  difc 

cover'd  to  Claudio  that  he  lov'd  my  Neice  your  Daughter, 
and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  Night  in  a  Dance;  and  if 
he  found  her  Accordant,  meant  to  take  the  prefent  time  by 
the  ton,  and  inftantly  break  with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  Fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 
Ant.  A  good  (harp  Fellow,  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 

queftion  him  your  felf. 
LtOtt* 
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Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  Dream,  'till  it  appear 
it  felf :  But  I  will  acquaint  my  Daughter  with  all,  that  fhe 
may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  if  peradventure  this 
be  true;  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it:  Coufins,  you  know 
what  you  have  to  do.  O  I  cry  you  mercy  Friend,  go  you 
with  me  and  I  will  ufe  your  Skill,  good  Coufin  have  a  Care 
this  bufie  time.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 
Conr.  What  the  good  Year  my  Lord,  why  are  you  thus 

out  of  Meafure  fad  ? 

John,  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  Occafion  that  breeds, 
therefore  the  Sadnefs  is  without  limit, 

Conr.  You  mould  hear  Reafon. 

John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  Blefling  bringethit  ? 
Conr.  If  not  a  prefent  Remedy,  yet  a  patient  Sufferance. 

John.  I  wonder  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fay'ft  thou  art, 
born  under  Saturn)  goeft  about  to  apply  a  mortal  Medicine 
to  a  mortifying Mifchief :  I  cannot  hide  what  I  am:  I  muft 

be  fad  when  I  have  Caufe,  and  fmile  at  no  Man's  Jefts ;  eat 
when  I  have  Stomach,  and  wait  for  no  Man's  Leilure;  fleep 
when  I  am  drowfie,  and  tend  on  no  Man's  Bufinefs;  laugh 
when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  Man  in  his  humour. 

Conr.  Yea,  but  you  mud  nor  make  the  full  lhow  of  this 

'till  you  may  do  it  without  Controlment;  you  have  of  late 
flood  out  againft  your  Brother,  and  he  hath  tane  you  newly 
into  his  Grace,  where  it  is  impoflible  you  mould  take  Root, 
but  by  the  fair  Weather  that  you  make  your  felf;  it  is  need- 

ful that  you  frame  the  Seafon  for  your  own  Harveft. 
John.  I  had  rather  be  a  Canker  in  a  Hedge,  thin  a  Rofe 

in  his  Grace,  and  it  better  fits  my  Blood  to  be  difdain'd  of 
all,  than  tofafhion  a  Carriage  to  rob  Love  from  any  :  In  this 

('though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeft  Mjn^  it 
muft  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am  a  plain-dealing  Villain,  I  am 
trufted  with  a  Muzzel,  and  infranchifed  with  a  CU >g,  there- 

fore I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  in  my  Cage:  If  I  had  my 
Mouth,  I  would  bite;  if  I  had  my  Liberty,  I  would  do 
my  liking  :  In  the  mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and 
feek  not  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  Difcontent? 

John. 
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John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 

Who  comes  here  ?  what  News,  Borachio  ? 
Enter  Borachio, 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  Supper;  the  Prince, 

your  Brother^  is  royally  entertained  by  Leonato,  and  I  can 
give  you  Intelligence  of  an  intended  Marriage. 

John,  Will  it  ferve  for  any  Model  to  build  Mifchief  on  ? 
What  is  he  for  a  Fool  that  betroths  himfelf  to  Unquiet- 
nefs  ? 

Bora.  Marry  it  is  your  Brother's  right  Hand. 
John.  Who,  the  molt  exquifite  Claudio  f 
Bora.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  Squire  ;  and  who,  and  who,  which  way 
looks  he? 

Bora.  Marry  on  Hero,  the  Daughter  and  Heir  of  Leonato* 
John.  A  very  forward  March-chick,  how  come  you  to 

this? 

Bora.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  Perfumer,  as  I  was  fmoak- 
ing  a  mufty  Room,  comes  me  the  Prince  and  Claudio, 
Hand  in  Hand  in  fad  Conference :  I  whipt  behind  the  Ar- 

ras, and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon  that  the  Prince  mould 

woo  Hero  for  himfelf,  and  having  obtain'd  her,  give  her to  Count  Claudio. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove  Food 

to  my  Difpleafure,  that  young  Start-up  hath  all  the  Glory 
of  my  Overthrow:  If  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I  blefs  my 
felf  every  way;  you  are  both  fure,  and  will  affift  me? 

Conr.  To  the  Death,  my  Lord. 
John.  Let  us  to  the  great  Supper,  their  Cheer  is  the 

greater  that  I  fubdu'd,  would  the  Cook  were  of  my  Mind: 
Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.  \_Exeunu 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Innogen,  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret 
and  Urfula. 

Leon.  \T  V^S  not  Count  John  here  at  Supper? 
VV     Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  Gentleman  looks;    I  never  can  fee 

him,  but  I  am  Heart-burn'd  an  Hour  after.  Hero* 
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Hero.  He  is  of  a  melancholy  Difpofition. 
Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  Man  that  were  made  juft  in 

the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick^  the  one  is  too 
like  an  Image,  and  fays  nothing;  and  the  other  too  like 

my  Lady's  eldeft  Son,  evermore  tatling. 
Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedicts  Tongue  in  Count 

Johns  Mouth,  and  half  Count  Johns  Melancholy  in  Sig- 
nior Benedicts  Face   

Beat.  With  a  good  Leg,  and  a  good  Foot,  Uncle,  and 
Mony  enough  in  his  Purie,  fuch  a  Man  would  win  any 
Woman  in  the  World,  if  he  could  get  her  good  Will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  Neice,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
Husband,  if  thou  be  fo  ilirewd  of  thy  Tongue. 

Ant.  In  Faith  (he's  too  curft. 
Beat.  Too  curft  is  more  than  cur  ft,  I  fhall  leffen  God's 

fending  that  Way ;  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a  curft  Cow 
fhort  Horns,  but  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Leon.  So,   by  being  too  curft,    God  will  fend  no  Horns. 
Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  Husband,  for  the  which 

Bleffing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  Knees  every  Morning  and 
Evening :  Lord,  I  could  not  endure  a  Husband  with  a  Beard 
on  his  Face,  I  had  rather  ly^  in  Woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  Husband  that  hath  no  Beard. 
Beat.  What  fhould  I  do  with  him?  drefs  him  in  my 

Apparel,  and  make  him  my  Waiting-Gentlewoman?  He 
that  hath  a  Beard  is  more  than  a  Youth,  and  he  that  hath 
no  Beard  is  lefs  than  a  Man;  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 
Youth,  is  not  for  me;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  Man,  I  am 
not  for  him:  Therefore,  I  will  even  take  fix  Pence  in  ear- 
neftofthe  Bearherd,  and  lead  his  Apes  into  Hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  Hell. 
Beat.  No,  but  to  the  Gate,  and  there  will  the  Devil 

meet  me  like  an  old  Cuckold,  with  his  Horns  en  his  Head, 

and  fay,  get  you  to  Heav'n,  Beatrice,  get  you  to  Heav'n, 
here's  no  Place  for  you  Maids;  fo  deliver  I  up  my  Apes, 
and  away  to  St.  Peter ;  for  the  Heav'ns,  he  (hews  mc 
where  the  Batchelors  fit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as 
the  Day  is  long. 

Ant.  Well  Neice,  I  truft  you  will  be  ruPd  by  your  Fa- 
thcr-  [To  Hero. 

Beat.  Yes,  Faith,  it  is  my  Coufin's  Duty  to  make  Curt- 
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fie,  and  fay,  as  it  pleafe  you;  but  yet  for  all  that  Coufin,  let 
him  be  a  handfome  Fellow,  or  elfe  make  another  Curtfie, 
and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleafes  me. 

Leon.  Well,  Neice,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  Day  fitted 
with  a  Husband. 

Beat.  Not  'till  God  make  Men  of  fome  other  Mettal 
than  Earth ;  wou'd  it  not  grieve  a  Woman  to  be  over-ma- 
fter'd  with  a  Piece  of  valiant  Duft  ?  to  make  account  of 
her  Life  to  a  Clod  of  wayward  Marie?  No,  Uncle,  I'll 
none;  Adams  Sons  are  Brethren,  and  truly  I  hold  it  a 
Sin  to  match  in  my  Kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember  what  I  told  you;  if  the 
Prince  do  follicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  Anfwer. 

Beat.  The  Fault  will  be  in  the  Mufick,  Coufin,  if  you 

be  not  woo'd  in  good  time;  if  the  Prince  be  too  impor- 
tant, tell  him  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo  dance 

out  the  Anfwer ;  for  hear  me,  Hero,  wooing,  wedding,  and 
repenting,  is  a  Scotch  Jig,  a  Meafure,  and  a  Cinque- 
pace;  The  firft  Suit  is  hot  and  hafty,  like  a  Scotch  Jig, 

('and  full  as  fantaftical)  the  Wedding  mannerly  modeft, 
(as  a  Meafure,)  full  of  State  and  Anchentry ;  and  then  comes 
Repentance,  and  with  his  bad  Legs  falls  into  the  Cinque- 

pace  fafter  and  fafler,  'till  he  finks  into  the  Grave. 
Leon.  Coufin  you  apprehend  pafling  fhrewdly. 
Beat.  I  have  a  good  Eye,  Uncle,  I  can  fee  a  Church 

by  Day  Light. 
Leon.  The  Revellers  are  entring,  Brother;  make  good 

room. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  and 

others  in  Mafquerade. 
Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  Friend? 
Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay 

nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  Walk,  and  efpecially  when  I 
walk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  Company. 
Hero.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  pleafe. 
Pedro.  And  when  will  you  pleafe  to  fay  fo? 
Hero.  When  I  like  your  Favour;  for  God  defend  the 

Lute  mould  be  like  the  Cafe. 

Pedro.  My  Yifor  is  Philemon  s  Roof,  within  the  Houfe  is 
Love. 

Htro. 
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Hero.  Why  then  your  Vifor  mould  be  thatch/d. 
Pedro.  Speak  low  if  you  fpeak  Love.  0 
Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 
Marg.   So  would  not  I  for  your  own  Sake,  for  I  have 

many  ill  Qualities. 
Bene*  VVhich  is  one? 

Marg.  I  fay  my  Prayers  aloud. 
Bene.  I  love  you  the  better,  the  Hearers  may  cry,  Amen. 
Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  Dancer. 
Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  Sight  when  the 
Dance  is  done:  Anfwer  Clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  Words,  the  Clerk  is  anfwer'd. 
Vrffi.    I  know  you  well  enough,  you  are   Signior  An* 

thonio. 
Anth.  At  a  Word,  I  am  not. 

Vrfn.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  Head. 
Anth.  To  tell  you  true,    I  counterfeit  him. 
Vrfn.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill  Will,  unlefs  you 

were  the  very  Man:    Here's  his  dry  Hand  up  and  down, 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Anth.  At  a  Word,  I  am  not. 
Vrfn.  Come,  come,  do  you  think  I  do  not  know 

you  by  your  excellent  Wit?  Can  Virtue  hide  it  felff  Go 

to,  mum,  you  are  he,  Graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo? 
Bene.  No,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 
Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  wa^s  difdainful,   and  that  I  had   my  good 
Wit  out  of  the  hundred  merry  Tales;  well,  this  was  Sig- 

nior Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he? 
Beat.  I  am  fure  you  know  him  well  enough. 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh? 
Bene.  I  pray  you  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prioce's  Jefter,  a  very  dull  Fool, 
only  his  Gift  is,  in  devifing  imp>ffible  Slanders?  none 
but  Libertines  delight  in  him,  and  the  Condemnation  is not 
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not  in  his  Wit,  but  in  his  Villany  ;  for  he  both  pleafeth 
Men,  and  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and 
beat  him ;  I  am  fure  he  is  in  this  Fleet,  I  would  he  had 
boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  \  know  the  Gentleman,  1*11  tell  him  what 
you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do,  he'll  but  break  a  Comparifon  or  two  on 
me,  which  peradventure  (not  mark'd,  or  not  laugh' d 
at)  ftrikes  him  into  Melancholy,  and  then  there's  a  Par- 

tridge Wing  fav'd,  for  the  Fool  will  eat  no  Supper  that 
Night.  We  muft  follow  the  Leaders. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 
Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  111,  I  will  leave  them  at 

the  next  Turning.  [Exeunt. 
Mujich^for  the  Dance. 

John.  Sure  my  Brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  Father  to   break  with  him  about  it:   The 
Ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  Vifor  remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Claudioy  I  know  him  by  his  bearing. 
John.  Are  not  you  Signior  Benedick}. 
Claud.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 

John.   Signior,   you    are  very  near  my  Brother  in  his 

Love,  he  is  enamor'd  on   Hero,    I  pray  you  difTuade  him 
from  her,  (he  is  no  equal   for  his  Birth;   you  may  do  the 
Part  of  an  honeft  Man  in  it. 

Claud.  Hew  know  you  he  loves  her  f 
John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  Affection. 
Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry  her 

to  Night. 
John,  come  let  us  to  the  Banquet.  \Exeunt  JohnandBorz, 
Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  Name  of  Benedick^ 

But  hear  this  ill  News  with  the  Ears  of  Claudio. 

'Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  woos  for  himfelf. 
Friendfhip  is  conftant  in  all  other  Things, 
Save  in  the  Office  and  Affairs  of  Love; 

Therefore  all  Hearts  inLoveufe  their  own  Tongues^ 
Let  every  Eye  negotiate  for  it  felf, 
And  truft  no  Agent;    for  Beauty  is  a  Witch, 
Againfl:  whofe  Charms,  Faith  melteth  into  Blood; 
This  is  an  Accident  of  hourly  Proof, 
Which  I  miftrufted  not.     Farewel  therefore,  Hero. 

Enter 
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Enter  Benedick. 

Bene.  Count  Claudia. 
Claud.  Yea  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me? 
Claud.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  Willow,  about  your  own  Bu- 
finefs,  Count.  What  Fafhion  will  you  wear  the  Garland 

of?  About  your  Neck,  like  aUfurer's  Chain?  Or  under 

your  Arm,  like  a  Lieutenant's  Scarf?  You  muft  wear  it 
one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud.  I  wifh  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why  that's  fpoken  like  an  honcfl:  Drovier,  fo 
they  fell  Bullocks;  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus? 

Claud.  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Bene.  No,  no!   you  ftrike  like  the  blind  Man;  'twas  the 
Boy  that  ftole  your  Meat,    and  you'll  beat  the  Poft. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  1*11  leave  you.  {Exit. 
Bene.  Alas  poor  hurt  Soul,  now  will  he  creep  into 

Sedges.  But  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  fhould  know  me,  and 

not  know  me;  the  Prince's  Fool!  ha?  it  may  be  I  go 
Hinder  that  Title,  becaufe  I  am  merry;  yea  but  fo  I  am 
apt  to  do  my  felf  wrong :  I  am  not  fo  reputed,  it  is  the 
bafe  (though  bitter)  Difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 

the  World  into  her  Perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out;  well,  I'll 
be  reveng'd  as  I  may. Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Now  Signior,    where's  the  Count?   did  you  fee him? 

Bene.  Troth  my  Lord,  I  have  play'd  the  Part  of  Lady 
Fame,  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  Lodge  in  a 
Warren;  I  told  him,  and  I  think,  told  him  true,thatyour 
Grace  had  got  the  Will  of  this  young  Lady,  and  I  offered 
him  my  Company  to  a  Willow  Tree,  either  to  make  him  a 
Garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  a  Rod,  as  be- 

ing worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt,  what's  his  Fault? 
Bene.   The   flat   Tranfgreflion    of  a   School-Boy,    who 

being  over-joy'd  with  finding  a  Birds  Neft,  (hews  it  his 
Companion,  and  he  flcals  ir. 

Vol.  I.  Z  Fed 
YO, 
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Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  Truft,  a  Tranfgreflion?  the 

Tranfgreffion  is  in  the  Stealer. 
Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs  the  Rod  had  been 

made,  and  the  Garland  too;  for  the  Garland  he  might  have 
worn  himfelf,  and  the  Rod  he  might  have  beftowed  on 

you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftol'n  his  Birds  Neft. 
Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  fing,  and  reftore  them 

to  the  Owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  Faith 

you  fay  hone  ft  Jy.  ^ 
Pedro.  The  Lady  Beatrice  hath  a  Quarrel  to  you,  the 

Gentleman  that  dane'd  with  her,  told  her  (he  is  much 
wrong'dby  you. 

Bene.  O  ihe  mifus'd  me  paft  the  Indurance  of  a  Block; 
an  Oak  but  with  one  green  Leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 
fwcred  her;  my  very  Vifor  began  to  afTume  Life,  andfcold 
with  her;  fhe  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  my 

felf,  that  I  was  the  Prince's  Jefter,  and  that  I  was  duller 
than  a  great  Thaw,  hudling  Jell:  upon  Jeff,  with  fuch  im- 
poflible  conveiance  upon  me,  that  I  flood  like  a  Man  at  a 
Mark,  with  a  whole  Army  (hooting  at  me;  (he  fpeaks 
Poyniards,  and  every  Word  ftabs  me;  if  her  Breath  were 
as  terrible  as  Terminations,  there  were  no  living  near 
her,  (lie  would  infect  to  the  North  Star;  I  would  not 

marry  her,  though  fhe  were  endow'd  with  all  that  Adam 
had  left  him  before  he  tranfgrefs'd,  (lie  would  have  made 
Hercules  have  turned  Spit,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  Club  to 
make  the  Fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  fhall  find 
her  the  infernal.  Ate  in  good  Apparel.  I  would  to  God 
fome  Scholar  would  conjure  her,  for  certainly  while  (he 
is  here,  a  Man  may  live  as  quiet  in  Hell  as  in  a  Sanctuary, 
and  People  fin  upon  Purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thither, 
fo  indeed  all  Difquiet,  Horror,  and  Perturbation  follows  her. 

Enter  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  and  Hero. 
Pedro*  Look  here  (he  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  Service  to 
the  Worlds  End?  I  will  go  on  the  flighted  Errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on ;  I 

will  fetch  you  a  Tooth-Picker  now  from  the  furtheft  Inch 

of  AJta\  brin£  you  the  length  of  Preflor  John's  Foot;  fetch 
you  a  Hair  off  the  great  Cham's  Beard;  do  you  any  Em- 

baflage 
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baffage   to  the    Pigmies,    rather  then  hold    three  Words 
Conference  with  this  Harpy;  you  have  no  Employment  for  me? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  Company, 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  Dim  I  love  not,  I  cannot  in- 
dure  this  Lady's  Tongue.  [Extt. 

Pedro.  Come  Lady,  come,  you  have  loft  the  Heart  of 
SigniOr  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed  my  Lord,  he  fent  it  me  a  while,  and  I 
gave  him  ufefor  it,  a  double  Heart  for  a  fingle  one;  Marry, 
once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  Dice,  therefore 
your  Grace  may  v/ell  fay  I  have  loft  it 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  mould  do  me,  my  Lord,  left  I 
mould  prove  the  Mother  of  Fools :  I  have  brought  Count 
Claud™,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek* 

Pedro.  Why,  how  now  Count,    wherefore  are  you  fad  ? 
Claud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  How  then?  fick? 

Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 
Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 

nor  well ;  but  civil  Count,  civil  as  an  Orange,  and  fome- 
thing  of  a  jealous  Complexion. 

Pedro.  I'faith  Lady,  I  think  your  Blazon  to  be  true; 
though  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  Conceit  is  falfe. 
Here  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  Name,  and  fair  Hero 
is  won ;  I  have  broke  with  her  Father,  and  his  good  Will 
obtained,  name  the  Day  of  Marriage,  and  God  give  thee  Joy. 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  Daughter,  and  with  her 
my  Fortunes;  his  Grace  hath  made  the  Match,  and  all  Grace 
fay  Amen  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak  Count,  'tis  your  Qu. 
Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfected  Herald  of  Joy;  I  were 

but  little  happy  if  I  could  fay,  how  much.  Lady,  as  you 
are  mine,  I  am  yours;  I  give  away  my  felf  for  you,  and 
doat  upon  the  Exchange. 

Beat.  Speak  Coufin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  flop  his  Mouth 
with  a  Kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  In  faith  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  Heart. 
Beat.   Yea  my  Lord,   I  thank  it,   poor  Fool,  it   keeps 

Z  2  on 
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on  the  windy  fide  of  Care;  my  Coufin  tells  him  in  his  Ear 
that  he  is  in  my  Heart. 

Clan.  And  fo  /he  doth,  Coufin. 
Beat.  Good  Lord,  for  Alliance;  thus  goes  every  one  to 

the  World  but  I,  and  I  am  Sun-burn'd,  I  may  fit  in  a  Cor- 
ner, and  cry,  heigh  ho  for  a  Husband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 
Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  Father's  getting; 

hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  Brother  like  you;  your  Father 
got  excellent  Husbands,  if  a  Maid  could  come  by  them. 

Pedro.  Will  you  have:  me,  Lady  ? 
Beat.  No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 

working-Days,  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear  every 
Day:  But  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  me,  I  was  born  to 
fpeak  all  Mirth,  and  no  Matter. 

Pedro.  Your  Silence  moil:  offends  me,  and  to  be  mer- 
ry beft  becomes  you;  for  out  of  queftion  you  were  born 

in  a  merry  Hour. 

Beat.  No  fure  my  Lord,  my  Mother  cry'd;  but  then 
there  was  a  Star  dane'd,  and  under  that  I  was  born.  Cou- 
fms,  God  give  you  Joy. 

Leon.  Neice,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  you of? 

Beat.  Icy  you  mercy  Uncle,  by  you  Grace's  pardon* 
[Exit  Beatrice, 

Pedro.  By  my  Troth  a  pleafant  fpirited  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  Element  in  her, 
my  Lord,  me  is  never  fad,  but  when  fhefleeps,  and  not 
ever  fad  then;  for  I  have  heard  my  Daughter  fay,  (he  hath 

often  dream'd  of  Unhappinefc,  and  wak'd  her  felf  with laughing. 
Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  Husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  Means,  fhc  mocks  all  her  Wocrers  out 
of  fuif. 

Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  Wife  for  Benedick? 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  Week  mar- 

ry'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 
Pedro.     Count    Claudio,     when   mean    you   to    go   to 

Church? 

Clau.  To  Morrow,   my  Lord,   Time  goes  on  Crutches, 

?cili  Love  have  all  his  Rites. 
Leon. 
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Leon.  Not  'rill  JWondaj,  my  dear  Son,  which  is  hence  a 
juft  feven  Night,  and  a  time  too  brief  to,  to  have  all  things 
anfwer  my  Mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  (hake  the  Head  at  To  long  a  breathing, 
but  I  warrant  thee  Claudio^  the  time  (hall  not  go  dully  by 

us;  I  will  in  the  interim  und make  one  ofllercules's  Labours, 

which  is,"  to  bring  Signior  Benedick^  and  the  Lady  Beatrice into  a  Mountain  of  AfTe&icn,  the  one  with  the  other;  I 
would  fain  have  it  a  Match  and  I  doubt  not  but  to  faftiion 

it,  if  you  three  will  but  mniifter  fuch  Afliftance  as  I  mail 
give  you  Direction. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coil  me  ten 
Nights  Watchings. 

Claud.  And  I  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero. 
Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  Office,  my  Lord,  to  help 

my  Coufin  to  a  good  Husband. 
Pedro.  And  Benedicl^is  not  theunhcpefuliefl  Husband  that 

I  know:  Thus  far  can  I  praife  him,  he  is  of  a  noble  Strain, 

of  approv'd  Valour,  and  confirmed  Honefiy.  I  will  teach 
you  how  to  humour  your  Coufin,  that  me  fhal!  fall  in  love 
with  Benedic^;  and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  fo  pradife 
on  Benedict  and  in  defpite  of  his  quick  Wit,  and  his  queafie 
Stomach,  he  (hall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice:  If  we  can  do 

this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  Archer,  his  glory  (hall  be  ours, 

for  we  are  the  only  Love-gods^  go  with  me,  and  I  will  tell 
you  my  Drift.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio. 

John.  It  is  fo,  the  Count  CUudio  fliall  marry  the  Daugh- 
ter of  Leonato. 

Bera.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 
John.  Any  Bar,  any  Croft,  any  Impediment,  will  be 

medicinable  to  m?>  I  am  fick  in  Difpleafure  to  him,  and 
whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  Affection,  ranges  evenly  wiih 
mine;  how  can  ft  thou  crofs  this  Marriage? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly  my  Lord,  but  fo  covertly,  that  no 
difhonefty  ill  all  appear  in  me. 

John.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 
Bora.  I  think  I  told  your  Lordfhip  a  Year  fince,  how 

much  I  am  in  the  Favour  of  Margaret^  the  Waiting-Gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

TL  3  John* 
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John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  inftant  of  the  Night,  ap- 

point her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady's  Chamber  Window. 
John.  What  Life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  Death  of  this 

Marriage? 

Bora.  The  Poifon  of  that  lyes  in  you  to  temper;  go  you  to 
the  Prince  your  Brother,  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he  hath 

wrong'd  his  Honour  in  marrying  the  renown'd  Claudio, 
whofe  Eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up,  to  a  contami- 

nated Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero. 
John.  What  proof  (hall  I  make  of  that? 
Bora.  Proof  enough,  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex  Clau- 

dio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato ;  look  you  for  any  other IiTue? 

John.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any  thing. 
Bora.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  Hour,  to  draw  on  Pedro, 

and  the  Count  Claudio,  alone;  tell  them  that  you  know  Hero 
loves  me;  intend  a  kind  of  Zeal  both  to  the  Prince  and 

Claudhy  as  in  a  love  of  your  Brother's  Honour  who  hath 
.made  this  Match,  and  his  Friends  Reputation,  who  is  thus 
like  to  be  cozen'd  with  the  femblance  of  a  Maid,  that  you 
have  difcover'd  thus;  they  will  hardly  believe  this  with- 

out Trial:  Offer  them  Inftances  which  (hall  bear  no  lefs 
likelihood,  than  to  fee  me  at  her  Chamber  Window,  hear 
me  call  Margaret,  Hero,  hear  Margaret  term  me  Claudio, 
and  bring  them  to  fee  this,  the  very  Night  before  the  in- 

tended Wedding,  for  in  the  mean  time  I  will  fa(hion  the 
Matter,  that  Hero  (hall  be  abfent,  and  there  (hall  appear  fuch 

feeming  Truths  of  Heroes  Difloyalty,  that  Jealoufie  (hall  be 
call'd  AiTurance,  and  all  the  Preparation  overthrown. 

John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  I  flue  it  can,  I  will  put 
it  in  Practice:  Be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy  Fee 
is  a  thoufand  Ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  Accufation,  and  my  Cun- 
ning (hall  not  (hame  me. 

John.  I  will  prefently  go  learn  their  Day  of  Marriage. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy. 
Bene.  Boy. 
Boy.  Signior. 

Bene. 
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Bene.  In  my  Chamber  Window  lyes  a  Book,    bring  it 

hither  to  me  in  the  Orchard, 

Boy.  I  am  here  already,  Sir.  [Exit  Boy. 
Bene.  1  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  hence,    and 

here  again.    I  do  much  wonder,  that  one  Man  feeiag  how 
much  another  Man  is  a  Fool,    when   he  dedicates  his  Beha- 

viours to  Love,  will  after  he  hath  laught  at  fuch  {hallow  Fol- 
lies in  others,  become  the  Argument  of  his  own  Scorn,  by 

falling  in  love!  and  fuch  a  Man  is  CUudio.     I  have  known 
when  there  was  no   Muflck  with  him  but  the  Drum  and 
the  Fife,    and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the  Taber  and  the 

Pipe:  I  have  known  when  he  would  hive  walk'd  ten  Mile 
a  Foot,   to  fee  a  good   Armor ;    and  now  will  he  lye  ten 
Nights  awake,  carving  the  Fafhion  of  a  new  Doublet.     He 
was  wont  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  Purpofe,  like  an  honcft 

Man  and  a  Soldier,   and  now  is  he  turn'd  Orthography, 
his  Words  are    a   very  fantaftical  Banquet,    juft  fo  many 
ftrange  Difhes,    May  I  be  fo  converted,    and  fee  with  thefe 
Eyes?  I  cannot  tell,  I  think  not.    I  will  not  be  fworn,   but 

Love  may  transform  me  to  an  Oifter,  but  I'll  take  my  Oath 
on  it,  'till  he  have  made  an  Oifter  of  me,    he  mall  never 
make  me  fuch  a  Fool:  One  Woman  is  fair,  yet  I  am  well; 
another   is  wife,    yet  I  am  well;   another  virtuous,  yet  I 

am  well:   But  'till  all  Graces  be  in  one  Woman,    one  Wo- 
man iriall  not  come  in  my  Grace.    Rich  fhe  fhall  be,  that's 

certain;  Wife,  or  I'D  none;  Virtuous,  or  Til  never  cheapen 
her;    Fair,   or  I'll  never  look  on  her;    Mild,    or  come  not 
near  me;  Noble,  or  not  for  an  A:gel;    of  good  Difcourfe, 
an  excellent  Mufician,  and  her  Hair  IrialJ  be  of  what  colour 
it  pleafe  God.  Ha!  the  Prince  and  Monfieur  Love,  I  will 
hide  m    in  the  Arbor. 

Enter  Don  /Wro,  Leonato,  Claudio  and  Balthazar. 
Pedro,  Come,  fhall  we  hear  this  Mufick? 

CUtid.  Yea,  my  good  Lord;  how  (till  the  Evening  is^ 

As  hufh'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  Harmony. 
Pedro.   See  you  where  Benedict  Ytith  hid  himfelf? 
Claud.  O  very  well  my  Lord;  the  Mufick  ended, 

We'll  fit  the  Kid-fox  wi'h  a  penny-worth. 
Pedro.  Come  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  Song  again. 
Balth.  O  good  my  Lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  Voice, 

To  (lander  Mufick  any  more  thin  once, 
Z  4  Pedro. 
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Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  Excellency, 

To  put  a  ftrange  Face  on  his  own  Perfection; 
I  pray  thee  fing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing, 
Since  many  a  Wooer  doth  commence  his  Suit, 

To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  woo's, 
,Yet  will  he  fwear  he  loves. 

Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee  come, 
Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  Argument, 
Do  it  in  Notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  Notes, 

There's  not  a  Note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 
Pedro.  Why  thefe  are  very  Crotchets  that  he  fpeaks, 

Note  Notes  forfooth,  and  nothing. 

Bene.  Now  divine  Air,  now  is  his  Soul  ravilh'r,  is  it  not 
ftrange  that  Sheeps  Guts  mould  hale  Souls  out  of  Mens  Bo- 

dies? V/dl9  a  Horn  for  my  Mony,  when  all's  done. 
The  Song, 

Sigh  no  more  Ladies,  figh  no  more* 
Aien  were  Deceivers  ever. 
One  Foot  in  Sea,  and  one  on  Shore, 
To  one  thing  conflant  never  : 
Then  figh  not  Jo,  but  let  them  go », 
jind  be  yon  blith  and  bonny, 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  Woe 
Into  hey  nony,  nony. 

Sing  no  more  Ditties,  fing  no  more ; 
Of  Dumps  Jo  dull  and  heavy. 
The  Fraud  of  Men  were  ever  fo, 
Since  Summer  firfi  was  leavy  : 
Then  figh  not  Jo,   &c. 

Pedro.  By  my  Troth  a  good  Song. 
Balth.  And  an  ill  Singer,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Ha,  no,  no  Faith,  thou  fing'ft  well  enough  for  a fluff. 

Bene.  And  he  had  been  a  Dog  that  mould  have  howl'd 
thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him,  and  I  pray  God  his  bad Voice  bode  no  Mifchief ;  I  had  as  lieve  have  heard  the 

Night-raven,  come  what  Plague  coujd  have  come  after  it. Pidro* 
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Pedro.  Yea,  marry,  doft  thou  hear  Balthazar  f  I  pray 

thee  get  fome  excellent  Mufick;  for  to  Morrow  Night  we 

would  have  it  at  the  Lady  Hero's  Chamber  Window. 
Baltb.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord.  [_Extt  Balthazar. 
Pedro,  Do  fo,  farewell.  Come  hither  Leomto,  what  was 

it  you  told  me  of  to  Day,  that  your  Neice  Beatrice  was  in 
Love  with  Signior  Benedickj 

Claud.  O  ay,  ftalk  on,  ftalk  on,  the  Fowl  fits.  I  did  never 
think  that  Lady  would  have  loved  any  Man, 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither;  but  moft  wonderful,  that  fhe 
fhould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedick*  whom  lhe  hath  in  all 

outward  Behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 
Bene.  Is't  poffible,  fits  the  Wind  in  that  Corner? 
Leon.  By  my  Troth,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think 

of  it,  but  that  (he  loves  him  with  an  inraged  Affection,  it 
is  paft  the  infinite  of  Thought. 

Pedro.  May  be  (he  doth  but  counterfeit. 
Claud.  Faith  like  enough. 
Leon.  O  God!  counterfeit?  There  was  never  counter- 

feit of  Paflion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  Paflion  as  lhe  difco- 
vers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  Effects  of  Paflion  fhews  fhe? 
Claud.  Bait  the  Hook  well,  the  Fifh  will  bite. 
Leon.  What  EfFe&s,  my  Lord?  (he  will  fityou,  youheard 

my  Daughter  tell  you  how. 
Claud.  She  did  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how  I  pray  you?  you  amaze  me,  I  would 
have  thought  her  Spirit  had  been  invincible  againft  all  A£ 
faults  of  Affect  ion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn  it  had,  my  Lord,  efpecially  a- 
gain  ft  Benedicks 

Bene.  I  mould  think  this  a  Gull,  but  that  the  white- 
bearded  Fellow  fpeaks  it;  Knavery  cannot  fure  hide  himfelf 
in  fuch  Reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  tane  th*  Infection,  hold  it  up. 
Pedro.  Hath  (lie  made  her  Affection  known  to  Benedickj 

Leon.  No,  and  fwears  (he  never  will,  that's  her  torment. 
Claud.  'Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  Daughter  fays :  Shall  I, 

fays  fhe,  that  have  fo  oft  encounter'd  him  with  Scorn,  write 
to  him  I  love  him  ? 

Leon* 
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Leon.  This  fays  fhe,  now  when  ihe  is  beginning  to  write 

to  him,  fhe'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  Night,  and  there  will 
ihe  fit  in  her  Smock,  'till  ihe  have  writ  a  Sheet  of  Paper; 
my  Daughter  tells  us  all. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  Sheet  of  Paper,  I  remember  a 

pretty  Jeft  your  Daughter  told  us  of. 
Leon.  O  when  (he  had  writ  it,  and  reading  it  over,  ihe 

found  Benedick^  and  Beatrice  between  the  Sheet. 
Claud.  That. 

Leon.  O  ihe  tore  the  Letter  into  a  thoufand  Halfpence, 

rail'd  at  her  felf,  that  ihe  ihould  be  fo  immodeft,  to  write 
to  one  that  fhe  knew  would  flout  her:  Imeafure  him,  fays 
ihe,  by  my  own  Spirit,  I  (hould  flout  him  if  he  writ  to 
me,  yea  though  I  love  him,  I  ihould. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  Knees  fhe  falls,  weeps,  fobs, 
beats  her  Heart,  tears  her  Hair,  prays,  curfes;  O  fweet  Be- 

nedick^ God  give  me  patience. 
Leon.  She  doth  indeed,  my  Daughter  fays  fo,  and  the 

Extafie  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  Daughter  is 
fometime  afraid  (he  will  do  adefperate  Out-rage  to  her  felf, 
it  is  very  true. 

Pedro.  It  were  good  that  Benedict^  knew  of  it  by  fome  Q* 
ther,  if  Ihe  will  not  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport  of  it, 
and  torment  the  poor  Lady  worfe. 

Pedro.  And  he  mould,  it  were  an  Alms  to  hang  him; 

fhe's  an  excellent  fweet  Lady,  and  out  of  all  Sufpicion  ihe is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  ihe  is  exceeding  wife. 
Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 
Leon.  O  my  Lord,  Wifdom  and  Blood  combating  in  fo 

tender  a  Body,  we  have  ten  Proofs  to  one,  that  Blood  hath 

the  Victory;  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft  Caufe,  be- 
ing her  Uncle,  and  her  Guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would  ihe  had  beftow'd  this  Dotage  upon  me; 
I  would  have  daft  all  other  Refpe&s,  and  made  her  half  my 
felf;  I  pray  you  tell  Benedicl^of  it,  and  hear  what  he  will 
fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you? 
Claud.  Hero  thinks  furely  (he  will  die,  for  fhe  fays  fhe 

will  die,  if  he  love  her  not,  and  fhe  will  die  e'er  fhe make 
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make  her  Love  known,  and  fhe  will  die  if  he  woo  her,  ra- 

ther than  fhe  will  bate  one  Breath  of  her  accuftom'd  Crofs- 
nefs. 

Pedro.  She  doth  well,  if  fhe  lhould  mata  Tender  of  her 

Love,  'tis  very  poflible  he'll  fcorn  it,  for  the  Man,  as  you 
know  all,  hatha  contemptible  Spirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  Man. 
Pedro.  He  hath  indeed  a  good  outward  Happinefs. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and  in  my  Mind  very  wife. 
Pedro.  He  doth  indeed  fhew  fome  Sparks  that  are  like 

Wit. 
Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pedro.  As  Hettor,  I  allure  you,  and  in  the  managing  of 
Quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  wife,  for  either  he  avoids  them 
with  great  Difcretion,  or  undertakes  them  with  a  Chriftian- 
like  Fear. 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  mull  neceiTarily  keep  Peace; 
if  he  break  the  Peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a  Quarrel  with 
fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do,  for  the  Man  doth  fear  God, 
howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  Jefts  he  will 
make;  well,  I  am  forry  for  your  Niece,  fhall  we  go  fee 
Benedick^  and  tell  him  of  her  Love? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  Lord,  let  her  wait  it  out  with 

good  Counfel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impoffible,  fhe  may  wear  her  Heart  out firft. 

Pedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your  Daugh- 

ter, let  it  cool  the  while;  I  love  Bened'tckjNtWy  and  I  could 
wjfh  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelf,  to  fhew  how  much 
he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a  Lady. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  will  you  walk?  Dinner  is  ready. 
Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 

truft  my  Expectation. 
Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  Net  fpread  for  her,  and  that 

muft  your  Daughter  and  her  Gentlewoman  carry;  the  fport 

will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  Opinion  of  another's  dotage, 
and  no  fuch  matter,  that's  the  Scene  that  I  would  fee  which 
will  be  meerly  a  dumb  fhew ;  let  us  fend  her  to  call  him 
to  Dinner,  \JLxeunt. 

Bene. 
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Bene.  This  can  be  no  Trick,  the  Conference  was  fadly  born' 

they  have  the  Truth  of  this  from  Hero,   they  feem  to  pity 
the  Lady;    it  feems  her   Affections   have   the  full    Benr. 
Love  me!    why  it  mud:  be  requited:    I  hear   how  I  am 

cenfur'd;  they  fay   I  will  bear  my  felf  proudly,  if  I  per- 
ceive the  Love  come  from  her;  they  fay  too,  that  Hie  will 

rather  die  than  give  any  Sign  of  ArTetfion—  I  did  never 

think  to  marry  —  I  muft  not  feem  proud— happy  are  they 
that  hear  their  Detractions,  and  can  put  them  to  mending: 

They  fay  the  Lady  is  fair,   'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them 
Witnefs;    and  virtuous,  'tis  fo,    I  cannot  reprove  it;   and 
wife,  but  for  loving  me — by  my  Troth  it  is  no  Addition  to 
her  Wit,    nor  no  great  Argument  of  her    Folly;    for  I 

will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her, — I   may  chance  to  have 
fome  odd  quirks  and  remains  of  Wit  broken  on  me,    be- 

caufe  I  have  rail'd  fo  long  againft  Marriage ;  but  doth  not 
the  Appetite  alter?  a  Man  loves  the  Meat  in  his  Youth,  that 
he  cannot  endure  in  his  Age.     Shall  Quips  and  Sentences, 
and  thefe  Paper-Bullets  of  the    Brain,   awe  a  Man    from 
the  Career  of  his  Humour?  No,  the  World  muft  bepeo- 
pled.     When   I  faid  I  would  die  a  Batchelor,   I  did  not 

think  I  fhould  live  'till  I  were  marry *d:  Here  comes  Bea- 
trice, by  this  Day  (he's  a  fair  Lady,  I  do  fpy  lome  Marks of  Love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice, 

Beat.  Againft  my  Will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  Dinnner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatricey  I  thank  you  for  your  Pain?. 
Beat.  I  took  no  more  Pains  for  thofe  Thanks,  than  you 

take  Pains  to  thank  me;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I  would  not 
have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  Pleafure  then  in  the  MefTage. 
Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a  Knives 

Point,  and  choak  a  Daw  withal:  you  have  no  Stomach,  Sig- 
nior;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Ha!  Againft  my  Will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 

to  Dinner4;   there's  a  double  Meaning  in  that.    I  took  no 
more  Pains  for  thofe  Thanks,  than  you  took  Pains  to  thank 

me;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  Pains  that  I  take  for  you 
is  as  eafie  as  Thanks.  If  I  do  not  take  Pity  of  her. I  am  a 
Villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  Jew,  I  will  go  get 
her  Pi&ure.  \Exit. 
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ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E  I 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfula. 

Hero.S^  OOD  Margaret  run  thee  to  the  Parlour, 
\J  There  ilialt  thou  find  my  Coufin  Beatrice, 

Proposing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio; 
Whifper  her  Ear,  and  tell  her  I  and  Vrfula 
Walk  in  the  Orchard,  and  our  whole  Difcourfe 

Is  all  of  her;  fay  that  thou  overheard'fl:  us, 
And  bid  her  (leal  into  the  pleached  Bower, 

Where  Honey- Suckles  ripen'd  by  the  Sun 
Forbid  the  Sun  to  enter;  like  Favourites 
Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  Pride 
Againft  that  Power  that  bred  it :  There  will  me  hid  her, 
To  liften  to  our  Purpofe;  this  is  thy  Office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come  I  warrant  prefently.      [Exit: 
Hero,  Now  Vrftila,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 

As  we  do  trace  this  Alley  up  and  down, 
Our  Talk  mud  only  be  of  Benedick; 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  Part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  Man  did  merit. 
My  Talk  to  thee  muft  be  how  Benedick^ 
Is  fick  in  Love  with  Beatrice ;  of  this  Matter 

Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  Arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay:  Now  begin, 

Enter  Beatrice. 

For  look  where  Beatrice  like  a  Lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  Ground  to  hear  our  Conference. 

Vrjk.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  Fi/h 
Cut  with  her  golden  Oars  the  filver  Stream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  Bait  5    ̂  
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice,  who  even  now, 
Is  couched  in  the  Woodbine  Overture; 
Fear  you  not  my  Part  of  the  Dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  Ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  Bait  that  we  lay  for  it. 
No  truly  VrfttUy  me  is  too  difdainfu], 
I  know  her  Spirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 

As 
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As  Haggerds  of  the  Roek. 
Vrfu.  But  are  you  fure 

That  Benedickjiovzs  Beatrice  fo  intirely.? 
Hero,  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  new  trothed  Lord. 
Vrfu.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  1 
Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it, 

But  I  perfuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick^ To  wifh  him  wraftle  with  Affection, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Vrfu.  Why  did  you  fo  ?  Doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Deferve  as  full  as  fortunate  a  Bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  fhall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  Love !  I  know  he  doth  deferve 

As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  Man : 

But  Nature  never  fram'd  a  Woman's  Heart 
Of  prouder  Stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice. 
Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  Eye, 
Mif-prizing  what  they  look  on,  and  her  Wit 
Values  it  felf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  Matter  elfe  feems  weak;  fhe  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  Shape  nor  Project  of  AfFe&ion, 
She  is  fo  felf-indeared. 

Vrfu.  Sure  I  think  fo; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  Love,  left  fhe  make  Sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why  you  fpeak  Truth,  I  never  yet  faw  Man, 

How  wife,   how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured, 
But  (he  v/ould  fpell  him  backward ;  if  fair-fac'd, 
She  would  fwear  the  Gentleman  mould  be  her  Sifter; 
If  black,  why  Nature  drawing  of  an  Antick, 
Made  a  foul  Blot;  if  tall,  a  Launce  ill-headed; 
If  low,  an  Agat  very  vildly  cut; 
If  fpeaking,  why  a  Vane  blown  with  all  Winds; 
If  filent,  why  a  Block  moved  with  none. 

So  turns  fhe  every  Man  the1  wrong  fide  out, 
And  never  gives  to  Truth  and  Virtue  that 
Which  Simplenefs  and  Merit  purchafeth. 

Vrfu.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable." Hero.  No,  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  Falhions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable. 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo?  if  I  ihould  fpeak. She 
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She  would  mock  me  into  an  Air,  O  ihe  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  my  felf,  prefs  me  to  Death  with  Wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  covered  Fire, 
Confume  away  in  Sighs,  wafte  inwardly; 
It  were  a  bitter  Death  to  die  with  Mocks, 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Vrfu.  Yet  tell  her  of  it,  hear  what  ihe  will  fay. 
Hero*  No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 

And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  Paffion, 

And  truly  I'll  devife  fome  honeft  Slanders,* 
To  ftain  my  Coufin  with ;  one  doth  not  know, 
How  much  an  ill  Word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Vrfu.  O  do  not  do  your  Coufin  fuch  a  Wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  Judgment, 
Having  fo  fweet  and  excellent  a  Wit, 

As  flie  is  priz'd  to  have,  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  Gentleman  as  Signior  Benedick. 

Here.  He  is  the  only  Man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Vrfu.  I  pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  Fancy ;  Signior  Benedick* 
For  Shape,  for  Bearing,  Argument  and  Valour, 
Goes  formoft  in  Report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  Name. 

Vrfu.  His  Excellence  did  earn  it  e'er  he  had  it. 
When  are  ycu  marry 'd,  Madam  ? 

Hero.  Why  every  Day,  to  Morrow;  come  go  in, 

I'll  mew  thee  fome  Attires,  and  have  thy  Counfel, Which  is  the  bell:  to  furnim  me  to  Morrow. 

Vrfu.  She's  ta'en,  I  warrant  you ; 
We  have  caught  her,  Madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps, 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  Arrows,  fome  with  Traps.  [Excmu 

Beat.  What  Fire  is  in  my  Ears?  can  this  be  true? 

Stand  I  condemn'd  for  Pride  and  Scorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt  farewel,  and  Maiden  Pride  adieu; 
No  Glory  lives  behind  the  Back  of  fuch. 
And  Benedick^  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee^ 
Taming  my  wild  Heart  to  thy  living  Hand; 
If  thou  doft  love,  my  Kindnefs  (hall  incite  thee 
To  bind  our  Loves  up  in  a  holy  Band. 

For 



j  j  i  Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 
For  others  fay  thou  doft  deferve,  and  I 
Believe  it  betcer  than  reportingly.  {Exit. 

Enter  Bon  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  I  do  but  ftay  'till  your  Marriage  be  confummate, 
and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither  my  Lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
fafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  Soil  in  the  new 
Glofs  of  your  Marriage,  as  to  fhew  a  Child  his  new  Coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  with 
Benedick^ for  his  Company,  for  from  the  Crown  of  his 
Head  to  the  Soul  of  his  Foot  he  is  all  Mirth;  hehathtwice 

or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  Bow-String,  and  the  little  Hangman 
dare  not  fhoct  at  him;  he  hath  a  Heart  as  found  as  a  Bell, 
and  the  Tongue  is  the  Clapper;  for  what  his  Heart  thinks, 
his  Tongue  fpeaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  (ay  I;  methinks  you  are  fadder. 
Claud.  I  hope  he  be  in  Love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him  Truant,  there's  no  true  Drop  of  Blood 
in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  Love;  if  he  be  fad,  he 
wants  Mony. 

Bene*  I  have  the  Tooth-ach. 
Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 
Claud.  You  muft  hang  ic  firfr,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 
Pedro.  What?  flgh  for  the  Tooth-ach. 
Leon.  Which  is  but  a  Humour  or  a  Worm. 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  cannot  matter  a  Grief*  but  he 
that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  Love. 
Pedro.  There  is  no  Appearance  of  Fancy  in  him,  unlefs 

it  be  a  Fancy  that  he  hath  to  Grange  Difguifes,  as  to  be  a 
Butch  Man  to  Day,  a  French  Man  to  Morrow;  unlefs  he 
have  a  Fancy  to  this  Foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he 
is  no  Fool  for  Fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear 
he  is. 

Cland.  If  he  be  not  in  Love  with  fome  Woman,  there  is 
no  believing  old  Signs;  he  bruihes  his  Hat  a  Mornings: 
What  mould  that  bode? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  Man  feen  him  at  the  Barbers? Claud. 
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Claud.  No,  but  the  Barber's  Man  hath  been  feen  with 
him,  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  Cheek  hath  already  ftuft 
Tennis  Balls.  t 

Leon.  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the  lofs 
of  a  Beard. 

Pedro.  Nay  he  rubs  himfelf  with  Civet,  can  you  fmell 
him  out  by  that? 

Gaud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  Youth's  in Love. 

Pedro.  The  greateft  Note  of  it  is  his  Melancholy. 
Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  warn  his  Face? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which  I  hear 
what  they  fay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jelling  Spirit,  which  is  now  crept 

into  a  Lute-ftring,  and  now  govern'd  by  Stops   . 
Pedro.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  Tale  for  him ;  conclude 

he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 
Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too,  I  warrant  one  that  knows 

him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  Conditions,  and  in  defpight  of 
all  dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  fhall  be  bury'd  with  her  Face  upwards. 
Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  Charm  for  the  Tooth-ake.  Old  Sig- 

nior  walk  afide  with  me,  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or  nine  wife 
words  to  fpeak  to  you,  which  thefe  Hobby-horfes  muft  not 
hear. 

Pedro.  For  my  Life  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  fo,  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by  this 
play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice,  and  then  the  two  Bears 
will  not  bite  one  another  when  they  meet* 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  My  Lord  and  Brother,  God  fave  you." Pedro.  Good  Den,  Brother. 

John.  If  your  leifurc  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Pedro.  In  private? 
John.  If  it  pleafe  you;  yet  Count  Claudio  may  hear, 

for  what  I  would  fpeak  of  concerns  him. 

Pedro.  What's  the  matter? 

John.  Means  your  Lordfhip  to  be  marry'd  to  Morrow  ? 
[To  Claudio. 

Vol.  I.  A  a  Pedro. 
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Pedro*  You  know  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I  know. 
Claud.  If  there  be  any  Impediment,  I  pray  yoa  difcover 

it. 

John.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not,  let  that  appear 
hereafter,if  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will  ma- 

nifest; for  my  Brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you  well, and  in 

dearne'fs  of  Heart  hath  holp  to  effect,  your  enfuing  Mar- 
riage; fureiy  Sute  ill  fpent,and  Labour  ill  beftowed. 

Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  Matter? 
John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  Circumftances 

fnortned  (for  fhe  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of)  the  La- 
dy is  diiloyal. 
Claud*  Who?  Hero ? 

John.  Even  fhe,  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero,  every  Man's Hero, 

Gaud.  Difloyalf 

John.  The  Word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nefs;  I  could  fay  fhe  were  worfe;  think  you  of  a  worfe 

Title, and  I  will  fit  her  to  it:  Wonder  not  'till  further  War- 
rant; go  but  with  me  to  Night,  you  fhall  fee  her  Cham- 

ber Window  entered,  even  the  Night  before  her  Wedding- 
Day;  if  you  love  her,  then  to  Morrow  wed  her;  but  it 
would  better  fit  your  Honour  to  change  your  Mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo? 
Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it, 

John.  If  you  dare  not  trufl  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know;  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhew  you 
enough;  and  when  you  have  feen  more,  and  heard  more, 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud:  If  I  fee  any  thing  to  Night  why  I  fhould  not  mar- 
ry her  to  Morrow,  in  the  Congregation  where  I  fhould  wed, 

there  will  I  fhame  her. 
Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 

join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  'till  you  are  my 
Witnefles;  bear  it  coldly  but  'till  Night,  and  let  the  Iffue v  it  felf. 

Pedro.  O  Day  untowardly  turned  i 
Claud.  O  Mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting ! 
John.  O  Plague  right  well  prevented ! 
y/il\  you  fay  when  you  have  feen  the  Sequel,     [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dogbery  and  Verges,  with  the  Watch. 

t>ogb.  Are  you  good  Men  and  true? 

Verg.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fhould  differ  Sal- 
vation, Body  and  Soul, 

t    Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  Puniftiment  too  good  for  them,  if 

hey  fhould  have  any  Allegiance  in  them,    being  choien  for 
the  Prince's  Watch* 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  Neighbour  Dogbery. 
Dogb.  Firft,  who  think  you  the  moft  difartlefs  Man  to  be 

Conftable? 

Watch  1.  Hugh  Otecake,  Sir,  or  George  Seacole;  for  they 
can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither  Neighbour  Seacole,  God  hath  bleft 

you  with  a  good  Name;  to  be  a  well-favour'd  Man,  is  the 
Gift  of  Fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by  Nature. 

Watch  2.  B®th  which,  Mafter  Conftable-   
Dogb.  You  have:  I  knew  it  would  be  your  Anfwer;  well, 

for  your  Favour,  Sir,  why  give  God  thanks,  and  make  no  boa  ft 
of  it;  and  for  your  Writing  and  Reading,  let  that  appear 
when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  Vanity:  You  are  thought 
here  to  be  the  moft  fenfelefs  and  fit  Man  for  the  Conftable 

of  the  Watch,  therefore  bear  you  the  Lanthorn  ;  this  is 
your  Charge:  You  mall  comprehend  allvagrom  Men,  you 

are  to  bid  any  Man  ftand  in  the  Prince's  Name, 
Ifdtch  2.  How  if  he  will  not  ftand? 

Dogb.  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go, 
and  prcfently  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  together,  and  1  runic 
God  you  are  rid  of  a  Knave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is  none 

of  the  prince's  Subjects. 
Dogb .  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 

Prince's  Subjects:  You  mail  alfo  make  no  Noife  in  the  Streets; 
For,  fot  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  moft  toilerable, 

and  not  to  be  endur'd. 
Watch.  2.  V/e  will  rather  deep  than  talk;  we  know  what  be- 

longs to  a  Watch. 
Dogb.  Why  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet  Watch- 

man, for  I  cannot  fee  how  deeping  fhould  offend  ;  only 
have  a  care  that  your  Bills  be  not  ftolen:  Well,  )ou  are  to 
call  at  all  the  Alehaufes,  and  bid  them  that  are  drunk  get 
them  to  Bed. 

A  a  %  Watch 
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Watch,  i.  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  'till  they  are  fober;  if 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  Anfwer,  you  may  fay 
they  are  not  the  Men  you  took  them  for. 

Watch.  2.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  Thief,  you  may  fufpecl:  him,  by  ver- 
tue  or  your  Office,  to  be  no  true  Man ;  and  for  fuch  kind 
of  Men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them,  why  the 
more  is  for  your  Honefty. 

Watch,  i.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  Thief,  fhall  we  not  lay 
Hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly  by  your  Office  you  may;  but  I  think  they 
that  touch  Pitch  will  be  defiTd :  The  moft  peaceable  way 
for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  Thief,  is,  to  let  him  mew  him- 
felf  what  he  is,  and  fteal  out  of  his  Company, 

Verg.  You  have  been  always  call'd  a  merciful  Man,  Partner. 
Dogb.  Truly  I  would  not  hang  a  Dog  for  my  Will>  much 

more  a  Man  who  hath  any  Honefty  in  him. 
Verg.  If  you  hear  a  Child  cry  in  the  Night,  you  muft 

call  to  the  Nurfe,  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 
Watch.  2.  How  if  the  Nuife  be  aileep,  and  will  not  hear  us  ? 
Dogb.  Why  then  depart  in  Peace,  and  let  the  Child  wake 

her  with  crying:  For  the  Ewe  that  will  not  hear  her 
Lamb  when  it  Baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  Calf  when  it 
Bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 
Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  Charge:  You  Conftable  are 

to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  Perfbn,  if  you  meet  the  Prince  in 
the  Night  you  may  flay  him. 

Verg.  Nay,  Birlady,  that  I  think  I  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  Shillings  to  one  on't  with  any  Man  that  knows 
the  Statutes,  he  may  ftay  him,  marry  not  without  the 
Prince  be  willing:  For  indeed  the  Watch  ought  to  offend 
no  Man;  and  it  is  an  Offence  to  ftay  a  Man  againft  his 
Will. 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think  it  be  fo. 
Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well  Matters  good  Night,  and  there  be 

any  Matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me,  keep  your  Fel- 

low's Counfel,  and  your  own,  and  good  Night;  come 
Neighbour. 

Watch. 
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Watch  2.  Well  Mailers,  we  hear  our  Charge,  let  us  go 

fit  here  upon  the  Church  Bench  'till  two,  and  then  all  to Bed. 

Dogb.  One  Word  more,  honed  Neighbours.  I  pray  you 

watch  about  Signior  Leonato's  Door,  for  the  Wedding  be* 
ing  there  to  Morrow, there  is  a  great  coil  to  Night;  adieu; 
be  vigilant  I  befeech  you,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 
Bora.  What,  Conrade. 
Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not.  [AJids. 
Bora.  Conrade  I  fay. 
Conr.  Here  Man,  I  am  at  thy  Elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs  and  my  Elbow  itch'd  I  thought^there  would 
a  Scab  follow? 

Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  Anfwer  for  that,  and  now  for- 
ward thy  Tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  Pent-Houfe,  for  it 
clrizles  Rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  Drunkard,  utter  all  to 
thee. 

Watch.  Some  Treafon  Matters,  yet  (land  clofe. 
Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John  z  thou- 

fand  Ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poffible  that  any  Villany  ihould  be  fo  dear? 
Bora.  Thou  fliouldft  rather  ask  if  it  were  poffible  any  Vil- 

lany ihould  be  fo  rich?  For  when  rich  Villains  have  need 
of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  Price  they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

B$ra.  That  fhews  thou  art  unconfirm'd,  thou  knoweft 
that  the  Fafhion  of  a  Doublet,  or  a  Hat,  or  a  Cloak,  is  no- 

thing to  a  Man. 
Conr.  Yes,  it  is  Apparel. 
Bora.  I  mean  the  Fafhion. 
Uonr.  Yes  the  Fafhion  is  the  Fafhion. 

Bora.  Tuih,  I  may  as  well  fay  the  Fool's  the  Fool,  but feeft  thou  not  what  a  deformed  Thief  this  Fafhion  is? 
Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed,  a  has  been  a  vile  Thief 

thisfeven  Years;  a  goes  up  and  down  like  a  Gentleman:  I 
remember  his  Name. 

Bora.  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  feme  Body? 
Conr.  No,  'twas  the  Vane  on  the  Houfe. 

A  a  1  Bora. 
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Bora.  Sectt  thou  nor,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  Thief  this 

Falhion  is,  how  giddy  he  turns  about  all  the  Hot-bloods, 
between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty,  fometimes  faftiioning 

them  like  Pharo's  Soldiers  in  the  rechy  Painting,  fometimes 
like  god- Bell's  Priefts  in  the  old  Church-window,  fometimes 
like  the  fkaven  Hercules  in  the  fmirch'd  worm-eaten  Tape- 
ilry,  where  his  Cod-piece  feems  as  maffie  as  his  Club. 

Conr.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee  that  the  Fafhion  wears  out 

more  Apparel  than  the  Man;  but  art  not  thou  thy  felf  gid^ 
dy  with  the  Falhicn,  that  thou  haft  iliifted  out  of  thy  Talc 
into  telling  me  of  the  Fafhion? 

Bora,  Not  fo  neither,  but  know  that  I  have  to  Night 

wooed  Margaret,  the  Lady  Hero's  Gentlewoman,  by  the 
Name  of  Hero;  me  leans  me  out  at  her  Miftrefs's  Chamber 
Window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night   1  tell  this 
Talevildly   1  mould  firft  tell  thee  how  the  Prince,  Clan- 

dio>  and  my  Matter,  planted  and  plac'd,  and  poifeiTed  by 
my  Matter  Don  Johny  faw  afar  off  in  the  Orchard  this  ami- 

able Encounter. 

Conr.  And  thought  thy  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 
Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio,  but  the 

Devil  my  Matter  knew  fhe  was  Margaret;  and  partly  by 
his  Oaths  which  firft  pofleft  them,  partly  by  the  dark  Night 
which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by  my  Villany,  which 
did  confirm  any  Slander  that  Don  John  had  made,  away 
went  Claudio  enraged,  fwore  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was 
appointed  next  Morning  at  the  Temple,  and  there,  before 

the  whole  Congregation  ihame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er 
Night,  and  fend  her  home  again  without  a  Husband. 

Watch  i.  We  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  Name  ftand. 
Watch  2.  Call  up  the  right  Matter  Conftable,  we  have 

here  recovered  ̂ he  moft  dangerous  piece  of  Lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  a  Common-wealth, 

Watch  i.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  there,  I  know  him, 
he  wears  a  Lock. 

Conr.  Matters,  Matters. 

Watch  2.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  fortji,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Conr.  Matters,  never  fpeak,  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
ycu  to  go  with  usf 

Bora, 



Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  35? 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  Commodity,  being 
taken  up  of  thefe  Mens  Bills. 

Conr.  A  Commodity  in  queftion  I  warrant  you,  come 

we'll  obey  you.  \Exennt. 
Enter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  Good  Vrfala  wake  my  Coufin  Beatrice*  and  de- 
fire  her  to  rife. 

Vrfa  I  will,  Lady. 
Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither, 

Vrfit.  Well. 
Marg.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  Rebato  were  better. 

Hero.  No  pray  thee  good  Meg>  I'll  wear  this. 
Marg.  By  my  Troth's  not  fo  good,  and  I  warrant  your 

£oufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  Coufin's  a  Fool,  and  thou  art  another,  I'll 
wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  Tire  within  excellently,  if  the 

Hair  were  a  Thought  browner;  and  your  Gown's  a  moft 
rare  Fafhion  i'faitb,  I  faw  the  Dutchefs  o£  Milan's  Gown, 
that  they  praife  fo. 

Hero.  O  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  Troth's  but  a  Night-Gown  in  refpecl:  of 
yours;  Cloth  a  Gold  and  Cuts,  and  lac'd  with  Silver,  fee 
with  Pearls  down-fleeves,  fide-fleeves  and  Skirts,  round,  un- 
derborn  with  a  blueifh  Tinfel ;  bu,t  for  a  fine,  queinr,  grace- 

ful and  excellent  Fafhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 
Hero.  God  give  me  Joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  Heart  is  ex- 

ceeding heavy. 

Marg.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weight  of  a  Man. 
Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  aiham'd? 
Marg.  Of  what,  Lady  ?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ?  Is  not 

Marriage  honourable  in  a  Beggar?  Is  not  your  Lord  ho- 
nourable without  Marriage?  I  think  you  would  have  me 

fay,  faving  your  Reverence  a  Husband :  And  bad  thinking 

do  not  wreft  true  fpeaking,  I'll  offend  no  Body,  is  there 
jany  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  Husband  ?  None  I  think,  and 

it  be  the  right  Husband,  and  the  right  Wife,  otherwife  'tis 
light  and  not  heavy;  ask  my  Lady  Beatrice  elfe,  here  ihe 
comes, 

A  a  4  Enter 
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Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero,  (good  Morrow,  Coz. 
Beat.  Good  Morrow,  fweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why  how  now  ?  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick  Tune  ? 
Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  Tune  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap's  into  Light  a  Love  (that  goes  without  a 
Burden,)  do  you  fing  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yes  light  a  love  with  your  Heels,  then  if  your 

Husband  have  Stables  enough,  you'll  look  he  mall  lack  no Barns. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  Conflru&ion !  I  fcorn  that  with 
my  Heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almoft  five  a  Clock,  Coufin;  'tis  time  you 
were  ready :  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill,  hey  ho ! 

Marg.  For  a  Hav/k,  a  Horfe,  or  a  Husband  ? 
Beat.  For  the  Letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.  Well,  and  you  be  not  turn'd  Turk^  there's  no  more 
failing  by  the  Star. 

Beat.  What  means  the  Fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  every  one  their  Heart'* Defire. 

Hero.  Thefe  Gloves  the  Count  fent  me,  they  are  an  ex- 
cellent Perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftuft,  Coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  Maid  and  ftuft  I  there's  a  goodly  catching  of Cold. 

Beat.  O  God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long  have 
you  profeft  Apprehenfion? 

Marg.  Ever  fince  you  left  it;  doth  not  my  Wit  become 
me  rarely. 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  mould  wear  in  your 
Cap.     By  my  troth  I  am  fick, 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftill'd  Carduus  BenediUusy 
and  lay  it  to  your  Heart,  it  is  the  only  thing  for  a  Qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  Thiftle. 
Beat.  BenediUm  ?  why  Benedittus  f  You  have  fome  Mo* 

ral  in  this  Bencdittm. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing, I  meant  plain  Holy-Thiftle ;  you  may  think  perchance 

that  I  think  you  are  in  Love,  nay  birlady  I  am  not  fuch  a 
Fool  to  think  what  I  lift,  nor  I  lift  not  to  think  what  I  can, 

por 
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nor  indeed  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my  Heart  out 
of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  Love,  or  that  you  will  be  in 
Love>  or  that  you  can  be  in  Love:  Yet  Benedick  was  fuch 
another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  Man ;  he  fwore  he  would 
never  marry,  and  yet  now  in  defpight  of  his  Heart  he  eats 
his  Meat  without  grudging,  and  how  you  may  be  convert- 

ed I  know  not,  but  methinks  you  look  with  your  Eyes  as 
other  Women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  thy  Tongue  keeps  ? 
Marg.  Not  a  falfe  Gallop, 

Enter  Urfula. 

Vrfu.  Madam,  withdraw;  the  Prince,  the  Count,  Sig- 
nior  Benedick^  Don  John,  and  all  the  Gallants  of  the  Town 
are  come  to  fetch  you  to  Church. 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  C02,  good  Meg^  good 
Vrfula.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonato,  with  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  me,  honeft  Neighbour? 
Dogb.  Marry  Sir  I  would  have  fome  Confidence  with 

you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief  I  pray  you,  for  you  fee  'tis  a  bufie  time with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry  this  it  isy  Sir. 
Verg.  Yes  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 
Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  Friends  ? 
Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  Sir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the  matter, 

an  old  Man,  Sir,  and  his  Wits  are  not  fo  blunt,  as,  God 
help,  I  would  defire  they  were,  but  in  faith  honeft  as  the 
Skin  between  his  Brows. 

Verg.  Yes  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man  li- 
ving that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  I. 

Dogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous,  palabras,  Neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious, 
Dogb.  It  pleafes  your  Worfhip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are  the 

poor  Duke's  Officers;  but  truly  for  mine  own  part,  if  I 
were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be- 
ftow  it  all  of  your  Worlhip. 

Leon,   All  thy  Tedioufnefs  on  me!  ah*- — « ■ 

Dogb. 
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Dogb.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than  'tis, 
for  I  hear  as  good  Exclamation  on  your  Worfliip  as  of  any 

Man  in  the  City,  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor  Man,  I  am  glad to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  fo  am  I. 
Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 
Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to  Night,  excepting  your 

Worftiip's  Pretence,  have  tane  a  couple  of  as  arrant  Knaves, 
as  any  in  Meffina. 

Dogh.  A  good  old  Man,  Sir,  he  will  be  talking  as  they  fay, 
when  the  Age  is  in,  the  Wit  is  put,  God  help  us,  it  is  a 

World  to  fee:  Well  faid  i'faith,  Neighbour  Verges*  well, 
God's  a  good  Man,  and  two  Men  rides  an  Horfe,  one  muft 
ride  behind,  an  honeft  Sou]  i'faith  Sir,  by  my  Troth  he  is, 
as  ever  broke  Bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worfhipt,  all  Men 
are  not  alike,  alas  good  Neighbour. 

Leon.  Indeed  Neighbour  he  comes  too  fliort  of  you. 
Dogb.  Gifts  that  God  gives. 
Leon.  I  muft  leave  you, 
Dogb.  One  word,  Sir,  our  Watch  have  indeed  compre- 

hended two  afpicious  Perfons,  and  we  would  have  them  this 

Morning  examin'd  before  your  Worfliip. 
Leon.  Take  their  Examination  your  felf,  and  bring  it  n*e, 

I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto  you* 
Dogb.  It  (hall  be  fuffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  fame  Wine  e'er  you  go:  Fare  you  welL Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  they  flay  for  you  to  give  your  Daughter 
to  her  Husband. 

Leon,  I'll  wait  upon  them.     I  am  ready.      [_Ex.  Leonato. 
Dogb.  Go  good  Partner,  go  get  you  to  Trancis  Seacoale,  bid 

him  bring  his  Pen  and  Inkhorn  to  the  Goal;  we  are  now  to 
examine  thofe  Men. 

Verg.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb.  We  will  fpare  for  no  Wit  I  warrant  you;  here's  that 
ihall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  non-come,  only  get  the  learn'd 
Writer  to  fet  down  our  Excommunication,  and  meet  me  a$ 
t|ie  Goah  \Exennu 
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ACT   IV.      S  GENE   I. 

Enter  D.  Pedro,  D.  John,  Leonato,  Frier,  Claudio,  Benedick, 
Hero  and  Beatrice, 

Leon.  f~^  O  M  E  Frier  Francis,  be  brief,  only  to  the  plain 
V^y  form  of  Marriage,  and  you  fhall  recount  their 

particular  Duties  afterwards. 
Frier.  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this  Lady. 
Claud.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  marry'd  to  her,  Frier,  you  come  to  marry her. 

Frier.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry'd  to  the Count. 
Hero.  I  do. 

Frier.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  Impediment 

why  you  Ihould  not  be  conjoin'd,  I  charge  you  on  your Souls  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 
Hero.  None,  my  Lord. 
Friar.  Know  you  any,  Count? 
Leon.  I  dare  make  his  Anfwer,  None. 
Claud.  O  what  Men  dare  do!  what  Men  may  do!  what 

Men  daily  do! 
Bene.  How  now!  Interjections?  why  then,  forne  be  of 

laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he. 
Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  Frier :  Father  by  your  Leave, 

Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  Soul 
Give  me  this  Maid  your  Daughter? 

Leon.  As  freely,  Son,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 
Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe  worth 

May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  Gift? 
Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 
Claud.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  Thankfulnefs ; 

There  Leonato,  take  her  back  again. 
Give  not  this  rotten  Orange  to  your  Friend, 
She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  Honour : 
Behold  how  like  a  Maid  fhe  blufhes  here  I 
Q  what  authority  and  (hew  of  Truth 
Can  cunning  Sin  cover  it  felf  withal  J C)me$ 
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Comes  not  that  Blood,  as  modeft  Evidence, 
To  witnefs  fimple  Virtue?  would  you  not  fwear, 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  Maid, 
By  thefe  exterior  Shews?  But  fhe  is  none: 
She  knows  the  Meat  of  a  luxurious  Bed; 
Her  Blufh  is  Guiltinefs,  not  Modefty. 

Le on.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  marry 'd, 
Not  knit  my  Soul  to  an  approved  Wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  Proof 

Have  vanquifh'd  the  Refiftance  of  her  Youth, 
And  ihade  Defeat  of  her  Virginity——* 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  fay :  If  I  have  known  hera 
You  will  fay,  fhe  did  embrace  me  as  a  Husband,  * 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  Sin.     No,  Lc&nato, 
I  never  tempted  her  with  Word  too  large, 

But  as  a  Brother  to  his  Sifter,  fhew'd 
Bafhful  Sincerity,  and  comely  Love, 

Hero.  And  feem'd  I  ever  other  wife  to  you  f 
1  Claud.  Out  on  thee  feeming,  I  will  write  againft  it, 
You  feem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  Orb, 

As  chafte  as  is  the  Bud  e'er  it  be  blown : 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  Blood 

Than  Venus^  or  thofe  pamper'd  Animals 
That  rage  in  favage  Senfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  /peak  fo  wide? 
Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 
Pedro.  What  fhould  I  fpeak? 

I  ftand  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  Friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream .? 
John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true, 
Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  Nuptial, 
Hero.  True!  O  God! 
Claud.  LeonatOy  ftand  I  here? 

Is  this  the  Prince?  Is  this  the  Prince's  Brother? 

Is  this  Face  Hero*s\  Are  our  Eyes  our  own? 
Leon.  All  this  is  fo ;  but  what  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 
Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  Queftion  to  your  Daughter^ 

And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  Power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 
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Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo>  as  thou  art  my  Child. 
Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  ami  befet! 

What  kind  of  catechising  call  you  this  ? 
Leon.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  Name. 
Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero?  who  can  blot  that  Name 

With  any  jufl:  Reproach  ? 
Claud.  Marry  that  can  Heroy 

Hero  her  kit  can  blot  out  Hero's  Virtue. 
What  Man  was  he  talkt  with  you  yefternight, 
Out  at  your  Window  betwixt  twelve  and  one? 
Now  if  you  are  a  Maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  Man  at  that  Hour,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  Why  then  you  are  no  Maiden.     Leonato, 

I  am  forry  you  muft  hear;  upon  mine  Honour, 
My  felf,  my  Brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  Hour  laft  Night, 
Talk  with  a  Ruffian  at  her  Chamber  window, 
Who  hath  indeed,  moft  like  a  liberal  Villain, 

Confefs'd  the  vile  Encounters  they  have  had A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  nam'd,  my  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of, 
•There  is  not  Chaftity  enough  in  Language, 
Without  Offence,  to  utter  them:  Thus,  pretty  Lady 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  Mifgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero!  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been, 

If  half  thy  outward  Graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  Thoughts  and  Counfels  of  thy  Heart? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moil:  foul,  moft  fair,  farewel 
Thou  pure  Impiety,  and  impious  Purity; 

For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  Gates  of  Love, 
And  on  my  Eyelids  mail  Conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  Beauty  into  Thoughts  of  Harm, 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  Man's  Dagger  heie  a  Point  forme? 
Beat.  Why  how  now  Coufin,  wherefore  fink  you  down? 
John.  Come,  let  us  go;  thefe  things  come  thus  to  light 

Smother  her  Spirits  up.  [Exe.  D.  Pedro,  D.  John  and  Claud. 
Bene.  How  doth  the  Lady  ? 
Beat.  Dead  I  think :  Help,  Uncle. 

Hero  I  why  Hero !  Uncle !  Signior  BtnedickJ  Frier ! 
Leon, 
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Leon.  O  Fate !  take  not  away  thy  heavy  Handj 

Death  is  the  faireft  Cover  for  her  Shame 

That  may  be  wifh'd  for. 
Beat.  How  now,  Coufin  Hero  * 
Trier.  Have  Comfort,  Lady. 
Leon.  Doll:  thou  look  up? 
Frier.  Yea,  wherefore  fliould  me  not? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  Why  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 
Cry  fhame  upon  her?  Could  fhe  here  deny 
The  Story  that  is  printed  in  her  Blood  ? 
Do  not  live,  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  i 
For  did  I  think  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  I  thy  Spirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  Shames* 
My  felf  would  on  the  Rereward  of  Reproaches 

Strike  at  thy  Life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  Nature's  frame  ? 
I've  one  too  much  by  thee.     Why  had  I  one? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  Eyes? 
Why  had  not  I,  with  charitable  Hand, 

Took  up  a  Beggar's  Iffue  at  my  Gates ; 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  Infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine, 
This  Shame  derives  it  felf  from  unknown  Loins? 

But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much 
That  I  my  felf  was  to  my  felf  not  mine, 

Valuing  of  her;   why  lhe,  O  fhe  is  fall'n Into  a  Pit  of  Ink,  that  the  wide  Sea 
Hath  Drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again, 
And  Salt  too  little,  which  may  Seafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  Flefh. 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient;   for  my  part,  I  am  fo  attired 
in  Wonder,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O  on  my  Soul  my  Coufin  is  bely'd. 
Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  Bedfellow  laft  Night? 

Beat.  No  truly,  not;  altho'  until  laft  Night I  have  this  Twelvemonth  been  her  Bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirmed,  confirm'd !  O  that  is  ftronger  made, 
V/hich  was  before  barr'd  up  with  Ribs  of  Iron. 
Would  the  Prince  lie  ?  and  Clattdio  would  he  lie, 

Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that  fpeaking  of  her  Foulnefs, 

3  Wafti'd 
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WaftYd  it  with  Tears  ?  Hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 

Frier.  Hear  me  a  little,  for  I  have  only  been  filent  folong, 

and  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  Fortune,    by  noting  of 

the  Lady.     I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  blufhing  Apparitions 
To  ftart  into  her  Face,  a  thoufand  innocent  Shames 
In  Angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  Blufhes, 

And  in  her  Eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  Fire To  burn  the  Errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 

Againft  hej:  Maiden  Truth.     Call  me  a  Fool, 
Trufl;  not  my  Reading,  nor  my  Obfervations, 
Which  with  experimental  Seal  doth  warrant 
The  tenure  of  my  Book;  truft  not  my  Age,  i 
My  Reverence,  Calling,  nor  Divinity, 
If  this  fweet  Lady  lye  not  guiltlefs  here, 
Under  fome  biting  Error. 

Leon.  Frier,  it  cannot  be ;  \ 
Thou  feeft  that  all  the  Grace  that  fhe  hath  left, 
Is,  that  fhe  will  not  add  to  her  Damnation 

A  Sin  of  Perjury,  fhe  not  denies  it : 

Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  Excufe, 
That  which  appears  in  proper  Nakednefs  ? 

Frier.  Lady,  what  Man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 
Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me,  I  know  none: 

If  I  know  more  of  any  Man  alive 
Than  that  which  maiden  Modefty  doth  warranty 
Let  all  my  Sins  lack  Mercy.     O  my  Father, 

Prove  you  that  any  Man  with  me  convers'd 
At  Hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yeiternight 

Maintain'd  the  Change  of  Words  with  any  Creature, Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  Death. 

Frier.  There  is  fome  ftrange  Mifprifion  in  the  Prince* 
Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  Honour5 

And  if  their  Wifdoms  be  mifs-led  in  this, 
The  Pra&ice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  Baftard, 
Whofe  Spirits  toil  in  frame  of  Villanies. 

Leon.  I  know  not:  If  they  fpeak  but  Truth  of  her, 
Thefe  Hands  mall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  Honour, 
The  proudeft  of  them  fhall  well  hear  of  it. 

Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry'd  this  Blood  of  rniae, 
£{or  Age  fo  eat  up  my  Invention, 

Nor 
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Nor  Fortune  made  fuch  Havock  of  my  Means, 
Nor  my  bad  Life  reft  me  fo  much  of  Friends, 

But  they  fhall  find  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Both  Strength  of  Limb,  and  Policy  of  Mind, 
Ability  in  Means,  and  Choice  of  Friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly. 

Frier*  Paufe  a  while,  # 
And  let  my  Counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. s 
Your  Daughter  here  the  Princefs  (left  for  dead) 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in, 
And  publilh  it  that  me  is  dead  indeed: 
Maintain  a  mourning  Oftentation, 

And  on  your  Family's  old  Monument 
Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  Rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  Burial. 

Leon.  What  (hall  become  of  this?  what  will  this  do? 

Frier.  Marry,  this  well  carry'd,  mall  on  her  behalf 
Change  Slander  to  Remorfe,  that  is  fome  good : 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe, 
But  on  this  Travel  look  for  greater  Birth: 

She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  Inftant  that  fhe  was  accus'd, 
Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd 
Of  every  Hearer:  For  fo  it  h\\s  out, 

That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth,' 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 
Why  then  we  rack  the  Value,  then  we  find 
The  Virtue  that  Pofleffion  would  not  ihew  us 
Whilft  it  was  ours;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudio: 

When  be  fhall  hear  (he  dy'd  upon  his  Words, 
Th*  Idea  of  her  Life  (hall  fweetly  creep 
Into  his  Study  of  Imagination, 
And  every  lovely  Organ  of  her  Life 

Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  Habit; 
More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  Life, 
Into  the  Eye  and  Profped  of  his  Soul, 

Than  when  (he  liv'd  indeed.   Then  (hall  he  mourn, 
If  ever  Love  had  Intereft  in  his  Livtr9 
And  wi(h  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her; 

No,  tho'  he  thought  his  Accufation  true: 
Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  Succefs Will 
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Will  faftiion  the  Event  in  better  Shape 
Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  Aim  but  this  be  level'd  falfe, 
The  Supposition  of  the  Lady's  Death 

Will  quench  the  Wonder  of  her  Infamy.^ 
And  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her,' As  beft  befits  her  wounded  Reputation, 
In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  Life, 
Out  of  all  Eyes,  Tongues,  Minds,  and  Injuries, 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  Frier  advife  you, 

And  tho*  you  know  my  Inwardnefs  and  Love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claitdie* 
Yet,  by  mine  Honour,  I  will  deal  in  tBis 
As  fecretly  and  juftly,  as  your  Soul 
Should  with  your  Body. 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  Grief* 
The  fmallefl  Twine  may  lead  me. 

Frier.  *Tis  well  confented,  prefently  away* 
For  to  ftrange  Sores,  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the  Cure: 
Come  Lady,  die  to  Jive;  this  Wedding-Day 

Perhaps  is  but  prolong'd,  have  Patience  and  endure.  \JExtnntl Manent  Benedick  and  Beatrice. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  \ 
Beau  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat,  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 

Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  your  fair  Coufin  is  wrongVL" Beat.  Ah  how  much  might  the  Man  deferve  of  me  that 
would  right  her! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  mew  fuch  Friendfhip? 
Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  Friend. 
Bene.  May  a  Man  do  it? 

Beat.  It  is  a  Man's  Office,  but  not  yours* 
Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  World  fo  well  as  you;  is 

not  that  ftrange?  \ 
Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not;  it  were  as 

poffible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you ;  but 
believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lye  not;  I  confefs  nothing,  nor 
I  deny  nothing:  I  am  forry  for  my  Coufin. 

Bene.  By  my  Sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lov'ft  me* 
Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it  and  eat  it* 
Xol.I.  B  b  Ik*** 
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Bene.    I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me;  and  I  will 
nuke  him  eat  it  that  fays  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  Word? 

Bene.  With  no  Sauce  that  can  be  devis'd  to  it;  I  proteft 
I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then  God  forgive  me. 
Bene.  What  Off  nee,  fwett  Beatrice  f 

Beat.  You  have  ftay'd  me  in  a  happy  Hour;  I  was  about 
to  prptt  ft  I  lov'd  you, 

Ben^e.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  Heart. 
Beat.  I  love  you  with  (o  much  of  my  Heart,  that  none 

is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Clatidio. 
Bene.  Ha !  not  for  the  wide  World. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny;  farewel. 
Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone  tho'  I  am  here  j  there  h  no  Love  in  you  2 
my  I  pray  you  let  me  go. 

Bene.   Beatrice. 

Beat.   In  faith  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  Friends  firft. 
Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  Friends  with  me,  than  fight 

With  mine  Enemy. 
Bene.   Is  Claudio  thine  Enemy? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  aVillain,  that  hath 

flander'd,  fcorn'd,  difhonour'd  my  Kinfwoman?  O  that  I 
were  a  Man !  Wnat,  bear  her  in  Hand  until  they  come  to 

take  Hands,   and  then  with  pub'ick  Accuf  tion,  uncover'd 
Slander,  unmittigated  Rancour   O  God  that  I  were  a  Man3 
I  would  eat  his  Heart  in  the  Market  Place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  Man  out  at  a  Window   -a  proper  Say- 
ing. 

Bene.  Nay  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Herol  fhe  is  wrong'd,  me  is  flander'd,  ftieis undone. 

Bene.  But "  ■'    ■ 
Beat.  Princes  and  Counties !  furely  a  princely  Teftimo- 

ny,  a  goodly  Count- Comfe<5t,  a  fweet  Gallant  furely;  O 
that  I  were  a  Man  for  his  fake !   or  that  I  had  any  Friend 

would 
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would  be  a  Man  for  my  fake!  But  Manhood  is  melted  in- 
to Curtefies,  Valour  into  Compliment,  and  Men  are  only 

turn'd  into  Tongue,  and  trim  ones  too;  he  is  now  as  vali- 
ant as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  Lie,  and  (wears  it;  I  can- 
not be  a  Man  with  wifhing,  therefore  I  will  die  a  Woman 

with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry  good  Beatrice*,  by  this  Hand  I  love  thee. 
Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  Love  fome  other  way  than  fwearing 

by  it. 
Bene.  Think  you  in  your  Soul  the  Count  Clandio  hath 

wrong'd  Her  el 
Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  Thought  or  a  Soul. 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge  him,  I 
will  kifs  your  Hand,  and  fo  leave  you;  by  this  Hand,  Clau- 
dio  fhall  render  me  dear  Account;  as  you  hear  of  me,  fo 
think  of  me;  go  comfort  your  Coufin,  I  mull  fay  (he  is 
dead,  and  fo  fare w el.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Dogberry,  Virges,  Borachio,  Conrade,  the  Town* 
Clerkjtnd  Sexton  in  Gowns. 

To.  CI.  Is  our  whole  DifTembly  appeai'di* 
Dog.  O  a  Stool  and  Cufhion  for  the  Sexton. 
Sexton.  Which  be  the  Malefactors? 

Verg.  Marry  that  am  I,  and  my  Partner. 

Dog.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  Exhibition  to examine. 
Sexton.  But  which  are  the  Offenders  that  are  to  be  ex- 

amined? Let  them  come  before  Mafler  Conftable. 

To.  CI.  Yea,  mairy,  let  them  come  before  me;  what  is 
your  Name  Frieud  ? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

To.  CI.  Prav  writedown  Borachio.  Yours  Sirrah? • 

Conr.  I  am  a  Gentkman  Sir,  and  my  Name  is  Conrade* 
To.  CI.  Write  down  Matter  Gentleman,  Conrade;  Matters, 

do  you  ferve  God?  Matters,  it  is  proved  already  that  you 
are  little  better  than  falfe  Knaves,  and  it  will  go  near  to  be 
thought  fo  fhortly ;  how  anfwer  you  for  your  felves? 

Conr.  Marry,  Sir,  we  fay  we  are  none. 
To.  CI.  A  marvellous  witty  Fellow  I  aiTure  you,  but  I 

will  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hither,  Sirrah,  a  Word 
in  your  Ear,  Sir;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are  falfe 
Knaves. 

B  b  %  Bora* 
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Bora.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

To.  CL  Well,  Stand  afide,  'fore  God  they  are  both  in  a 
Tale;  have  you  writ  down  they  are  none? 

Sexton.  Mafter  Town-Clerk,  you  go  not  the  way  to  exa- 
mine, you  muft  call  the  Watch  that  are  their  Accufers. 

To.  CL  Yea,  marry  that's  the  eafieft  Way,  let  the  Watch 
come  forth;  Matters,  I  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  Name accufe  thefe  Men. 

i  Watch.  This  Man  faid,  Sir,  that  Don  John,  the  Prince's 
Brother,  was  a  Villain. 

To.  CL  Write  down,  Prince  John  a  Villain;  why  this  is 

flit  Perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  Brother  Villain. 
Bora.  Mafter  Town-Clerk. 
To.  CL  Pray  thee  Fellow  Peace,  I  do  not  like  thy  Look,  I 

promife  thee. 
Sexton,  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  That  he  had  receiv'd  a  thoufand  Du- 
cats of  Don  John,  for  the  accufing  the  Lady  Hero  wrong- 

fully. 

Kemp.  Flat  Burglary  as  ever  was  committed. 

Dog.  Yea  by  th'Mafs  that  it  is. Sexton.  What  elfe  Fellow? 

i  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon  his 
Words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  AfTembly,  and 
not  marry  her. 

To.  CL  O  Villain !  thou  wilt  be  condemn'd  into  everlaft- 
ing  Redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  elfe? 
2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more  Matters  than  you  can  deny, 

Prince  John  is  this  Morning  fecretly  ftol'n  away :  Hero  was 
in  this  manner  accus'd,  in  this  very  manner  refus'd,  and 
upon  the  Grief  of  this  fuddenly  dy'd.  Mafter  ConftabJe, 
ht  thefe  Men  be  bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato;  I  will  go 
before,  and  (hew  him  their  Examination. 

Dog.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion 'd. 
Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  the  Hands  of  Coxcomb.        [Exit. 

Dog.  God's  my  Life,  where's  the  Sexton?  Let  him 
write  down  the  Prince's  Officer  Coxcomb,  come,  bind 
them,  thou  naughty  Varlet. 

Conn 
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Conr.  Away,   you  are  an  Afs,  you  are  an  Afs. 
Dog.  Doft  thou  not  fufpecl:  my  Place?  doft  thou  not 

fufpecl:  my  Years  ?  O  that  he  were  here  to  write  mc  down 

an  Afsf  But  Matters,  remember  that  I  am  an  Afs,  tho'  ic 
be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  Afs;  no 

thou  Villain,  thou  art  full  of  Piety, as  mall  be  prov'd  upon 
thee  by  good  Witnefs,  I  am  a  wife  Fellow,  and  which  is 
more,  an  Officer;  and  which  is  more  an  Houfholder;  and 
which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  Piece  of  Flefh  as  any  in  Meffina^ 
and  one  that  knows  the  Law,  go  to,  and  a  rich  Fellow 
enough,  go  to,  and  a  Fellow  that  hath  had  LofTes^  and  one 
that  hath  two  Gowns,  and  every  thing  handfome  about 
him,  bring  him  away;  O  that  I  had  been  writ  down  an 
Afs.  [Exit. 

ACTV.     SCENE! 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

-^J.TF  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  your  felf, 
X  And  'tis  not  Wifdom  thus  to  fecond  Grief, 

Againft  your  felf. 
Leon.  I  pray  thee  ceafe  thy  Counfel, 

Which  falls  into  mine  Ears  as  profitlefs 
As  Water  in  a  Sieve;  give  not  me  Counfel, 
Nor  let  no  Comfort  elfe  delight  mine  Ear, 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  Wrongs  doth  fute  with  mine, 
Bring  me  a  Father  that  fo  lov'd  his  Child, 
Whofe  Joy  of  her  is  overwhelm^  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  fpeak  of  Patience ; 
Meafure  his  Woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine, 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  Strain  for  Strain; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  Grief  for  fuch, 
In  every  Lineament,  Branch,  Shape,  and  Form; 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his  Beard, 
And  hollow,  wag,  cry  hem,  when  he  mould  groan, 
Patch  Grief  with  Proverbs,  make  Misfortune  drunk, 
With  Candle- wallers ;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  Patience. 

Bb  5  Buf 
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But  there  is  no  fuch  Man ;  for  Brother,  Men 

Can  council,  and  give  Comfort  to  that  Grief 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel,  but  tafting  it, 
Their  Counfel  turns  to  Paflion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceptial  Medicine  to  Rage, 
Fetter  ftrong  Madnefs  in  a  filken  Thread, 
Charm  Ach  with  Air,  and  Agony  with  Words. 

No,  no,  'tis  all  Mens  Office,  to  fpeak  Patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  Load  of  Sorrow; 

But  no  Man's  Virtue  nor  Sufficiency To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  mall  endure 

The  like  himfelf;  therefore  give  me  no  Counfel, 
My  Griefs  cry  louder  than  Advertifement. 

Ant.   Therein  do  Men  from  Children  nothing  differ. 
Leon.  I  pray  thee  Peace,  1  will  be  Flefh  and  Blood, 

For  there  was  never  yet  Philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  Tcoth-ach  patiently; 
However  they  have  writ  the  Stile  of  Gods, 

And  made1  a  pufh  at  Chance  and  Sufferance, 
Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  Harm  upon  your  felf, 

Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  Reafon,  nay  I  will  do  fo, 
My  Soul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  bely'd, 
And  that  fhall  CUudio  know,  fo  fhall  the  Prince, 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claud io. 
Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Clandio  nattily* 
Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den, 
Claud.  Good  Day  to  both  of  you. 
Leon.  Hear  you,  my  Lords ! 
Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  Lord  !  well  fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now?  well  all  is  one. 

Pedro.  Nay  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  Man. 
Anu  If  he  could  right  himfelf  v/ith  quarrelling, 

Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 
Claud.  Who  wrongs  him? 
Leon,  Marry  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  Difllmbler  thou : 

Nay  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  Sword, 
I  fear  thee  not, 

Ckndo 
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Claud.  Marry  befhrew  my  Hand, 
If  it  fhould  give  your  Age  fuch  Caufe  of  Fear; 
Infaith  my  Hand  meant  nothing  to  my  Sword. 

Leon,  Turn,  turn,  Man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  me, 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  Dotard  nor  a  Fool, 
As  under  Privilege  of  Age  to  brag, 
What  I  have  done,    being  young,  or  what  would  do, 
Were  I  not  old:  Kiow  Clandio^  to  thy  Head, 

Thou  halt  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  Child  and  me, 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  Reverence  by, 
And  with  grey  Hairs  and  Bruife  of  many  Days 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  Man; 

I  fay  thou  haft  bely'd  mine  innocent  Child, 
Thy  Slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  Heart? 

And  ihe  lyes  bury'd  with  her  Ancefto  %z 
O  in  a  T  mb  wheie  ne  er  Scandai  llept, 

Save  this     f  hers  fram'-d  by  thy  Viilany» 
Claud.  My  V)Nan>  ? 
Leon.   Thine  Claudio^  thine  I  fay, 
Pedro.  You  lav  ror  right,  o  d  Man. 
Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lo  d, 

I'll  prove  it  on  hs  Body  if  he  dare; 

Defpight  his  nice  Fence,  and  hit  a&ive  Pra£h'ce> 
His  May  of  Youth  and  Bloom  of  Luftyhood. 

Claud.   Away,   I  will   not  have  to  do  wirh  you, 

Leon.  Can'ft  thou  fo  daffe  m  \  Fh  m  haft  kill'd  my  Child; 
If  thou  kilFft  me  Boy,  thvj  iha:t  kill  a  Man, 

Ant.  He  fli all  k i  ]  two  of  us,  ana  Men  indeed; 

But  that's  no  matter,  ]tt  him  kill  one  flrft; 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me; 

Come,  follow  me  B  y,  come  Sir  Boy;  come,  foliq^  ine, 
Sir  Boy,  Til  whip  you  fom  your  foining  Fence  $ 
Kay,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.   Brother. 

Ant.  Content  your  felf,  God  knows  I  lov'd  my  Heice, 
And  fhe  is  dead,  llinder'd  to  Death  by  Villains^ 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  Man  indeed, 
As  I  dare  take  a  Serpent  by  the  Tongue. 

Boys,  Apes,  Braggatts,  Jack*,  Milkfeps, 
Leon,   Brother  Anthony. 

Ant*  Hold  you  content ;  what  Man  f  I  know  them,  yea 
B  b  4  And 
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And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  Scruple : 

Scambling,  outfacing,  fafliion-mongring  Boys, 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander, 
Go  antiekly,  and  mow  an  outward  Hideoufnefs, 
And  fpeak  of  half  a  Dozen  dangerous  Words; 
How  they  might  hurt  their  Enemies  if  they  durft; 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But  Brother  Anthony : 
Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  mater, 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 
Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,   we  will  not  wake  your  Patience; 

My  Heart  is  forry  for  your  Daughter's  Death ; 
But  on  my  Honour  flie  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  Proof. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Enter  Benedick. 

Leon.  No!  come  Brother  away,  I  will  be  heard. 
\Exeunt  amho* 

Ant.  And  fliall,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 
Pedro.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  Man  we  went  to  feek. 

Cland.  Now  Signior,  what  News? 
Bene.  Good  Day,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  Welcome  Signior;  you  are  almoft  come  to  part 

almoft  a  Fray. 
Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  Nofes  fnapt  off 

with  two  old  Men  without  Teeth. 
Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  Brother;  what  thinkfl:  thou?  Had 

we  fought,  I  doubt  we  mould  have  been  too  young  for 
them. 

Bene.  In  afalfe  Quarrel  there  is  no  true  Valour:  I  came  to 
feek  you  both. 

Claud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee,  for  we 
are  high  proof  MeJancholiy,  and  would  fain  have  it  beaten 
away:  Wilt  thou  ufe  thy  Wit? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  Scabbard;  ihall  I  draw  it? 
Pedro.  Doll:  thou  wear  thy  Wit  by  thy  Side? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  foy  tho*  very  many  have  been  be- fide  their  Wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do  the  Minftrels 

draw  to  pleafure  us. 
Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  Man  he  looks  pales  Art  thou 

Sick,  orAngrv?  Claudo 
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Claud.  What  !  Courage  Man:  What  tho'  Care  kill'd  a 
Cat,  thou  haft  Mettle  enough  to  kill  Care. 

Bert.  Sir,  I  (hall  meet  your  Wit  in  the  Career,  and  you 
charge  it  againft  me.     I  pray  you  chufe  another  Subject. 

Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  Staff,  this  laft  was 
broke  crofs. 

Pedro.  By  this  Light  he  changes  more  and  more:  I  think 
he  be  angry  indeed, 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  Girdle. 
Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  Word  in  your  Ear? 
Claud,  God  bkfs  me  from  a  Challenge. 
Bene.  You  are  a  Villain ;  I  jeft  not,  I  will  make  it  good 

how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you  dare. 
Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  Cowardife:  You  have 

kill'd  a  fweet  Lady,  and  her  Death  ill  all  iall  heavy  on  you. 
Let"  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well  I  will  meet  you,  fol  may  have  good  Cheer. 
Pedro,  WhataFeaft? 
Claud.  I  faith  I  thank  him,  he  hath  bid  me  to  a  Calves 

Head  and  a  Capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  moft  cu- 

rioufly,  fay  my  Knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find  a  Wood- cock too? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  Wit  ambles  well,  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  Wit  the 
other  day.*  I  faid  thou  hadft  a  fine  Wit ;  true  fays  (he,  a 
fine  little  one,*  no,  faid  I,  a  great  Wit;  right  fays  (he,  a 
great  grofs  one;  nay  faid  I,  a  good  Wit ;  juft  faid  fhe,  it 
hurts  no  body;  nay  faid  I,  the  Gentleman  is  wife  ;  certain 
faid  fhe,  a  wife  Gentleman ;  nay  faid  I,  he  hath  the  Tongues ; 
that  I  believe,  faid  ftie,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Mon~ 

day  night,  which  he  forfwore  on  luefday  morning;  there's 
a  double  Tongue,  there's  two  Tongues.  Thus  did  ibe  an 
hour  together  tranf-ihape  thy  particular  Virtues,  yet  at  laft 
ihe  concluded  with  a  Sigh,  thou  waft  the  propereft  Man  in 
Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid  ihe 
car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea  that  ihe  did,  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if  ihe 
did  not  hate   him  deadly,  ihe  would  love  him  dearly,  the 

©Id  Man's  Daughter  told  us  all 
■  ■  Claud* 
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Claud.  AD,  all;  and  moreover,  God  faw  him  when  he  was 

hid  in  the  Garden, 

Pedro.  But  when  fha1!  we  fet  the  falvage  Bull's  Horns  on 
the  feniible  Benedick^  Head/ 

Claud.  Yea,    and  Text  underneath,  Here  dwells  Benedick^ 
the  Married  Man, 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  Boy,  you  know  my  Mind,  I  will 

leave  you  now  to  your  goflip-hkc  Humour,  you  break  Jefts 
as  Bra^gards  do  their  Blades,  which  God  be  thank'd  hurt 
not;  my  Lord,  for  your  many  Courtefies  1  thank  you,  I 
iiiuft  difcontinue  your  Company,  your  Brother  the  Baftard 
is  fled  from  Meffina\  you  have  among  you  killed  a  fwect  and 
innocent  Lady  for  my  Lord  Lack-beard  there;  he  and  1  fhall 

meet,  and  'till  then  peace  be  with  him.       \_Exit  Benedick, Pedro.  He  is  in  eyrnefr. 

Claud,  In  moft  profound  earned,  aud  I'll  warrant  you  for the  Love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  And  hath  challeng'd  thee. 
Claud.  Moft  fincerely. 
Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  Man  is  when  he  goes  in  his 

Dou  let  and  Hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  Wit. 
Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade  and  Borachio guarded. 
Claud.  He  is  then  a  Giant  to  an  Ape,  but  then  is  an  Ap$ 

a  Doctor  to  fuch  a  Man. 

Pedro.  Butfofty.u,  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my  Heart,  and 
be  fad,  did  he  not  fay  my  Brother  was  fled  ? 

Dog.  Come  you,  Sir,  if  Juftice  cannot  tame  you,  (he 

lhall  ne'er  weigh  moreReafons  in  her  Ballance;  nay,  and  you 
be  i  curling  Hypocrite  once,  you  muflbe  look'dto. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  Brother's  Men  bound?  Bo- 
rachio one  I 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  Offence,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  Officers,  what  Offence  have  thefe  Men  done  ? 

Dog.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  Report,  more- 
over they  have  fpoken  Untruths;  fecondarily  they  are  Slan- 

ders; fixth  and  laftly,  they  hive  belied  a  Lady  ;  thirdly, 
th?y  have  ve:ified  unjuft  Things,  and  to  conclude  they  are 
lyinp  Knaves. 

Pedro.  Firft  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done;  thirdly, 

I  ask  thee  what's  their  Offence;  fixth  and  laftly,  why  they 
are 

4 
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are  committed,  and  to  conclude,  what  lay  you  to  their 
Charge  ? 

Cland.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  Divifion,  and  by 
my  Troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  Mailers,  that  you  are 
thus  bound  to  your  Anfwer?  This  learned  Conflable  is  too 

cunning  to  be  underftood,  what's  your  Offence? 
Bora.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  farther  to  mine  An- 

fwer;  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me;  I  have 

deceiv'd  even  yo  tit  very  Eyes;  what  your  Wifdoms  could 
not  difc over,  thefe  (hallow  Fools  have  brought  to  light,  who 
in  the  Night  heard  me  conferring  to  this  Man,  how  Don 

John  your  Brother  incens'd  me  to  flander  the  Lady  Hero, 
how  you  were  brought  into  the  Orchard,  ai  d  faw  me  Court 

Margaret  in  Hero's  Garments,  how  you  difgrac  d  her  when 
you  ihould  marry  her;  my  Villany  they  have  upon  Record, 
which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my  Death,  than  repeat  over  to 

my  Shime;  the  Lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  Matter's 
falfe  Accufation,  and  briefly,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  Re- 

ward of  a  Villain. 

Pedro.  Runs  not  this  Speech  like  Iron  through  your 
Blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  Poifon  while  he  utter'd  it. 
Pedro.  But  did  my  Brother  fet  thee  on  to  this? 
Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  rich  for  the  Practice  of  it. 

Pedro.  He  is  composed  of  Treachery, 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  Villany. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero,  now  thy  Image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  Semblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 

Dog.  Come  bring  away  the  Plaintiffs,  by  this  time  our 

Sexton  hath  inform'd  Signior  Leonato  of  the  Matter;  and 
Matters,  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie  when  time  and  place  (hall 
ferve,  that  I  am  an  Afs. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  Matter  Signior  Leonato^  and 
the  Sexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  Villain?  Let  me  fee  his  Eyes, 
That  when  I  note  another  Man  like  him, 

I  may  avoid  him;  which  of  thefe  is  he? 

Mqra.  If  you  would  know  your  Wronger,  look  on  me.' Leon. 

fr. 
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Leon.  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  Slave  that  with  thy  Breath 

Haft  kill'd  mine  innocent  Child? 
,  Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo  Villain,  thou  beli'ft  thy  felf; 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  Men, 
A  third  is  fled  that  had  a  hand  in  it: 

I  thank  you  Princes  for  my  Daughter's  Death, 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  Deeds, 

'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it, 
Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  Patience, 

Yet  I  muft  fpeak,  chufe  your  Revenge  your  felf, 
Impofe  me  to  what  Penance  your  Invention 

Can  lay  upon  my  Sin ;  yet  finn'd  I  not. 
But  in  miftakingo 

Pedro.  By  my  Soul  nor  I ; 
And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  Man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 

That  he'll  enjoin  me  too. 
Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  Daughter  live  again, 

That  were  impoffible;  but  I  pray  you  both 
Poflefs  the  People  in  MeJJina  here 

How  innocent  (he  dy'd,  and  if  your  Love 
Can  labour  ought  in  fad  Invention, 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  Tomb, 
And  fing  it  to  her  Bones,  fing  it  to  Night: 
To  Morrow  Morning  come  you  to  my  Houfe, 
And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  Spn-in-Law, 
Be  yet  my  Nephew;  my  Brother  hath  a  Daughter 

Almoft  the  Copy  of  my  Child  that's  dead, 
And  fhe  alone  is  Heir  to  both  of  us, 

Give  her  the  Right  you  fhould  have  giv'n  her  Coufin2 
And  fo  dies  my  Revenge. 

Claud.  O  Noble,  Sir! 

Your  over-Kindnefs  doth  wring  Tears  frosnmes 
I  do  embrace  your  Offer,  and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To  Morrow  then  I  will  expecl:  your  coming* 
To  Night  I  take  my  Leave;  this  naughty  Man 
Shall  Face  to  Face  be  brought  to  Margaret* 
Who  I  believe  was  packtin  all  this  Wrongs 
Hired  to  it  by  your  Brother. 

Moral 
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Bora.  No  by  my  Soul  fhe  was  not. 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did  when  fhe  fpoke  tome, 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous, 
jtn  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dog.  Moreover,  Sir,  which  indeed  is  not  under  white 
and  black,  this  Plaintif  here,  the  Offender  did  call  me  Afs; 

I  befeech  you  let  it  be  remembred  in  his  Punifhment ;  and 
alfo  the  Watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  :  They  fay 
he  wears  a  Key  in  his  Ear,  and  a  Lock  hanging  by  it,  and 

tmd  borrows  Mony  in  God's  Name,  the  which  he  hath  us'd 
fo  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  Men  grow  hard  hearted, 

and  will  lend  nothing  for  God's  Sake.  Pray  you  examine 
him  upon  that  Point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Care  and  honeft  Pains. 

Dog.  Your  Worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  moil:  thankful  and  re- 
verend Youth ;  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  Pains, 
Dog.  God  fave  the  Foundation. 
Leon.  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  Prifoner;  and  I  thank 

thee. 

Dog.  I  leave  an  errant  Knave  with  your  Worfhip,  which 
I  befeech  your  Worfhip  to  correct  your  felf,  for  the  Ex- 

ample of  others.  God  keep  your  Worfhip;  I  wifh  your 
Worfhip  well:  God  reftore  your  Health;  I  humbly  give  yon 

Leave  to  depart;  and  if  a  merry  Meeting  may  be  wifh'd, 
God  prohibit  it.     Come  Neighbour.  \Exeunt. 

Leon.  Until  to  Morrow  Morning,   Lords,  farewel. 
Ant.  Farewel  my  Lords,  we  look  for  you  to  Morrow. 
Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 

Claud.  To  Night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero. 
Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  Fellows  on,  we'll  talk  with  Mar* 

garety  how  her  Acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  Fellow. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 
Bene.  Pray  thee  fweet  Miftrefs  Margaret,  defervewell  at 

my  Hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  Speech  of  Beatrice. 
Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  Sonnet  in  praife  of  my 

Beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  fo  high  a  Stile  Margaret,  that  no  Man  living 
fliall  come  over  it;  for  in  moftcomdy  Truth  thou  defer  vefl  it. 

Marg. 
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Mdrg.  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me  ;  why,  ihall  I  al- 

ways keep  below  Stairs? 

Bene.  Thy  Wit  is  as  quick  as  the  Greyhound's  Mouth,  it 
ketches. 

Marg.  And  yqurs  as  blunt  as  the  Fencers  Foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene,  A  mod  manly  Wit  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
Woman  ;  and  fo  1  pray  thee  call  Beatrice;  I  give  ̂ hee  the 
Bucklers. 

Marg.  Give  us  the  Swords,  we  have  Bucklers  of  our 
own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them  Margaret,  you  mud  put  it  in  the 
Pikes  with  a  Vice,  and  they  are  dangerous  Weapons  for 
Maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who  I  think 
hath  Legs.  [  Exit  Margaret. 

Bene,  And  therefore  will  come.  The  God  of  Love  that 
Jits  above,  and  knows  me,  and  knows  me,  how  pitiful  I  de- 
ferve,  I  mean  in  Singing;  but  in  loving,  Leander  the  good 
Swimmer,  Troilus  the  firft  Employer  of  Panders,  and  a 

whole  Book  full  of  thefe  quondam  Carpet-mongers,  whofe 
Names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  Road  of  a  blank  Verfe, 

why  they  were  never  fo  truly  turn'd  over,  as  my  poor  felf 
in  Love;  marry  I  cannot  (hew  it  in  Rhime;  I  have  try'd,  I 
can  find  out  no  Rhime  to  a  Lady  but  Baudy,  an  Innocents 
Rhime;  for  fcorn,  horn,  a  hard  Rhime;  for  fchoo),  fool,  a 
babling  Rhime;  very  ominous  Endings;  no,  I  was  not  born 
under  a  Rhiming  Planet,  for  I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  Terms, 

Enter  Beatrice. 

SweetBeatrice,  would'ft  thou  come  when  I  call  thee? 
Beat.  Yea  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O  flay  but  'till  then. 
Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken;  fare  you  well  now;  and  yet  e'er 

I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came,  which  is,  with  knowing 
what  hath  part  between  you  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  Only  foul  Words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifsthee. 
Beat.  Foul  Words  are  foul  Wind,  and  foul  Wind  is  but 

foul  Breath,  and  foul  Breath  is  noifome  ;  therefore  I  will 

depart  unkift. 
Bene.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  Word  out  of  its  right  Senfe^ 

fo  forcible  is  thy  Wit;  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly,  Clan- dio 
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Mo  undergoes  my  Challenge,  and  either  I  mutt  fhortly  hear 

from  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  Coward  ,*  and  I  pray 
thee  now  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  Parts  didft  thou 
firft  fall  in  Love  with  me  ? 

Beat*  For  them  all  together,  which  maintain'd  fo  poli- 
tick a  State  of  Evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good  Part 

to  intermingle  with  them:  But  for  which  of  my  good  Parts 
did  you  fufFer  Love  for  me? 

Bene.  Suffer  Love!  a  good  Epithete;  I  do  differ  Love  in- 
deed, for  I  Jove  thee  againl  my  Will. 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  Heart,  I  think;  alas  poor  Heart,  if 
you  fpight  it  for  my  Sake,  I  will  fbi^ht  it  for  yours,  for  I 
will  never  love  that  which  my  Friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  Confeffion;  there's  not  one 
wife  Man  among  twenty  that  will  praife  himfeif. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  Inftance  Beatrice,  that  Jiv'd  in  the 
Timeof good  Neighbours ;  if  a  Man  do  not  ereel:  in  this  Age 

his  own  Tomb  e'er  he  dies,  he  (hall  live  no  longer  in  Monu- 
ments than  the  Bells  ring,  and  the  Widow  weeps. 

Beat.   Af-d  how  long  is  that,  think  you? 
Bene.  Queftion;  why  an  Hour  in  Oamour,  and  a  Quar- 

ter in  RhevMn;  therefore  it  is  mod  expedient  for  the  Wife, 
if  Don  Wo  m  (his  Confcience)  find  no  Impediment  to  the 
contrary,  to  be  the  Trumpet  of  his  own  Virtues,  as  I  am 
to  my  felf ;  fo  much  for  praifing  my  (elf;  who  I  my  CeH  will 
bear  Witnefs  is  Praife-worthyj  and  now  tell  me  how  doth 
your  Coufi   ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 
Bene.   And  how  do  you  ?  $ 
Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Enter  Urfula. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend ;  there  will  I  leave 
you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hade. 

Vrfu.  Madam,  you  muft  come  to  your  Uncle ;  yonder's 
old  Coil  at  Home ;  it  is  proved  my  Lady  Hero  hath  been 

falfly  accus'd,  the  Prince  and  Clandio  mightily  abus'd,  and 
Don  John  is  the  Author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone:  Will 
you  come  prefently? 

Beau  Will  you  go  hear  this  News,  Signior? 

Sent.  I  will  live  in  thy  Heart,  die  in  thy  Lap,  and  be  bu- ried 
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ried  in  thy  Eyes;  and  moreover,  I  will  go  with  thee  to  thy 
Uncle.  '  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants  with  Tapers* 
Claud.  Is  this  ths  Monument  of  Leonato  $ 

At  ten.  It  is  my  Lord. 
EPITAPH. 

Done  to  Death  by  flanderous  Tongues, 
Was  theWzxo  that  here  lyes: 
Death  in  guerdon  of  her  Wrongs, 
Gives  her  Fame  which  never  dies : 

So  the  Life  that  dfd  with  Shame, 
Lives  in  Death  with  glorious  Fame* 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  Tomb, 
Praifing  her  when  I  am  dumb. 

Claud.  Now  Mufick  found  and  fing  your  folemn  Hymn. 
SONG. 

Fardon  Goddefs  of  the  Mighty 
Thofe  that  flew  the  Vrrgin  Knight ; 
For  the  which  with  Songs  of  Wee, 
Round  about  her  Tomb  they  go. 
Midnight  affift  our  Moan, 
Help  us  to  Jigh  and  groan. 
Heavily,  heavily, 
Graves  yawn  and  yield  your  Dead, 
*Ttll  Death  be  uttered, 
Heavenly,  heavenly. 

(this  Rights 
Claud.  Now  unto  thy  Bones  goodnight;  Yearly  will  I  do 
Pedro.  Good  morrow  Matters,  put  your  Torches  out, 

The  Wolves  have  prey'd ;  anil  look,  the  gentle  Day Before  the  Wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowfie  Eaft  with  Spots  of  Grey." 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us ;  fare  you  well. 

Claud.  Good  morrow  Matters ;  each  his  feveral  way.' 
Muf.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  Weeds, 

.And  then  to  Leonato*s  we  will  go. 
Claud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  Iflue  fpeed, 

Than  this  for  whom  we  rendred  up  this  Woe. 

[Exeunt. X  a  Enter 
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Enter  Leonat5,  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula,  Antonio, 
Frier  and  Hero. 

Frier.  Did  I  not  tell  you  (he  was  Innocent  ? 

Leon.  So  are  the  Prince  and  Claudio  who  accus'd  her, 
Upon  the  Error  that  you  heard  debated. 
But  Margaret  was  in  fome  Fault  for  this; 
Although  againft  her  Will  as  it  appears, 
In  the  true  Courfe  of  all  the  Queftion* 

Ant.  Wei),  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Bene.  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  Faith  enforc'd 
Tc  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well  Daughter,  and  young  Gentlewomen  all, 
Withdraw  into  a  Chamber  by  your  felves, 

And  when  I  fend  for  you  come  hither  Mask'd: 
The  Prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  Hour 
To  vifit  me  ;  you  know  your  Office  Brother, 

You  mull:  be  Father  to  your  Brother's  Daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Ant.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm'd  Countenance. 
Bene.  Frier,  I  mufl:  intreat  your  Pains,  I  think. 
Frier.  To  do  what,  Signior  ? 
Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them : 

Signior  Leonato>  truth  it  is  good  Signior, 
Your  Neice  regards  me  with  an  Eye  of  Favour. 

Ant.  That  Eye  my  Daughter  lent  her,  'tis  rood  true* 
Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  Eye  of  Love  requite  her. 
Leon.  The  Sight  whereof  I  think  you  had  from  me* 

From  Claudio  and  the  Prince ;  but  what's  your  Will  I 
Bene.  Your  Anfwer,  Sir,  is  enigmatical, 

But  for  my  Will,  my  Will  is,  your  good  Will 

May  (land  with  ours,  this  Day  to  be  conjoin'd 
I'trf  State  of  honourable  Marriage, 
In  which,  good  Frier,  I  fhall  defire  your  help* 

Leon.  My  Heart  is  with  your  liking* 
Frier.  And  my  help. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio  with  Attendants* 

Pedro.  Good  Morrow  to  this  fair  Affembly. 
Leon.  Good  Morrow,  Prince,  good  Morrow  CUudic* 

We  here  attend  you;  are  you  yet  determin'd 
To  Day  to  marry  with  my  Brother's  Daughter? 

Claud.  I'll  hold  my  Mind,  were  (he  an  Ethiope. Vol.  I*  C  c  Leottl 
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Leon.  Call  her  forth,  Brother,  here's  the  Frier  ready. 
Pedro.  Good  morrow,  Benedict^  why  what's  the  matter? 

That  you  have  fuch  a  February  Face, 
So  full  of  Frofi,  of  Storm,  and  Cloudinefs? 

Claud.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  Bull: 

Turn,  fear  not  Man,  we'll  tip  thy  Horns  with  Gold, 
And  fo  all  Europe  fhall  rejoice  at  thee, 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  Noble  Beaft  in  Love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  Sir,  had  an  amiable  Low, 

And  fome  fuch  ftrange  Bull  leapt  your  Father's  Cow* 
And  got  a  Calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat, 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  juft  his  Bleat* 

Enter  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  Urfula, 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you;  here  come  other  Recknings* 
^hich  is  the  Lady  I  muft  feize  upon  ? 

Leon.  This  fame  is  fhe,  and  I  do  give  you  her, 
Claud.  Why  then  fhe  is  mine;  fweet  let  me  fee  your  Face* 

Leon.  No,  that  you  (hall  not,  'till  you  take  her  Hand 
Before  this  Frier,  and  fwear  to  many  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  Hand  before  this  holy  Frier; 
I  am  your  Husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Here.  And  when  I  liv'ci  I  was  your  other  Wife;  [unmasking* 
And  when  you  lov'd  you  were  my  other  Husband. Claud.  Another  Hero  f 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 

One  Hero  dy'd,  but  I  do  live  ; 
And  furely  as  I  live  I  am  a  Maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero,  Hero  that  is  dead. 

Leon.   She  dy'd  my  Lord,  but  whiles  her  Slander  liv'd. 
Trier.  All  this  Amazement  can  I  qualifie, 

When  after  that  the  holy  Rites  are  ended, 

I'll  tell  thee  largely  of  fair  Hero's  Death: Mean  time  let  Wonder  feem  familiar, 

And  to  the  Chappel  let  us  prefently. 
Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  Frier.  Which  is  Beatrice? 
Beat.  I  anfwerto  that  Name,  what  is  your  Will? 
Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Beat.  Why,  no  more  than  Reafon. 
Bene.  Why,  then  your  Uncle,  and  the  Prince,  and  Claudio3 

have  been  deceiv'd,  they  fwore  you  did. 
Vert, 
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Beat.  Do  foot  you  love  me  ? 
Bene.  Troth  no,  no  more  than  Reafon. 
Beat.  Why,  then  my  Coufin,  Margaret  and  VrfuU 

Are  much  deceiv'd,  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 
Bene.  They  fwore  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 
Beat.  They  fwore  your  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 
Bene.  'Tis  no  matter,  then  you  do  not  love  me  ? 
Beat.  No  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 
Leon.  Come  Coufin,  I  am  fure  you  love  the  Gentleman^ 

Claud.  And  I'll  be  fworn  upon't  that  he  loves  her, 
For  here's  a  Paper  written  in  his  Hand, 
A  halting  Sonnet  of  his  own  pure  Brain, 
Fafhion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  CouhVs  Hamd,  ftolen  from  her  Pocket^ 
Containing  her  AfFe&ion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  Miracle,  here's  our  Hands  againft  our  Hearts; 
come  I  will  have  thee,  but  by  this  Light  I  take  thee  for 
pity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you,  but  by  this  good  Day,  I 
yield  upon  great  Perfwafion,  and  partly  to  fave  your  Life, 
for  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  Confumption. 

Leon.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  Mouth. 
Pedro.  How  doft  thou,  Benedick,  the  Married  Man? 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  Prince,  a  College  of  witty- crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  Humour;  doft  thou 
think  I  care  for  a  Satyr,  or  an  Epigram  ?  No,  if  a  Man 
will  be  beaten  with  Brains,  he  fhall  wear  nothing  handfome 
about  him;  in  brief,  fince  I  do  purpofe  to  marry,  I  will 
think  nothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  World  can  fay  againft 
it;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me,  for  what  I  have  faida^ 
gainft  it;  for  Man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  conclu- 
fion ;  for  thy  part  Claudio,  I  did  think  to  have  beaten  thee, 

but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  Kinfman,  live  unbruis'd, 
and  love  my  Coufin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hop'd  thou  wouldft  have  denied  Bea- 
trice, that  I  might  have  Cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy  fingle  Life, 

to  make  thee  a  double  Dealer,  which  out  of  Queftion  thou 
wilt  be,  if  my  Coufin  do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to 
thee. 

Ccz  Bene . 
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Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  Friends,  let's  have  a  Dance 

e'er  we  are  Marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  Hearts, 
and  our  Wives  Heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  Dancing  afterwards. 
Bene.  Firft,  of  my  Word;  therefore  play  Mufick.  Prince, 

tlion  art  fad;,  get  thee  a  Wife,  get  thee  a  Wife,  there  is  no 
Staff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  Horn.     {Enter  Mef. 

Aieffen.  My  Lord,  your  Brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight, 
And  brought  with  armed  Men  back  to  Mcfjina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  to  Morrow,  I'll  devife  the 
brave  Punifhments  for  him.  Strike  up  Pipers.        Dance. 

\Exemt* 
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T7*Erdinand,  Ring  of  Navarre. 

X.       iron,  7  three  Lords  attending  upon  the  King 
Longavile,  £    ̂  ̂   Retiremmt^  I Dumain,      •> 

Boyet,      "1    Lords  attending  upon  the  Trincefs  of Macard,    J       France. 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado,  afantaftical  Spaniard. 
Nathaniel,  a  Curate, 

Dull,  a  Conftable. 
Holofernes,  a  Schoolmajier. 
Coftard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  Tage  to  Don  Adriana  de  Armado, 

'Prince fs  ̂ France. 
Rofaline,    ~> 
Maria,         >  Ladies  attending  on  the  Trincefs. 
Catherine,  *) 

Jaquenetta,  a  Country  Wench. 

Officers  and  other  Attendants  upon  the  King 
and  Trincefs. 

SCENE  the  King  of  NavarreV 
Palace^  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE! 

Etf^r  /&>  King,  Biron,   Longavile  ̂ ^  Dumain, 

E  T  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  Lives* 
Live  regiftred  upon  our  brazen  Tombs; 
And  then  grace  us  intheDifgraceof  Death: 
When  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring  Time, 

Th'  Endeavour  of  this  prefent  Breath  may 

buy 

That  Honour  which  (hall  bate  his  Syth's  keen  Edge, And  make  Us  Heirs  of  all  Eternity. 
Therefore  brave  Conqueror?,  for  fo  you  are, 
That  war  againft  your  own  Affections, 

And  the  huge  Army  of  the  World's  Defires, 
Our  late  Edicl:  mall  ftrongly  ftand  in  force; 
Navarre  mall  be  the  Wonder  of  the  World, 
Our  Court  fhall  be  a  little  Academy, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  Art. 
You  three,  Birony  Dumain  and  Longavile, 
Have  fworn  for  three  Years  Term  to  live  with  me^ 
My  fellow  Scholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  Statutes 
That  are  recorded  in  this  Schedule  here. 

Tour  Oaths  arc  paft,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  Names : 
Cc4  That 
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That  his  own  Hand  may  ftrike  his  Honour  down, 
That  violates  the  fmalleft  Branch  herein : 

If  you  are  arm'd  to  do  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  Oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd ;  'tis  but  a  three  Years  Faft : 
The  Mind  ftiall  banquet,  tho'  the  Body  pine; 
Fat  Paunches  have  lean  Pates;  and  dainty  Bits 
Make  rich  the  Ribs,  but  bankerout  the  Wits. 

Dnm.  My  loving  Lord,  Dumain  is  mortify 'd ; 
The  grofTer  manner  of  thefe  World's  Delights, 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  World's  bafer  Slaves? 
To  Love,  to  Wealth,  to  Pomp,  I  pine  and  die, 
With  all  thefe  living  in  Philofophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  Proteftation  over, 
So  much  (dear  Liege)  I  have  already  fworn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  Years : 
But  there  are  other  ftrict  Obfervances; 
As  not  to  fee  a  Woman  in  that  Term, 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  Day  in  a  Week  to  touch  no  Food; 
And  but  one  Meal  on  every  Day  befide; 
The  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  fleep  but  three  Hours  in  the  Night, 
And  not  to  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  Day : 
When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  Night, 
And  make  a  dark  Night  too  of  half  the  Day; 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  Tasks,  too  hard  to  keep ; 
Not  to  fee  Ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 

King.  Your  Oath  is  paft  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 
Biron.  Let  me  fay  no,  my  Liege,  and  if  you  pleafe; 

I  only  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  ftay  here  in  your  Court  for  three  Years  Space, 

Long.  You  fwore  to  that  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 
Biron.  By  yea  and  nay  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 

What  is  the  End  of  Study  let  me  know? 
King.  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we    (hould  not 
know.  (Senfe. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  fyou  mean  )  from  common 
King.  Ay,  that  is  Study's  God-like  Recompence. 
Biron.  Come  on  th«n,  I  will  fww  to  ftudy  fp,  ; 

-  ' —  ■  *■      -  -**  t» 
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To  know  the  Thing  I  am  forbid  to  know; 
And  thus  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine ; 
When  I  to  faft  expreflv  am  forbid : 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  Miftrefs  fine, 
When  MiftreflTes  from  common  Senfe  are  hid : 

Or  having  fworn  too  hard  a  keeping  Oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  Troth. 

If  Study's  Gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  fo, 
Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  : 

Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay  no. 
King.  Thefe  be  the  Stops  that  hinder  Study  quite, 

And  train  our  Intellects  to  vain  Delight. 
Biron.  Why  ?  all  Delights  are  vain,  and  that  mod  vain 

Which  with  Pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  Pain; 
As  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  Book, 
To  feek  the  Light  of  Truth,  while  Truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  Eye-fight  of  his  Look: 
Light  feeking  Light,  doth  Light  beguile; 

So  e'er  you  find  where  Light  in  Darknefs  lyes, 
Your  Light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  Eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  Eye  indeed, 
Bf  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  Eye ; 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  Eye  mail  be  his  heed, 
And  give  him  Light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 

Study  is  like  the  Heav'ns  glorious  Sun, 
That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  fawcy  Looks; Small  have  continual  Plodders  ever  won, 

Save  bafe  Authority  from  other  Books, 

Thefe  earthly  Godfathers  of  Heav'ns  Lights, 
That  give  a  Name  to  every  fixed  Star, 
Have  no  more  Profit  of  their  Shining  Nights, 
Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  Fame ; 
And  every  Godfather  can  give  a  Name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read,  toreafbn  againft  reading. 
Dnm.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  Proceeding. 
Long.  He  weeds  the  Corn,  and  ftill  kts  grow  the  Weeding^ 
Biron.  The  Spring  is  near  when  Green  Geefe  are  a  breed- 

™& 

Bum.  
How  

follows  
that  

? 
Miron.  Fit  in  his  Place  and  Time, 
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Bum.  In  Reafon  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  Rime. 
Long.  Biro  ft  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  Frofr, 

That  bites  the  firft-born  Infants  of  the  Spring. 
Biron.  Well,  fay  I  am ;  why  mould  proud  Summer  boaft, 

Before  the  Birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing? 
Why  mould  I  joy  in  any  abortive  Birth  ? 
At  Chriftmas  I  no  more  defire  a  Rofe, . 

Than  wifh  a  Snow  in  May's  new  fangled  (hows: 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  Seafon  grows. 
So  you  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 

That  were  to  climb  o'er  the  Houfe  t'unlock  the  Gate. 

King.  Well,  fit  you  out ;  go  home  Biron  :  Adieu.  " 
Biron.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  fworn  to  flay  with  you. 

And  though  I  have  for  Barbarifm  fpoke  more, 
Than  for  that  Angel  Knowledge  you  can  fay, 

Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  fwore, 
And  bide  the  Penance  of  each  three  Years  Day. 
Give  me  the  Paper,  let  me  read  the  fame, 

And  to  the  ftri&'ft  Decrees  I'll  write  my  Name. 
King.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  Shame. 
Biron.  Item,  That  no  Woman  fliall  come  within  a  Mile  of 

my  Court. 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  Days  ago. 

Biron.  Let's  fee  the  Penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  Tongue  ! 

Who  devis'd  this  Penalty? 
Long.  Marry  that  did  I. 
Biron.  Sweet  Lord,  and  why  ? 
Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  Penalty :  A 

dangerous  Law  againfl:  Gentility. 
Item,  If  any  Man  be  fcen  to  talk  with  a  Woman  with- 
in the  term  of  three  Years,  he  mail  endure  fuch  publick 

Shame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  (hall  poflibly  devife. 
Biron.  This  Article  my  Liege  your  felf  muft  break, 

For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  Embafly 

The  French  King's  Daughter,  with  your  felf  to  fpeak, 
A  Maid  of  Grace  and  compleat  Majefty, 
About  furrender  up  of  Aquitain 
To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-nd  Father, : 

Therefore 
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Therefore  this  Article  is  made  in  vain, 
Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  Princefs  hither. 

King.  What  fay  you,  Lords  ? 
tWhy,  this  was  quite  forgot. 

Biron.  So  Study  evermore  is  overfhot, 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  mould : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 

'Tis  won  as  Towns  with  Fire;  fo  won, To  loft. 
King*  We  muft  of  Force  difpence  with  this  Decree, 

She  muft  lye  here  on  meer  Neceffity. 
Biron.  Neceffity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

Three  Thoufand  times  within  this  three  Years  fpace: 
For  every  Man  with  his  Affects  is  born; 

Not  by  Might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  (Urace. If  I  break  Faith,  this  Word  fhall  break  for  me, 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  Neceffity. 
So  to  the  Laws  at  large  I  write  my  Name, 
And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  Degree, 
Stands  in  Attainder  of  eternal  Shame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me ; 
But  I  believe  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  Oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  Recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay  that  there  is;  our  Court  you  know  is  haunted 
With  a  conceited  Traveller  of  Spain, 

A  Man  in  all  the  World's  new  Fafhions  planted, That  hath  a  Mint  of  Phrafes  in  his  Brain : 

One  whom  the  Mufick  of  his  own  vain  Tongue, 
Doth  ravifti  like  inchanting  Harmony : 
A  Man  of  Complements,  whom  Right  and  Wrong 
Have  chofe  as  Umpire  of  their  Mutiny. 
This  Child  of  Fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 
For  interim  to  our  Studies  fhall  relate, 

In  high-born  Words  the  Worth  of  many  a  Knight: 

From  tawny  Spain  loft  in  the  World's  Debate. 
How  you  delight  my  Lords,  I  know  not  I; 
But  I  proteft  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  Minftrelfie. 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  Wight, 

A  Man  of  Fire,  new  Words,  Fafliion'sown  Knight.' 
Long. 
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Long.  Coftard  the  Swain,  and  he  mall  be  our  Sport, 

And  fo  to  ftudy,  three  Years  is  but  Ihort. 

Enter  Dull  and  Coftard  with  a  Letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  Duke's  own  Perfon  ? 
Biron.  This,  Fellow,  whatwould'ft? 
Dull.- 1  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  Perfon,  for  I  am  his 

Grace's  Tharborough  :  But  I  would  fee  his  own  Perfon  in Flelh  and  Blood. 
Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme>  Arme  commends  you. 

There's  Villany  abroad ;  this  Letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Cofi.  Sir3  the  Contemps  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 
King.  A  Letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 
Biron.  How  low  foever  the  Matter,  I  hope  in  God  for 

high  Words. 

Long.  A  high  Hope  for  a  low  Heav'n ;  God  grant  us  Pa- tience. 

Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing. 
Long.  To  hear  meekly  Sir,  and  to  laugh  moderately,  or  to 

forbear  both.  - 

Biron.  Well  Sir,  be  it  as  the  Stile  mail  give  us  caufe  to 
climb  in  the  Merrinefs. 

Cofi.  The  matter  is  to  me  Sir,  as  concerning  Jaqnenetta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  manner. 

Biron.  In  what  manner? 

Cofi.  In  manner  and  form,  following,  Sir,  all  thofe 

three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor-houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  Form,  and  taken  following  her  into 
the  Park  ;  which  put  together,  is  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now  Sir,  for  the  manner  :  Is  the  manner 
of  a  Man  to  fpeak  to  a  Woman ;  for  the  form  in  fome 
form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  Sir. 
Cofi.  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  Corre&ion,  and  God  de* 

fend  the  right. 
King.  Will  you  hear  this  Letter  with  Attention  ? 
Biron.  As  wc  would  hear  an  Oracle. 

Cofi.  Such  is  the  Simplicity  of  Man  to  hearken  after  the 

Flelh.  r  "     • 
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King  f^Reat  Deputy,  the  Welkin's  Vicegerent,  and  file  Do* 
reads\*JL  minatof  of  Navarre,  »y  Soul's  Earth's  God,  and  Bo- 

dy's  foftring  Patron*   
Coft.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet. 
King.  So  it  is 
Coft.  It  may  be  fo;  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is  in  telling 

true :  but  fo. 

King,  Peace,   
Coft.  Be  to  me,  and  every  Man  that  dares  not  fight. 
King.  No  Words, 
Coft.  Of  other  Mens  Secrets  I  befeech  you. 

King.  So  it  is,  befieged  with  fable-coloured  Melancholly,  I 
did  commend  the  blacky  opfrejjing  Humour  to  the  moft  whole* 

fome  Phyfick^  of  thy  health-giving  Air;  and  as  I  am  a  Gentle* 
man,  betook  my  felf  to  walk^  The  Time  when  f  about  thefixth 
Hour,  when  Beafts  moft  graz,e,  Birds  be  ft  peck^  and  Men  fit 
down  to  that  Nourifliment  which  is  calVd  Supper :  So  much 
for  the  Time  jvhen.  Now  for  the  Ground  which :  which  I  mean 
I  walkt  upon,  it  is  ycleped,  thy  Park.  Then  for  the  Place  inhere, 

where  I  mean  I  did  incounter  that  obfcene  and  moft  prepofte- 
rous  Event  that  draweth  from  my  fnow-white  Pen  the  Ebon* 
colour  d  Inky  which  here  thou  vieweft,  beholdeft,  furveyeft,  or 
feeft.  But  to  the  Place  where  :  It  ftandeth  North  North  Eaft 

and  by  Eaft  from  the  Weft-corner  of  thy  curious  knotted  Gar' 
den.  There  did  I  fee  that  low-fpirited  Swain,  that  bafe  Mi*> 

now  of  thy  Mirth,  {Coft.  Me?)  that  unlettered  fm  all-know  tng 
Soul,  {Coft.  Me?  )  that  /hallow  Faffal,  {Coft.  Still  me  I)  which 

as  I  remember,  hight  Coftard,  {Coft.  O  me.)  for  ted  and  con- 
forted  contrary  to  thy  eftabliflnd  proclaimed  EdiEl  and  conti- 

nent Cannon  :  Which  with,  0  with,  but  with  this  I  pafflon  to 

fay  wherewith : 
Coft.  With  a  Wench. 
King.  With  a  Child  of  our  Grandmother  Eve,  a  Female; 

or,  for  thy  more  underftanding,  a  Woman  ;  him,  I  (as  my  e~ 

ver  efteem'd  Duty  pricks  me  on)  have  fent  to  thee,  to  receive 

the  meed  of  PuniJJiment  by  thy  fweet  Grace 's  Officer,  Anthonv 
Dull,  a  Man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing  and  eftimationm 

Dul.  Me,  an't  (hall  pleafe  you  ?  I  am  Anthony  DulU 
King.  For  Jaquenetta  {fo  is  the  weaker  Veffel  tailed) 

which  I  apprehended  with  the  aforefaid  Swain,  I  keep  her  as  a 

veffel  of  thy  Laws  fury,  and  fhall  at  the  leaft  of  thy  fweet 
l  notice* 
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notice ',  bring  her  to  a  Trial.     Thine  in  all  complement  i  of  de- 
voted and  heart-burning  heat  of  Duty y 

Don  Adriana  de  Arraado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  loak'd  for,  but  the  bed  that ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay  the  beft  for  the  wor ft.  But  Sirrah,  What  fay  you 
to  this  ? 

Coft.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  Wench. 
King.  Did  you  hear  the  Proclamation  ? 
Coft.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 

the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaimed  a  Year's  Imprifonment  to  be  taken with  a  Wench. 

Coff.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a  Da- 
mofel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  Damofel. 
Coft.  This  was  no  Damofel  neither,  Sir,  (he  was  a  Virgin* 

King.  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaim'd  Virgin, 
Coft.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  Virginity:  I  was  taken  with 

a  Maid. 

King.  This  Maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir, 
Coft.  This  Maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir, 
King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  Sentence;  you  ftiall  faft 

a  Week  with  Bran  and  Water. 

Coft.  I  had  rather  pray  a  Month  with  Mutton  and  Por- 
ridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  mall  be  your  Keeper. 

My  Lord  Birony  fee  him  deliver'd  o'er, 
And  go  we  Lords  to  put  in  practice  that 
Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  ftrongly  fworn.  \Exemu 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  Head  to  any  good  Man's  Hat; 
Thefe  Oaths  and  Laws  will  prove  an  idle  Scorn. 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Coft.  I  fuffer  for  the  Truth  Sir:  For  true  it  is,  I  was 
taken  with  Jaqnenetta^  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  Girl, 
and  therefore  welcome  the  four  Cup  of  Profperity  :  Af- 

fliction may  one  Day  fmile  again,  and  until  then  fit  down 
Sorrow.  \Exennt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Boy,  what  Sign  is  it  when  a  Man  of  great  Spirit 
grows  Melancholy? 

Moth.  A  great  Sign,  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Arm.  Why  ?  Sadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,  dear 

Imp. 
Moth.  No,  no,  O  Lord  Sir,  no. 
Arm.  How  canft  thou  part  Sadnefs  and  Melancholy,  my 

tender  Juvenal  f 
Moth.  By  a  familiar  Demonftration  of  the  working,  my 

tough  Signior. 
Arm.  Why  tough  Signior?  Why  tough  Signior? 
Moth.  Why  tender  Juvenal?  Why tender  Juvenal? 
Arm.  I  fpoke  it  tender  Juvenal^  as  a  congruent  Epitheton, 

appertaining  to  thy  young  Days,  which  we  may  nominate 
tender. 

Moth.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  Title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 
Moth.  How  mean  you,  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  my  Saying  apt? 

or  I  apt,  and  my  Saying  pretty  ? 
Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 
Moth.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little :  wherefore  apt  ? 
Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 
Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  Praife,  Mafter  ? 
Arm.  In  thy  condign  Praife. 
Moth.  I  will  praife  an  Eel  with  the  fame  Praife. 
Arm.  What  ?  that  an  Eel  is  ingenious. 
Moth.  That  an  Eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay  thou  art  quick  in  Anfwers.  Thou  heat'ft 
my  Blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir. 
Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  croffes  Love  not  him. 

Arm.  I  have  promis'd  to  ftudy  three  Years  with  the  Duke* 
Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir. 
Arm.  Impoflible. 
Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a  Tapfter. 
Moth.  You  are  a  Gentleman  and  a  Gamefter,  Sir. 

Arm.  I  confefs  both,  they  are  both  the  varniih  of  a  com- 
plex Man,  Mnh9 
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Moth.  Then  I  am  fure  you  know  how  much  the  groft 
Sum  of  deu£ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three. 
Arm.  True. 

Moth.  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  Study?  Now 

here's  three  ftudiede'er  you'l  thrice  wink;  and  how  eafie  it 
is  to  put  Years  to  the  Word  three,  and  ftudy  three  Years  in 
two  Words,  the  Dancing-borfe  will  tell  you. 

Arm.  A  moft  fine  Figure. 
Moth.  To  prove  you  a  Cypher. 
Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs  I  am  in  love;  and  as  it  is 

bafe  for  a  Soldier  to  love>  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a  bafe 

Wench.  If  drawing  my  Sword  againft  the  Humour  of 
AfFe&ion,  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of 
it,  I  take  Defire  Prifoner,  and  ranfbm  him  to  any  French 

Courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  Courtefy.  I  think  fcorn  to  figh, 
methinks  I  mould  out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me,  Boy  t 
What  great  Men  have  been  in  Love  ? 

Moth.  Hercules,  Matter. 
Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercules  \  More  Authority,  dear  Mothy 

name  more  ;  and  fweet  my  Child,  let  them  be  Men  of  good 
Repute  and  Carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfon,  Matter,  he  was  a  Man  of  good  Carriage, 
great  Carriage;  for  he  carried  the  Town  Gates  on  his  Back 
like  a  Porter,  and  he  was  in  Love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon,  ftrong-jointed  Sampfin ;  I  do 
excel  thee  in  my  Rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft  me  in  carry- 

ing Gates.  I  am  in  Love  too.  Who  was  Sampfon  $  Love, 

my  dear  Moth  ? 
Moth.  A  Woman,  Matter. 
Arm.  Of  what  Complexion  ? 
Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one 

of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  Complexion  ? 
Moth.  Of  the  Sea-water  Green,  Sir. 
Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  Complexions? 
Moth.  As  I  have  read,  Sir,  and  thebeft  of  them  too; 
Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  Colour  of  Lovers;  but  to 

have  a  Love  of  that  Colour,  methinks  Sampfon  had  fmall  Rea- 
fon  for  it.    He  furely  affected  her  for  her  Wit. 

Math* 



Loves  Lahours  loft.  40 1 

Moth.  It  was  fo,  Sir,  for  (he  had  a  green  Wit. 
Arm.  My  Love  is  moft  immaculate  White  and  Red. 

Moth.  Moft  immaculate  Thoughts,  Mafter,  are  mask'd 
under  fuch  Colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well  educated  Infant. 

Moth.  My  Father's  Wit  and  my  Mother's  Tongue  aflift me. 

Arm.  Sweet  Invocation  of  a  Child,  moft  pretty  and  pa- 
thetical. 

Moth.  If  fhe  be  made  of  White  and  Red, 

Her  Faults  will  ne'er  be  known; 
For  blufhing  Cheeks  by  Faults  are  bred, 
And  Fears  by  pale  white  fliown  ; 
Then  if  ihe  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  (hall  not  know, 
For  ftill  her  Cheeks  polTefs  the  fame, 
Which  Native  (he  doth  owe. 

A  dangerous  Rime,  Mafter,  againft  the  Reafon  of  White 
and  Red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  Ballad,  Boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar  ? 

Moth.  The  World  was  guilty  of-  fuch  a  Ballad  fome 

three  Ages  fince,  but  I  think  now  'tis  not  to  be  found;  or 
if  it  were,  it  would  neither  (erve  for  the  Writing,  nor  the 
Tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  Subject  newly  writ  o'er,  that  I 
may  example  my  Digreflion  by  fome  mighty  Prefident. 
Boy,  I  do  love  that  Country  Girl  that  I  took  in  the 
Park  with  the  Rational  Hind  Cofiard ;  (lie  deferves 
well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd,  and  yet  a  better  Love  than  my Mafter. 

Arm.  Sing  Moth>  my  Spirit  grows  heavy  in  Love. 

Moth.  And  that's  a  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  Wench. 
Arm.  I  fay  fing. 

Moth.  Forbear  'till  this  Company  be  paft. 
Enter  Coftard,  Dull,  Jaquenetta  and  Maid. 

Dtill.  Sir,  the  Duke's  Pleafure  is,  that  you  keep  Cofiard 
fafe,  and  you  rnuft  let  him  take  no  Delight,  nor  no  Pe- 

nance, but  he  muft  faft  three  Days  a  Week ;  for  this  Dam- 
Voi.  I.  D  d  fe), 
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Damfel,  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  Park,  (he  is  allow'd  for  the 
Day- woman.    Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  myfelf  with  blufhing:  Maid. 
Jaq.  Man. 
Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  Lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by. Arm.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate* 

Jaq.  Lord  how  wife  you  are. 
Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  Wonders* 

Jaq,  With  that  Face  ? 
Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 
Arm.  And  fo  farewel. 

Maid.  Fair  Weather  after  you. 
Come  Jaquenetta,  away*  [Exeunt. 

Arm.  Villain  thou  fhalt  faft  for  thy  Offences  e'er  thou 
be  pardoned. 

Coft.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope  when  I  do  it,  I  (hall  do  it  on  a 
full  Stomach. 

Arm.  Thou  ihalt  be  heavily  punifh'd, 
Coft.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  Fellows,  for 

they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 
Arm,  Take  away  this  Villain,  fhut  him  up. 
Moth.  Come  you  tranfgrefling  Slave,  away. 
Coft.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  Sir,  I  will  be  faft  being 

loofe. 

Moth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe;  thou  (halt  to 
Prifon. 

Coft.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  Days  of  Defla- 
tion that  I  have  feen,  fome  (hall  fee. 

Moth.  What  ihall  fome  fee  ? 

Coft.  Nay  nothing,  Mafter  Mothy  but  what  they  look 
upon.  It  is  not  for  Prifoners  to  be  filent  in  their  Words, 
and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  ;  I  thank  God,  I  have  as 
little  Patience  as  another  Man,  and  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[Exit. 
Arm.  I  do  affecT:  the  very  Ground  (which  is  bafej  where 

her  Shoe  ( which  is  bafer^  guided  by  her  Foot  (which  is 
bafeft)  doth  tread.  I  fhall  be  forfworn,  which  is  a  great 
Argument  of  Falftiood,  if  I  Love.  And  how  can  that  be 
true  Love,  which  is  falfly  attempted  ?  Love  is  a  Familiar, 

Love 
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Love  is  a  Devil ;  there  is  no  evil  Angel  but  Love,  yet 
Sampfon  was  (o  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excellent  Strength; 
yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had  a  very  good  Wit. 

Cupid's  But-fhaft  is  too  hard  for  Hercules  Club,  and  there- 
fore too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  Rapier ;  the  firii  and 

fecond  Caufe  will  notferve  my  turn;  the  Pajfado  he  refpe&s 

not,  the  Duello  he  regards  not;  his  Difgrace  is  to  be  call'd 
Boy;  but  his  Glory  is  to  fubdueMen.  Adieu  Valour,  rufl 
Rapier,  be  ftill  Drum,  for  your  Manager  is  in  Love ;  yea, 
he  loveth.  Affift  me  fome  extemporal  God  of  Rime,  for  I 
am  fure  I  (hall  turn  Sonnet.  Devife  Wir,  write  Pen,  for 
I  am  for  whole  Volumes  in  Folio. 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,    Rofaline,    Maria,  Catherine, 
BQyet,  Lords  and  other  Attendants. 

Bojet.^lOWy  -Madam,  fummon  up  your  dearefl:  Spirits, 
-i/N   Confider  whom  the  King  your  Father  fends; 

To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  Embafly. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  World's  Efteem, 
To  parly  with  the  fole  Inheritor 
Of  all  Perfection  that  a  Man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre;  the  Plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aqaitain,  a  Dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  Grace, 
As  Nature  was  in  making  Graces  dear, 
When  fhe  did  ftarvc  the  general  World  befide, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you, 

Prin.  Good  Lord  Boyet,  my  Beauty  though  but  mean, 
Need  not  the  painted  flourifh  of  your  Praife  ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  Judgment  of  the  Eye, 

Not  utter'd  by  bafe  Sale  of  Chapmens  Tongues. I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  Worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  fpending  thus  your  Wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  Tasker;  good  Boyct. 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  Fame 
Doth  noife  abroad,  the  King  has  made  a  Vow,   - 

Dda  'Till 
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'Till  painful  Study  mall  out-wear  three  Years, 
No  Woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court; 

Therefore  to's  feemeth  it  a  needful  courfe, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  Gates, 
To  know  his  Pleafure ;  and  in  that  behalf, 
Bold  of  your  Worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 
As  our  beft  moving  fair  Sollicitor. 
Tell  him  the  Daughter  of  the  King  of  France^ 
On  ferious  Bufinefs,  craving  quick  Difpatch, 
Importunes  perfonal  Conference  with  his  Grace* 
Hafte,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble  vifag'd  Sutors,  his  high  Will. 
Boyet.  Proud  of  Imployment,  willingly  I  go,         [Exit. 
Prin.  All  Pride  is  willing  Pride,  and  yours  is  fo; 

Who  are  the  Votaries,  my  loving  Lords,  that  are  Vow-fel- 
lows with  this  virtuous  Duke  ? 

Lor.  Longavile  is  one. 
Prin.  Know  you  the  Man? 
Mar.  I  knew  him,  Madam,  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

Between  Lord  Perigort9  and  the  beauteous  Meir 
Of  Jaques  Faulconbridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavile, 

A  Man  of  Sovereign  Parts  he  is  efteem'd; 
Well  fitted  in  the  Arts,  glorious  in  Arms, 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well. 

The  only  Soil  of  his  fair  Virtue's  Glofs, 
(If  Virtue's  Glofs  will  ftain  with  any  Soil,) 
Is  a  (harp  Wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  Will; 
Whofe  Edge  has  Power  to  cut,  whofe  Will  ftill  wills, 
It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  Power. 

Prin.  Some  merry-mocking  Lord  belike,  is't  fo  ? 
Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,  that  moft  his  Humours  know. 

Prin.  Such  fhort-liv'd  Wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Cath.  The  young  Dnmainy  a  well  accomplifh'd  Youth, 

Of  all  that  Virtue  love,  for  Virtue  lov'd. 
Moft  Power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill; 
For  he  hath  Wit  to  make  an  ill  Shape  good, 

And  Shape  to  win  Grace,  tho'  he  had  no  Wit. I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  Alanz,on\  once, 

And  much  too  little  of  that  Good  I  faw,' 
Is  my  Report  to  his  great  Worthinefs. 

I  Rofa* 
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Rofa.  Another  of  thefe  Students  at  that  time, 

Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  Truth ; 
Biron  they  call  him:  But  a  merrier  Man, 
Within  the  Limit  of  becoming  Mirth, 

I  never  fpent  an  Hour's  Talk  withal. 
His  Eye  begets  occafion  for  Wit, 
For  every  Objed:  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  Mirth-moving  Jeft, 

Which  his  fair  Tongue  (Conceit's  Expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  Words, 
That  aged  Ears  play  Truant  at  his  Tales, 
And  younger  Hearings  are  quite  ravifhedj 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  Difcourfe, 

Prin.  God  blefs  my  Ladies,  are  they  all  in  love? 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhed, 
With  fuch  bedecking  Ornaments  of  Praife? 

Mar.  Here  comes  Boyet. 
Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,    what  Admittance,  Lord  ? 
Boyet.  Navarre  had  Notice  of  your  fair  Approach ; 

And  he  and  his  Competitors  in  Oath, 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  Lady, 
Before  I  came:  Marry  thus  I  have  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  Field, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  Court, 
Than  feek  a  Difpenfation  for  his  Oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  Houfe. 
Enter  the  King,  Longavile,  Dumain,  Biron,  and  Attendants. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

King.  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  to  the  Court  of  Navarre. 
Prin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again,  and  welcome  I  have  not 

yet :  The  Roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be  yours,  and 
welcome  to  the  wide  Fields,  too  bafe  to  be  mine. 

King.  You  fhall  be  welcome,  Madam,  to  my  Court. 
Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then ;  conduct  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  Lady,  I  have  fworn  an  Oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  Lord,  he'll  be  forfworn. 
King.  Not  for  the  World,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 
Prin.  Why,  will  fhall  break  it  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 
King.  Your  Lady  (hip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 
frin.  Were  my  Lo*d  fo,  his  Ignorance  were  wife, 

Ddj  Where 
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Where  now  his  Knowledge  muft  prove  Ignorance. 
I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  Houfe-keeping  :  • 

'Tis  deadly  Sin  to  keep  that  Oath  my  Lord; And  Sin  to  break  it. 

But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold, 
To  teach  a  Teacher  ill  befeemeth  me; 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming, 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  Suit. 

King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may, 
Prin.   You  will  the  fooner  that  I  were  away, 

For  you'll  prove  perjur'd  if  you  make  me  ftay. 
Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 
Rofa.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 
Biron.  I  know  you  did. 
Rofa.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  Queftion  ? 
Biron.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick, 

Rofa.  'Tis  long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  Queftions. 
Biron.  Your  Wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill  tire, 
Rofa.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  Rider  in  the  Mire. 
Biron.  What  Time  a  Day? 
Rofa.  The  Hour  that  Fools  mould  ask. 
Biron.  Now  Fair  befall  your  Mask. 
Rofa.  Fair  falls  the  Face  it  covers. 
Biron.  And  fend  you  many  Lovers. 
Rofa.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none. 
Biron.  Nay  then  will  I  be  gone. 
King.  Madam,  your  Father  here  doth  intimate 

The  Payment  of  one  hundred  thoufand  Crowns; 

Being  but  th'one  half  of  an  intire  Sum, 
Disburfed  by  my  Father  in  his  Wars. 
But  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 

Receiv'd  that  Sum;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more;  in  Surety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 

Although  not  valu'd  to  the  Mony's  worth. 
If  then  the  King  your  Father  will  reftore 

But  that  one  Half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  Right  in  Aquitain^ 
And  hold  fair  Friendihip  with  his  Majefty : 
But  that  it  feems  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
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An  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  not  remembers 

One  Payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  have  his  Title  live  in  Aquitain  \ 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 
And  have  the  Mony  by  our  Father  lent, 
Than  Aquiuin  fo  guelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  Pnncefs,  were  not  his  Requefts  fo  far 

From  Reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  fhould  make 
A  yielding  'gainft  fome  Reafon  in  my  Bread, 
And  go  well  fitisfy'd  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  King  my  Father  too  much  Wrong, 
And  wrong  the  Reputation  of  your  Name, 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  Receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

King.  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it; 
And  if  you  prove  it,  111  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aqnitain.  , 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  Word: 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  Acquittances 
For  fuch  a  Sum,  from  fpecial  Officers 
Of  Charles  his  Father. 

King.  Satisfie  me  fo. 
Bojet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Packet  is  not  come, 

Where  that  and  other  Specialties  are  bound: 

To  Morrow  you  /hall  have  a  Sight  of  them. 
King.  It  (hall  fuffice  me;  at  which  Interview, 

All  liberal  Reafon  would  I  yield  unto: 
Mean  time  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  Hand, 
As  Honour,  v/ithout  breach  of  Honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  Worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  Gates, 

But  here  without  you  fhall  be  fo  receiv'd, 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  Heart, 
Tho*  fo  deny'd  farther  Harbour  in  my  Houfe: 
Your  own  good  Thoughts  excufe  me,  and  fare wel; 
To  Morrow  we  fhall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  Health  and  fair  Defires  comfort  your  Grace, 
King.  Thy  own  Wifli,  wifh  I  thee,  in  every  Place.  [Exit, 
Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  Heart. 
Rofa.  Pray  you  do  my  Commendations ; 

I  would  be  gla4  to  fee  it, 
Dd  4  Biron* 
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Biron.  I  would  you  heard  it  groan. 
Rofa.  Is  the  Soul  fick  ? 
Biron.  Sick  at  the  Heart. 
Rofa.  Alack,  let  it  Blood. 
Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good  i 
Rofa.  My  Phyfick  fays  ay. 

Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  Eye. 
Rofa.  No  poynt,  with  my  Knife. 
Biron.  Now  fave  my  Life. 
Rofa*  And  yours  from  long  living. 
Biron.  I  cannot  flay  Thankfgiving.  [Exit: 

Enter  Dumain. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  Word :  What  Lady  is  that  fame? 
Bojet.  The  Heir  of  Alanfon,  Rofaline  her  Name. 
Dam.  A  gallant  Lady;  Monfieur  fare  you  well.         [Exit. 

Enter  Longavile. 
Long.  I  befeech  you  a  word:  What  is  ihe  in  white/ 
Boyet.  A  Woman  fomctimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the  Light. 
Long.  Perchance  Light  in  the  Light:  I  dcfire  her  Name. 
Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  her  felf ; 

To  defire  that  were  a  Shame. 

Long.  Pray  you  Sir,  whofe Daughter? 

Boyet*  Her  Mother's,  I  have  heard. 
Long.  God's  Blefling  on  your  Beard. 
Boyet.  Good  Sir  be  not  offended. 

She  is  an  Heir  of  Faukonbridge. 
Long.  Nay,  my  Choller  is  ended  : 

She  is  a  moil  fwect  Lady. 
Boyet.  Not  unlike  Sir,  that  may  be.  [Exit  Long. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  What's  her  Name  in  the  Cap? 
Boyet.  Katherine  by  good  hap. 
Biron.  Is  fjie  wedded  or  no? 
Boyet.  To  her  Will,  Sir,  or  {o. 
Biren.  You  are  welcome  Sir :  Adieu. 

Boyet.  Farewel  to  meSir,and  welcome  to  you.  [Ex.Bhon. 

Mar.  That  laft  is  Birony  the  merry  Mad-cap  Lord; 
Not  a  Word  with  him  but  a  Jeft. 

Boyet.  And  every  Jeft  but  a  Word. 
Erin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar* 
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Mar.  Two  hot  Sheeps,  marry; 

And  wherefore  not  Ships?  (Lips. 

Boyet.  No  Sheep  ((weet  Lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  on  your 
Mar.  You  Sheep  and  I  Pafture ;  ftiall  that  finifli  the  Jeft? 
Boyet.  So  you  grant  Pafture  for  me. 
Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  Beaft; 

My  Lips  are  no  Common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
Mar.  To  my  Fortunes  and  me. 
Prin.  Good  Wits  will  be  jangling;  but  Gentles  agree. 

This  Civil  War  of  Wits  were  much  better  us'd 
On  Navarre  and  his  Book-Men;  for  here  'tis  abus'd. 

Boyet.  If  my  Obfervation  (which  very  feldome  lyes, 

By  the  Heart's  ftill  Rhetorick,  difdofed  with  Eyes) Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  iofefted. 
Prin.  With  what? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  Lovers  intitle  affefted. 
Prin.  Your  Reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why  all  his  Behaviours  do  make  their  Retire 
To  the  Court  of  his  Eye,  peeping  thorough  Defire: 
Mis  Heart  like  an  Agot  with  your  Print  imprefTed ; 

Proud  with  his  Form,  in  his  Eye-Pride  exprelTed : 
His  Tongue  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 

Did  ftumble  with  hafte  in  his  Eye-fight  to  be  : 
All  Senfes  to  that  Senfe  did  make  their  Repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  Faireft  of  fair: 

Methought  all  his  Senfes  were  lock'd  in  his  Eye, 
As  Jewels  in  Chryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy:  (gkft> 
Who  tendring  their  own  Worth  from  whence  they  were 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them  along  as  you  part. 
His  Faces  own  Margent  did  coat  fuch  Amazes, 
That  all  Eyes  faw  his  Eyes  inchanted  with  Gazes : 

I'll  give  you  Aquitain^  and  all  that  is  his, 
And  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  Kifs. 

Prin.  Come  to  our  Pavillion,  Boyet  is  difpos'd. 
Boyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  Words  which  his  Eye  hath 

I  only  have  made  a  Mouth  of  his  Eye,  (difclos'd; 
By  adding  a  Tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rofa.  Thou  art  an  old  Love-monger,   and  fpeakeft  skil- 
fully. 

Mar.   He  is  Cupid's  Grandfather,  and  learns  News  of 
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Rofa.  Then  was  Venm  like  her  Mother,  for  her  Father  is 

but  grim. 
Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  Wenches? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee? 

Re/a.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [Exeunt  emnes* 

ACT     III.   S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

SONG. 

Arm.\\  7Arble  Child,  make  paffionatc  my  Senfe  of  hear- 

Moth.  Concolinel. 
Arm.  Sweet  Air;  go Tendernefs of  Years ;  takethisKey, 

give  Inlargement  to  the  Swain;  bring  him  fed inately hither : 
I  mull  imploy  him  in  a  Letter  to  my  Love. 

Moth.  Will  you  win  your  Love  with  z  French  Bnull 

Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brauling  in  French  ? 
Moth.  No  my  compleat  Matter,  but  to  Jig  offa  Tune  at 

the  Tongue's  End,  canary  to  it  with  the  Feet,  humour  it 
with  turning  up  your  Eye;  figh  a  Note  and  fing  a  Note, 

fomething  through  the  Throat:  If  you  fwallow'd  Love  with 
Singing,  love  fometime  through  the  Nofe,  as  if  you  fnuft 

up  Love  by  fmelling  Love,  with  your  Hat  Penthoufe-like 
o'er  the  Shop  of  your  Eyes,  with  your  Arms  croft  on  your 
thinbelly  Doublet,  (like  a  Rabbet  on  a  Spit)  or  your  Hands 

in  your  Pocket,  like  a  Man  after  the  old  Painting,  and  keep 
not  too  long  in  one  Tune,  but  a  Snip  and  away:  Thefe  are 

Complements,  thefe  are  Humours,  thefe  betray  nice  Wenches 

that  would  be  betray'd  without  thefe,  and  make  them  Men 
of  Note  :    Do  you  note  Men  that  mod  are    affe&ed  tQ 
thefe? 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  Experience? 
Moth.  By  my  Pen  of  Obfervation. 
Arm.  But  O,  but  O. 

Moth.  The  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Call'ft  thou  my  Love  Hobby-horfe." Mtth* 
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Moth.  No  Matter,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  but  a  Colt,  and 

your  Love  perhaps  a  Hackney : 
But  have  you  forgot  your  Love? 

Arm.  Almoft  I  had 

Moth.  Negligent  Student,  learn  her  by  heart. 
Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  Boy, 
Moth.  And  out  of  Heart,  Matter :  All  thofe  three  I  will 

prove. 
Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove? 
Jlioth.  A  Man,  if  I  live  (and  this,)  by,  in,  and  without, 

upon  thelnftant:  In  Heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your  Heart 
is  in  love  with  her ;  and  out  of  Heart  you  love  her,  being 
out  of  Heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  Times  as  much  more;  and  yet  nothing 
at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  Swain,  he  mutt  carry  me  a  Let* 
ter. 

Moth*  AMelTage  well  fimpathiz'd;  a  Horfe  to  beEmbaf? fador  for  an  Afs. 

Arm.  Ha,  ha;  what  fay 'ft  thou? 
Moth.  Marry  Sir,  you  mutt  fend  the  Afs  upon  the  Horfe, 

for  he  is  very  flow  gated :  But  I  go. 
Arm.  The  way  is  but  fhort;  away. 
Moth.  As  fwift  as  Lead,  Sir. 

Arm.  Thy  Meaning,  pretty  Ingenious  ?  is  not  Lead  a  Me- 
tal heavy,  dull  and  flow  ? 
Moth.  Minime  honeft  Matter,  or  rather  Matter  no* 
Arm.  I  fay  Lead  is  flow. 
Moth.  You  are  too  fwift  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 

Is  that  Lead  flow,  Sir,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  Gun? 
Arm.  Sweet  Smoak  of  Rhetor ick; 

He  reputes  me  a  Cannon,  and  the  Bullet  that's  he  : 
I  flioot  thee  at  the  Swain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit. 
Arm.  A  moft  accute  Juvenal,  voluble  and  free  of  Grace ; 

By  thy  Favour,  fweefc  Welkin,  I  mutt:  figh  in  thy  Face. 
Moft  rude  Melancholly,  Valour  gives  the  Place. 

My  Herald  is  returned. 

Enter 



4 1 1>  Loves  Labour  s  lojl. 
Enter  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Moth.  A  Wonder,  Matter,  here's  a  Coftard  broken  in  a Shin. 

Arm.  Some  Enigma,  fome  Riddle,  no  Lenvoy,  begin. 
Cofi.  No  Egma,  no  Riddle,  no  Lenvoy,  no  Salve,  in  the 

Male,  Sir.  O  Sir,  Plantan,  a  plain Pianian;  no  Lenvoy,  no 
J^envoy,  or  Salve,  Sir,  but  Plantan. 

Arm.  By  Vertue  thou  inforceft  Laughter,  thy  filly 
Thought,  my  Spleen,  the  heaving  ©f  my  Lungs  provokes 

me  to  ridiculous  Smiling:  O  psu*don  me  my  Stars,  doth  the 
inconfiderate  take  Salve  for  Lenvoy,  and  the  word  Lenvoy 
for  a  Salve  f 

Moth.  Do  the  Wife  think  them  other,  is  not  Lenvoy. a 
Salve  f  (plain 
Arm.  No  Moth,  it    is  an  Epilogue  or  Difcourfe  to  make 

Some  obfcure  Precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 

Now  will  I  begin  your  Moral,  and  do  you  follow  with 
my  Lenvoy. 

The  Fox,  the  Ape,  and  the  Humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

Moth.  Until  the  Goofe  came  out  of  Door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
A  good  Lenvoy,  ending  in  the  Goofe  ;  would  you  defire 

more? 

Coft.  The  Boy  hath  fold  him  a  Bargain,  a  Goofe  that's  flat, 
Sir  your  penny-worth  is  good,  and  your  Goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  Bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  faft  and  loofe. 

Let  me  fee  a  fat  Lenvoy,  I  that's  a  fat  Goofe. Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither ; 

How  did  this  Argument  begin? 
Moth.  By  faying  that  a  Coftard  was  broken  in  a  Shiiu 

Then  call'd  you  for  a  Lenvoy. 
Coft.  True,  and  I  for  a  Plantan; 

Thus  came  your  Argument  in ; 
Then  the  Boys  fat  Lenvoy,  the  Goofe  that  you  bought^ 
And  he  ended  the  Market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me;  how  was  there  a  Coftard  broken  in  a 
Shin? 

Moth.  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 
Coft.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth, 

I  will  fpeak  that  Lenvoy. 
i 
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I  Coftard  running  our,  that  was  fafely  within. 
Fell  over  the  Threshold,  and  broke  my  Shin. 

Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  Matter. 

Coft.  'Till  there  be  more  Matter  in  the  Shin. 
Arm.  Sirrah,  Co(lardy  I  will  infranchife  thee. 

Cofl.  O,  Marry  me  to  one  Francis,  I  fmell  fome  Lenvoj> 
fome  Goofe  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  Soul,  I  mean  fetting  thee  at  Liber- 

ty. Enfreedoming  thy  Perfon;  thou  wert  immur'd,  re- trained, captivated,  bound. 
Coft.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  Purgation, 

and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  Liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and 
in  lieu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this;  bear  this 

fignificant  to  the  Country-Maid  J-aquenetta ;  there  is  Re- 
muneration, for  ths  bed  ward  of  mine  Honours  is  reward- 

ing my  Dependants.     Moth,  follow.-  [Exit. 
Moth.  Like  the  Sequel  I. 

Signior  Coftard  adieu. 

C$ft.  My  fweet  Ounce  of  Man's  Flefh,  my  in-cony  Jewi Now  will  I  look  to  his  Remuneration. 

Remuneration,  O,  that's  the  Latin  Word  for  three  Far- 

things: Three  Farthings  Remuneration,  What's  the  Price  of 
this  Incle?  five  Farthings.  No,  I'll  give  you  a  Remuneration : 
Why  ?  It  carries  its  Remuneration:  Why  fit  is  a  fairer  Name 
than  a  French-Crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this 
Word. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  O  my  good  Knave  Coftard,  exceedingly  well  met. 
Coft.  Pray  you  Sir,  how  much  Carnation  Ribbon  may 

a  Man  buy  for  a  Remuneration? 
Biron.  What  is  a  Remuneration  ? 

*     Coft.  Marry  Sir,  half-penny  Farthing. 
Biron;  O,  why  then  three  Farthings  worth  of  Silk. 
Coft.  I  thank  your  Worfhip,  God  be  with  you. 
Biron.  O  flay  Slave,  I  mull  employ  thee  : 

As  thou  wilt  win  my  Favour,  my  good  Knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  fhall  intreat. 

Coft.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  Sir  ? 
Biron.  O  this  Afternoon. 

Coft.  Well,  I  will  do  it  Sir :  Fare  you  welL 
Biron. 
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Biron.  O  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

Coft.  I  lhall  know,  Sir,  when  I  have  done  it.' 
Biron.  Why  Villain,  thou  muft  know  it  firft. 
Coft.  I  will  come  to  your  Worfhip  to  Morrow  Morning. 
Biron.  It  muft  be  done  this  Afternoon. 

Mark  Slave,    it  is  but  this: 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  Park: 

And  in  her  Train  there  is  a  gentle  Lady; 
When  Tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  Name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her ;  ask  for  her, 
And  to  her  white  Hand  fee  thou  do  commend 

This  feafd  up  Counfel.     There's  thy  Guerdon  ;  go. 
Coft.  Guerdon,  O  fweet  Guerdon,  better  than  Remu- 

neration, eleven  Pence  Farthing  better:  Moft fweet  Guer- 
don.    I  will  do  it,  Sir,  in  Print:  Guerdon,  Remuneration. 

[Exit. 

Biron.  O!  and  I  forfooth  in  Love, 

I  that  have  been  Love's  Whip ; 
A  very  Beadle  to  a  humorous  Sigh:  A  Critickj 

Nay,  a  Night-watch  Conftable. 

A  domineering  Pedant  o'er  the  Boy, 
Than  whom  no  Mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind  wayward  Boy, 

This  Signior  Juniors  Giant  Dwarf,  Don  Cupid, 
Regent  of  Love-rimes,  Lord  of  folded  Arms, 

Th'  anointed  Sovereign  of  Sighs  and  Groans : 
Liege  of  all  Loyterers,  and  Malecontents : 
Dread  Prince  of  Plackets,  King  of  Codpieces* 
Sole  Emperator,  and  great  General 
Of  trotting  Parators  (O  my  little  Heart!) 
And  I  to  be  a  Corporal  of  his  Field, 

And  wear  his  Colours  like  a  Tumbler's  Hoop  2 What  ?  I  love !  I  fue !  I  feek  a  Wife, 
A  Woman,  that  is  like  a  German  Clock, 
Still  a  repairing;  ever  out  of  Frame, 
And  never  going  aright,  being  but  a  Watch^ 

But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  ftill  go  right. 
Nay  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all: 
And  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all, 
A  whitely  Wanton  with  a  Velvet  Brow, 
With  two  Pitch  Balls  ftuck  in  her  Face  for  Eyes, 

Ay, 
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Ay,  and  by  Heav'n,  one  that  will  do  the  Deed, 
Tho5  Argus  were  her  Eunuch  and  her  Guard ; 
And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her ! 
To  pray  for  her !  go  too  :  It  is  a  Plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  neglect 
Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little  Might. 
Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan, 
Some  Men  muft  love  my  Lady,  and  fome  Joan.        [Exit* 

A  C  T   IV.      S  C  E  N  E   I.    . 

Enter  the  Princefs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catherine,  Lords* 
Attendants^  and  a  Forefler. 

Prin.X~X  J  AS  that  the  King  that  fpur'd his Horfefo hard VV     Againft  the  fteep  unrifing  of  the  Mill? 
Beyit.  I  know  not,  but  I  think  it  was  not  he* 

Prin.  Who  e'er  he  was,  he  fhew'd  a  mounting  Mind. 
Well  Lords,  to  Day  we  (hall  have  our  difpatch, 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forefter,  my  Friend,  where  is  the  Bufti 
That  we  muft  fhnd  and  play  the  Murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  Coppice, 
A  ftand  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  moot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  Beauty,  I  am  fair  that  moot, 

And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  moot. 
For.  Pardon  me,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,  what?  Firft  praife  me,  then  again  fay  no, 
O  (hort-liv'd  Pride.     Not  Fair  ?  alack  for  wo. 

For.  Yes  Madam,  Fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now, 
Where  Fair  is  not,  Praife  cannot  mend  the  Brow. 

Here  (good  my  Glafs)  take  this  for  telling  true; 
Fair  Payment  for  foul  Words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  Fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  Beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  Merit. 
O  Herefie  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  Days, 
A  giving  Hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  the  Praife. 

But 
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But  come,  the  Bow;  now  Mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  (hooting  well,  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  (ave  my  Credit  in  the  (hoot, 

Not  wounding,  Pity  would  not  let  me  do't: 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  (hew  my  Skill, 
That  more  for  Praife  than  Purpofe  meant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  Queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes, 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefted  Crimes, 

When  for  Fame's  fake  to  praife  an  outward  Part, 
We  bend  to  that,  the  working  of  the  Heart. 
As  I  for  Praife  alone  now  feek  to  fpill 

The  poor  Dear's  Blood,  that  my  Heart  means  no  ill. 
Boyet.  Do  not  curft  Wives  hold  that  felf-fovereignty 

Only  for  Praife  fake,  wjien  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  Lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  Praife,  and  Praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  Lady  that  fubdues  her  Lord. 

Enter  Coftard. 

Boyet.  Here  comes  a  Member  of  the  Common- wealths 
Cofi.  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head 

Lady? 
Prin.  Thou  (halt  know  her,  Fellow,  by  the  reft  that  have 

no  Heads. 

Cofi.  Which  is  the  greateft  Lady,  the  higheft? 
Prin.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 

Cofi.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft;  it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth* 
And  your  Wafte,  Miftrifs,  were  as  (lender  as  my  Wit, 
One  a  thefe  Maids  Girdles  for  your  Wafte  fhould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  Woman  ?  You  are  the  thickeft  here. 

Prin.  What's  your  Will,  Sir?  What's  your  Will? 
Cofi.  I  have  a  Letter  from  Monfieur  Biron, 

To  one  Lady  Rofaline. 

Prin.  O  thy  Letter,  thy  Letter:  He's  a  good  Friend  of 
Stand  afide,  good  Bearer.  (mine* 
Boyet 9  you  can  carve, 
Break  up  this  Capon. 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  ferve. 

This  Letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here ;     • 
It  is  writ  to  yaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear. 

Break  the  Neck  of  the  Wax,  and  every  one  give  Ear. 

Boyet. 
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Boyet  reads. 
BY  Heaven,  that  thou  art  Fair,  is  moft  infallible  ;   true 

that  thou  art  Beauteous ;  Truth  it  klf  that  thou  art 

Lovely;  more  fairer  than  Fair,  beautiful  than   Beauteous, 
truer  than  Truth  it  felf;  have  Commiferation  on  thy  heroi- 
cal  VafTal.     The  magnanimous  and  mod:  illuftrate  King  Co- 
phetua  fet  Eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  Beggar 
Zenelophon;  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay,    Vhni^ 
vidiy  vici;  which  to  Anatomize  in  the  Vulgar,  O  bafe  and 
obfcure  Vulgar;  videlicet,  he  came,  faw  and  overcame;  he 
came  one,   faw  two,   overcame  three.     Who    came?    the 

King,     Why  did  he  come  ?  to  fee*     Why  did  he  fee  ?    to 
overcome.     To  whom  came  he  ?  to  the  Beggar.  What  faw 

;  he  ?  the  Beggar.     Who  overcame  him  ?  the  Beggar.     The 

Conclusion  is  Victory;     On  whofe  fide?  the  King's;  the 
Captive  is  inrich'd;    On  whofe  fide?   the  Beggar's.   The 
Cataftrophe  is  a  Nuptial :  On  whofe  fide?  the  King's :  No, 
on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both :  I  am  the  King,  (for  fo  ftands 

4  the  Comparifon}  thpu  the  Beggar,  for  fo  witneiTeth  thy  Low- 
linefs.    Shall  I  command  thy  Love  ?  I  may.   Shall  I  enforce 
thy  Love?  I  could.    Shall  I  entreat  thy  Love?  I  will.  What 
(halt  thou  exchange  for  Rags?  Robes;  for  Tittles?  Titles; 
for  thy  felf  ?  me.     Thus  expe&ing  thy  Reply,    I  prophane 
my  Lips  on  thy  Foot,  my  Eyes  on  thy  Picture,  and  my 
Heart  on  thy  every  Part. 

Thine  in  the  dear  eft  dejign  of  Induftry, 
Don  Adriana  de  Armado. 

Thus  doft  thou  hear  the  Nemean  Lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee  thou  Lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  Prey: 
Subraiffive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 
And  he  from  Forage  will  incline  to  play. 

But  if  thou  ftrive  (poor  Soul)  what  art  thou  then  \ 
Food  for  his  Rage,  Repafture  for  his  Den. 
Prin.  What  Plume  of  Feather  is  he  that  indited  rhis  Let- 

ter? What  Vane?  What  Weathercock ?  Did  you  ever  hear 
better  ? 

Beyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  Stile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  Memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  e're  while. 
Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in  Court, 

A  Phantafme,  a  Mbnarcho,  and  one  that  makes  Sport 
Vol.  I.  Ee  Tn 
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To  the  Prince  and  his  Book-mates. 
Prin.  Thou  Fellow,   a  Word. 

Who  gave  thee  this  Letter? 
Coft.  I  told  you,  my  Lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fhould'fr.  thou  give  it  ? 
Coft.  From  my  Lord  to  my  Lady. 
Prin.  From  which  Lord  to  which  Lady  ? 
Ceft.  From  my  Lord  Berown,  a  good  Matter  of  mine, 

To  a  Lady  of  France  that  he  call'd  Rofaline. 
Prin,  Thou  haft  miflaken  his  Letter.  Come  Lords  away. 

Here  Sweet,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  Day. 

[_Exeunt. 
Bojet.  Who  is  the  Shooter?  who  is  the  Shooter? 
Rofa.  Shall  I  teaeh  you  to  know  ? 
Bojet.  Ay,  my  Continent  of  Beauty. 
Rofa.  Whyihe  that  bears  the  Bow.     Finely  put  off. 
Bojet.  My  Lady  goes  to  kill  Horns;  but  if  thou  marry, 

Hangmeby  the  Neck,  if  Horns  that  Year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rofa.  Well  then,  I  am  the  Shooter. 
Bojet.  And  who  is  your  Deer  ? 
Rofa.  If  we  chufe  by  Horns,  yourfelf;  come  not  near. 

Finely  put  on  indeed. 
Mar.  You  (till  wrangle  with  her,  Bojet, and  fhe  ftrikes  at 

the  Brow. 

Bojet.  But  (lie  her  felf  is  hit  lower. 
Have  I  hit  her  now? 

Rofa.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  Saying,  That 
was  a  Man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  v/as  a  little  Boy,  as 
touching  the  hit  it. 

Bojet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  That  was  a 
Woman,  when  Queen  Gmnover  of  Britain  was  a  little  Wench, 
as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rofa.  Thou  can'ft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  can'ft  not  hit  it,  my  good  Man. 

Bojet.  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot. 
And  I  cannot  another  can.  [Exit.  Rofa. 

Coft.    By  my  troth  moft  pleafant,  how  both  did  fit  ir. 
Mar.   A  Mark  marvellous  well  mot ;   for  they  both  did 

hit  it. 

Bojet] 
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Boyet*  A  Mark,  O  mark  but  that  Mark!  a  Mark,  fays  my 
Lady. 

Let  the  Mark  have  a  Prick  in't,  to  meet  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  a*th  bow  Hand,  i 'faith  your  Hand  is  out. 
Coft.   Indeed  a'muft  moot  nearer,    or  he'll  ne'er  hit  the Clout. 

Boyet.    And  if  my  Hand  be  out,  then  belike  your  Hand 
is  in. 

Coft.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upftiot  by  cleaving  the  Pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,   you  talk  greafily,   your  Lips  grow 

foul. 

Coft.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  Pricks,  Sir,  challenge  her to  bowl. 

Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;  good  night,  my  good  Owl. 
Coft.   By  my  Soul  a  Swain,  a  mod  fimple  Clown. 

Lord,  Lord !  how  the  Ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down. 
O  my  troth  moft  fweet  Jells,  moft  incony  vulgar  Wit, 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfcenely,   as  it  were, 

fo  fit. 

Armado  a'th  to  fide,  O  a  moft  dainty  Man. 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  Lady,  and  to  bear  her  Fan. 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  Hand,    and  how  moft  fweetly  he  will 

fwear :  0 
And  his  Page  at  other  fide,  that  handful  of  Wit, 

Ah  Heav'ns  1  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  Nit. 
Sowla,  Sowla,  [_Exennt. 

Shout  within. 

Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  and  Nathaniel. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  Sport  truly,  and  done  in  the  Teftimo- 
nyof  a  good  Confcience. 

Hoi.  The  Deer  was  {'as  you  know)  fanguis  in  Blood,  ripe 
as  a  Pom  water,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  Jewel  in  the  Ear  of 
Coelo  the  Sky,  the  Welkin,  the  Heaven,  and  anon  falleth  like 
a  Crab  on  the  face  of  Terra,  the  Soil,  the  Land,  the 
Earth. 

Nath.  Truly  Matter  Holofernes,  the  Epithetes  are  fweetly 
varied  like  a  Schollarat  the  leaft:  But,  Sir,  I  afTureye,  it 
was  a  Buck  of  the  firft  Head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  hand  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  hand  credo,  'twas  a  Pricket. Ee  2  HoL 
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HoL  Mod  barbarous  Intimation ;  yet  a  kind  of  Infinua- 
tion,  as  it  were  in  via>  in  way  of  Explication  facere,  as  it 
were  Replication,  or  rather  oftentare>  to  mow  as  it  were  his 
Inclination  after  his  undrefTed,  unpolifhed,  uneducated,  un- 
pruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered,  or  ratherefl:  uncon- 

firmed Fafhion,  to  infert  again  my  hand  credo  for  a  Deer. 

Dull.  I  faich&e  Deer  was  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a 
Pricket. 

HoL  Twice  fod  Simplicity,  bisceflus;  O  thou  Monfter 
Ignorance,  how  deformed  doeft  thou  look  ? 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  Dainties  that  are  bred 
in  a  Book. 

He  hath  not  eat  Paper  as  it  were; 
He  hath  not  drunk  Ink. 

His  Intellect  is  not  replenished,  he  is  only  an  Animal,  only 
fenfible  in  the  duller  parts;  and  fuch  barren  Plants  are  fet 
before  us,  that  we  thankful  mould  be;  which  we  tafte,  and 
feeling,  are  for  thofe  Parts  that  do  friiclBfieWtis  more  than 
he. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcreet,  or  a 
Fool; 

So  were  there  a  Patch  fet  on  Learning,  to  fee  him  in   a 
School. 

But  omne  bene  hy  I,  being  of  an  old  Father's  Mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  Weather,  that  love  not  the  Wind. 

Dull.  You  too  are  Book-men ;  Can  you  tell  by  your  Wit, 
what  was  a  Month  old  at  Cuius  Birth,  that's  not  five  Weeks 
old  as  yet? 

HoL  Difiinna  Good -man  Dull,  Dittinna  Good-man  DttlL 
Dull.  What  is  Dittinna? 

Nath.  A  Title  to  Phebe>  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 
HoL   The  Moon  was  a  Month  old  when  Adam  was  no 

more. 

And  wrought  not  to  five  Weeks  when  he  came  to  fivefcore. 

Th*  Allufion  holds  in  the  Exchange. 
Dull.  'Tis  true  indeed,  the  Collufion  holds  in  the  Ex- 

change. 
HoL  God  comfort  thy  Capacity,  I  fay  the  Allufion  holds 

in  the  Exchange. 
Dull.  AndlfaythePollufion  holds  in  the  Exchange;  for 

the  Moon  is  never  but  a  Month  old ;  and  I  fay  befide  chary tw as 
a  Pricket  that  the  Princefs  kiird.  Hot. 
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Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel^  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  Epitaph  on 
the  Death  of  the  Deer,  and  to  humour  the  Ignorant,  I  have 

cairdthe  Deer  the  Princefskiil'd,  a  Pricket. 
Nath.  Perge  good  Mzftev  ffolof ernes,  Perge9(o  it  fhallpleafe 

you  to  abrogate  Scurrility. 

Hoi.  I  will  fomething  affect  the  Letter,  for  it  argues  Fa- 
cility. 

Thepraifeful  Prince fs  pierc'd  and  pricks 
a  pretty  p leafing  Pricket. 

Some  fa)  a  Sore,  but  not  a  Sore, 

'till  now  made  fere  with  fhooting. 
Hoe  Dogs  did  jell,  put  Ell  to  Sore, 

then  Sorrel  jumps  from  Thicket ; 
Or  Pricket-fore,  or  elfe  Sorell, 

the  People  fall  a  hooting. 
If  Sore  be  Sore,  then  Ell  to  Sore, 

makes  fifty  Soresy  O  Sorell  I 
Of  one  Sore  I  an  hundred  make, 

ky  adding  but  one  mire  L. 

Nath.  A  rare  Talent, 
Dull.  If  a  Talent  be  a  Claw,  look  how  he  claws  him  with 

a  Talent. 

Nath.  This  is  a  Gift  that  I  have,  (imple,fimple;  afoolifti 
extravagant  Spirit,  full  of  Forms,  Figures,  Shapes,  Objects, 
Ideas,  Apprehenfions,  Motions,  Revolutions.  Thefe  are  be- 

got in  the  Ventricle  of  Memory,  nouriih'd  in  the  Womb  of 
Pia  mater,  and  deliver'd  upon  the-  mellowing  of  Occafion; 
but  the  Gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  am 
thankful  for  it. 

Hoi.  Sir,  I  praifethe  Lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  our  Pari fhio- 

ners,  for  their  Sons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and  their  Daugh- 
ters profit  very  greatly  under  you;  you  are  a  good  Member 

of  the  Commonwealth. 

Nath.  Mehercule,  If  their  Sons  be  ingenuous,  they  (hall 
want  no  Inftrudion  :  If  their  Daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them.  But  Vir  fapit,  qui  pauca  loquitur,  a  Soul  fe- 

minine faluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coftard. 
Jaq.  God  give  good  Morrow,  Matter  Parfon. 
HoL.  Mafter  Parfon,  quafi  Perfon.  And  if  one  fhould  be 

piere'd,  which  is  the  one?  Be  3  Cofi9 



^n  Lowes  Labour s  loft. 
Cofi.  Marry  Matter  School-mafter,  he  that  is  likeft  to  a 

Hogftiead. 
Hoi.  Of  perfing  a  Hogftiead,  a  good  Clufter  of  Conceit 

in  a  Turph  of  Earth,  Fire  enough  for  a  Flint,  Pearl  enough 

for  a  Swine:  'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 
Jaq.  Good  Matter  Parfon  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this 

Letter ;  it  was  given  me  by  Coftard,  and  fent  me  from  Don 
Armatho.     I  befeech  you  read  it. 

Hoi.  Faufte  precor  gelida,  quando^  pecns  omne  fub  umbra^ 
ruminat,  and  fo  forth.  Ah  good  old  Mantttan,  Imayfpeak 
of  thee  as  the  Traveller  doth  of  Venice;  Venechi,  venachc  a9 
qui  non  te  vide,  i  non  te  piaech.  Old  Manman,  old  Man- 
titan.  Who  underftandeth  thee  not,  ut  refol  la  mifa.  Un- 

der pardon  Sir,  What  are  the  Contents?  or  rather,  as  Horace 
fays  in  his;  What !  my  Soul  Verfes. 

Nath.  Ay  Sir,  andSrery  learned. 
Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  Staff,  a  Stanza,  a  Verfe;  Lege    do- 
mine.  (Love  ? 

JSTath.  If  Love  make  me  forfworn,  how  mall  I  fwear  to 

Ah,  never  Faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  Beauty  vow'd; 
Though  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  prove, 
LThofe   Thoughts  to  me   were  Oaks,   to  thee  like  Ofiers 

bow'd. 
Study  his  Biafs  leaves  and  makes  his  Book  thine  Eyes; 
Where  all  thofe  Pleafures  live,  that  Art  would  comprehend. 
If  Knowledge  be  the  Mark,  to  know  thee  (hall  fuffice, 
Well  learned  is  that  Tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 
All  ignorant  that  Soul,  that  fees  thee  without  Wonder: 

Which  is  to  me  fomePraife,  that  I  thy  Parts  admire,* 

,Thy  Eye  Jove's  Lightning  bears,  thy  Voice  his  dreadful Thunder; 

Which  not  to  Anger  bent,  is  Muficlc,  andfweet  Fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon,  Love,  this  Wrong, 
That  fings  HeavVs  Praife  with  luch  an  Earthly  Tongue. 

Hoi.  You  find  not  the  ̂ pofirophesy  and  fo  mifs  the  Ac- 
cent.    Let  me  fupervife  the  Cangenet. 

Nathf  Here  are  only  Numbers  ratify'd,  but  for  the  Ele- 
gancy, Facility,  and  golden  Cadence  of  Poe fie  caret :  Ovidius 

Nafo  was  the  Man.     And  why  indeed  Nafo;  but  for  fmel- 
ling  out  the  odoriferous  Flowers  of  Fancy  ?  The  Jerks  of  In- 

vention 
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vention  imitary  is  nothing  .•  So  doth  the  Hound  his  M after, 
the  Ape  his  Keeper,  the  tir'd  Horfe  his  Rider :  But  Damo- 
fella  Virgin^  was  this  directed  to  you? 

Jaq.  Ay  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  one  of  the  ftrange 

Queen's  Lords. 
Nath.  I  will  overglance  the  Superfcript. 

To  the  [now -white  Hand  of  the  mofl  beauteous  Lady,  Rosa- 
line.    I   will  look  again  on  the  Intellect  of  the  Letter,  for 

the  Nomination  of  the  Party  writing,  to  the  Perfon  writ- 
ten unto. 

Tour  Lady [flip's  in  alldejird  Employment,  Biron. 
Dull.  Sir  Holofernes,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  Votaries  with 

the  King,  and  here  he  hath  frairTd  a  Letter  to  a  Sequent  of 

the  ftranger  Queen's,  which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of 
Progreffion,  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go  my  fweet;  deli- 

ver this  Paper  into  the  Hand  of  tire  King ;  it  may  con- 
cern much;  (lay  not  thy  Complement  5  I  forgive  thy  Duty: 

Adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Cofiard  go  with  me. 
Sir,  God  fave  your  Life. 

Cofi.  Have  with  thee,  my  Girl.         \_Exit.  Coft.^WJaq." Hoi.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  Fear  of  God,  very 
Religiouily  :  and  as  a  certain  Father  faith   

DhII.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  Father,  I  do  fear  colourable 

Colours.  But  to  return  to  the  Verfes:  Did  they  pleafeyou, 
Sir  Nathaniel^ 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  Pen.  > 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to  Day  at  the  Father's  of  a  certain  Pupil 
of  mine  ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  gra- 
tifiethe  Table  with  a  Grace;  I  will  on  my  Priviledge  I  have 
with  the  Parents  of  the  forefaid  Child  and  Pupil,  undertake 
your  bien  vennto,  where  I  will  prove  thofe  Verfes  to  be  ve- 

ry unlearned,  neither  favouring  of  Poetry,  Wit  or  Invention. 
I  befeech  your  Society. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  Society  (faith  the  Text) 
is  the  Happinefs  of  Life. 

Hoi.  4-nd  certes  the  Text  mofl:  infallibly  concludes  it. 
Sir,  I  do  invite  you  tqo;  you  fhall  not  fay  me  nay:  Panca 
verba. 

E  e  4  Away, 
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Away,  the  Gentles  are  at  their  Game,   and  we  will  to  our 

Recreation.  \Exennt. 
Enter  Biron  with  a  Paper  in  his  Hand,  alone* 

Bion.  The  King  he  is  hunting  the  Deer.  " 
I  am  courfing  my  felf. 

They  have  pitcht  a  Toyl,  I  am  toyling  in  a  Pitch,  Pitch 
that  defiies;  defile,  a  foul  Word:  Well,  fet  thee  down  Sor- 

row ;  for  fo  they  fay  the  Fool  faid,  and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the 

Fool.  Well  prov'd  Wit.  By  the  Lord  this  Love  is  as  mad 
zs.djaxj  it  kills  Sheep,  it  kills  me,  I  a  Sheep.  Well  prov'd 
again  on  my  Side.  I  will  not  love  ;  if  I  do,  hang  me  : 
Tfaith  I  will  not.  O  but  her  Eye:  By  this  Light,  but  for 
her  Eye,  I  would  not  love  her;  yes,  for  her  two  Eyes. 
Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the  World  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my 
Throat.  By  Heaven  I  do  love,  and  it  hath  taught  me  to 
Rhime,and  tobeMelancholly;  and  here  is  part  of  my  Rhime, 

and  here  my  Melancholly,  Well,  (he  hath  one  a'my  Sonnets 
already  ;  the  Clown  bore  it,  the  Fool  fent  it,  and  the  Lady 
hath  it:  Sweet  Clown,  fweeter  Fool,  fweeteft  Lady.  By  the 
World,  I  would  not  care  a  Pin  if  the  other  three  were 
in.  Here  comes  one  with  a  Paper,  God  give  him  Grace  to 
groan.  [He  [lands  afide. 

Enter  the  King* 

King,  Ay  me. 

Biron.  Shot,  by  Heav'n !  Proceed,  fweet  Cupid;  thou  haft 
thumpt  him  with  thy  Birdbolt  under  the  left  Pap :  In  faith 
Secrets. 

King.  So  fweet  a  Kifs  the  golden  Sun  gives  not, 
To  thofe  frefli  Morning  Drops  upon  the  Rofe, 
As  thy  Eye-beams  when  their  frefh  Rays  have  fmote 
The  Night  of  Dew  that  on  my  Cheeks  down  flows; 
Nor  mines  the  filver  Moon  one  half  fo  bright, 
Through  the  tranfparent  Bofom  of  the  Deep, 
As  doth  thy  Face  through  Tears  of  mine  give  Light; 

Thou  ftiin'it  in  every  Tear  that  I  do  weep; 
No  Drop,  but  as  a  Coach  doth  carry  thee, 
So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  Woe. 
Do  but  behold  the  Tears  that  fwell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  Glory  through  my  Grief  will  mew ; 
But  do  not  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  Tears  for  Glaffe^  and  ftill  make  me  weep, 

Q 

\ 
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O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  do'ft  thou  excel  I 
No  Thought  can  think,  nor  Tongue  of  Mortal  tell. 

How  ihe  mall  know  my  Griefs?  I'll  drop  the  Paper; 
Sweet  Leaves  made  Folly.     Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Longavile.  [The  Kingfleps  afide. 
What !  Longavile !  and  reading :  Liften  Ear. 

Biron.  Now  in  thy  Likenefs  one  more  Fool  appears. 
King.  Ay  me,  I  am  forfworn. 

Biron.  Why  he  comes  in  like  a  Perjur'd,  wearing  Papers. 
Long.  In  Love  I  hope,  fweet  Fellowftiip  in  Shame. 
Biron.  One  Drunkard  loves  another  of  the  Name. 

Long.  Am  I  the  firft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo?      (know, 
Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  Comfort:  Not  by  two  that  I 

Thou  mak'ft  the  Triumvirat  the  three  Corner-Cap  of  Society, 
The  Shape  of  Loves  Tiburn,   that  hangs  up  Simplicity. 

Long.  I  fear  thefe  ftubborn  Lines  lack  Power  to  move: 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  Love, 
Thefe  Numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  Profe. 

Biron.  O  Rhimes  are  Guards  on  wanton  Cupid's  Hofei 
Disfigure  not  his  Shop. 

Long.  This  fame  mall  go.  [He  reads  the  Sennet* 

Did  not  the  heavenly  Rhetoricl^of thine  Eye, 

yGainfl  whom  the  World  cannot  hold  Argument; 
Verfuade  my  Heart  to  this  falfe  Perjury  ? 
Vows  for  thee  broke  deferve  not  Pumfbmcnt: 
A  Woman  I  for  (wore,  but  I  will  prove, 
Thou  being  a  Goddefs,  I  for/wore  not  thee. 

A4y  Vow  was  earthy,  thou  a  heavenly  Love : 
Thy  Grace  being  ga%n*d>  cures  all  Difgrace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  Breath,  and  Breath  a  Vapour  is, 
Then  thou  fair  Sun,  which  on  my  Earth  dofi  fjjine, 
ExhaVfl  this  Vapour-Vow*,  in  thee  it  is; 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  Fault  of  mine; 
If  by  me  broke,  what  Fool  is  not  fo  wife, 
To  lofe  an  Oath  to  win  a  Paradife  ? 

Biron.  This  is  the  Liver-vein,  which  makes  Fleih  a  Deity; 
A  green  Goofe  a  Goddefs,  pure,  pure  Idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'th'  way. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  mall  I  fend  this !  (Company  ?)  Stay. 
Biron.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  Play ; 

Like  a  Demy  God,  here  fit  I  in  the  Sky; 

And  wretched  Fools  Secrets  needfully  o'er  eye : 
More  Sacks  to  the  Mill !   O  Heav'ns  I  have  my  Willi, 
Dumain  transformed;  four  Woodcocks  in  a  Difti. 

Dum.  O  moft  divine  Kate. 

'Biron.  O  moft  prophane  Coxcomb. 
Dum.  By  Heav'n  the  Wonder  of  a  mortal  Eye. 
Biron.  By  Earth  me  is  not;  Corporal,  there  you  lie. 
Dum.  Her  Amber  Hairs  for  Fowl  have  Amber  coted. 

Biron.  An  Amber-colour'd  Raven  was  well  noted. 
Dum.  As  upright  as  the  Cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop  I  fay,  her  Shoulder  is  with  Child. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  Day. 
Biron.  Ay  as  fome  Days;  but  then  no  Sun  muft  fhine. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  Willi? 
Long,   And  I  had  mine. 
King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord. 
Biron.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine.   Is  not  that  a  good  Word? 
Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  Feaver  fhe 

Reigns  in  my  Blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 
Biron.  A  Feaver  in  your  Blood !  Why  then  Incifion 

Would  let  her  out  in  Sawcers,  fweet  Mifprifion. 
Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  Gde  that  I  have  writ. 

Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  Love  can  vary  Wif. 
Dumain  reads  his  Sonnet. 

On  a  Day,  alac^  the  Day : 
Love,  whofe  Month  is  every  May, 

Spy'd  a  Blolfom  faffing  fair, 
Flaying  in  the  wanton  Air : 
Through  the  Velvet  Leaves,  the  Wind, 
All  unfeen,  can  Pajfage  find. 
That  the  Lover  fickjo  death, 

Wijh'd  himfelf  the  ffeavWs  Breath. 
Air,  (quoth  he)  thy  Cheeks  to  blow, 
Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fo. 
But  alachjny  Hand  is  [worn, 
Neer  to  pluck^thee  from  thy  Throne  : 
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Vow  alack,  fir  Touth  unmeet , 
Youth  fo  apt  to  pluckjn  Sweet. 
Do  not  call  it  Sin  in  mey 
That  I  am  for  [worn  for  thee. 
Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  [wear  > 
Juno  but  an  Ethiope  werey 
And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove,* 
Turning  Mortal  for  thy  Love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething'elfemore  plain, 
That  fh all  exprefs  my  true  Love's  fafting  Pain  ; 
0  would  the  Kingy  Biron  and  Longaviley 
Were  Lovers  too,  ill  to  example  ill 

Would  from  my  Fore-head  wipe  a  perjur'd  Note: 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Lon.  Dumain,  thy  Love  is  far  from  Charity, 

That  in  Loves  Grief  defir'ft  Society :  [Coming  forward. 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  mould  blufh  I  know, 

To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 
King.  Come,  Sir,  you  blufh;  as  his,  your  Cafe  is  fuch, 

[Coming  forward. You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Mariay  Longavile 
Did  never  Sonnet  for  her  fake  compile ; 

Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  Arms  athwart 
His  loving  Bofom,  to  keep  down  his  Heart. 
1  have  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  Bufh 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufh . 

I  heard  your  guilty  Rimes,  obferv'd  your  Fafhion ; 
Saw  Sighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  Paflion. 
Ah  me,  fays  one!  Ojove,  the  other  cries  I 
Her  Hairs  were  Gold,  Cryftalthe  others  Eyes. 
You  would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth, 
And  Jove  for  your  Love  would  infringe  an  Oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  fhall  hear 
A  Faith  infringed,  which  fuch  Zeal  did  fwear? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  Wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  Wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whipHypocrifie. 
Ah  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me.  [Coming  forward. God 
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Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 

Thefe  Worms  for  loving,  that  ar*t  moft  in  love  ? 
Your  Eyes  do  make  no  Couches  in  your  Tears, 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears. 

You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing : 
Tufti,  none  but  Minftrels  like  of  Sonnetting. 

But  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  Nay,  are  you  not 
All  three  of  you,  tobethusmucho'er-fhot  ? 
You  found  his  Mote,  the  Kingyour  Mote  did  fee? 
But  I  a  Beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

O  what  a  Scene  of  Fool'ry  have  I  feen, 
Of  Sighs,  of  Groans,  of  Sorrow,  and  of  Teen  ? 
0  me,  with  what  ftrift  Patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  Gnat  ? 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  Gigg, 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  Jygg  ? 
And  Nefior  play  at  Pufh-pin  with  the  Boys,  i 
And  Critick,  Tymon  laugh  at  idle  Toys. 
Where  lyes  thy  Grief?  O  tell  me  good  Dumam; 
An&gQntltLongavile,  where  lyes  thy  Pain? 

And  where  my  Liege's  ?  all  about  the  Breaft. A  Candle  hoa ! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  Jeft, 
Are  we  betrayed  thus  to  thy  Over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betrayed  to  you. 
1  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  it  Sin, 
To  break  the  Vow  I  am  ingaged  in. 

I  am  betray'd  by  keeping  Company 
With  Men,  like  Men  of  ftrange  Inconftancy. 
When  (hall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  Rhime  ? 

Or  groan  for  Joan .?  or  fpend  a  Minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  When  fh  all  you  hear  that  I  will  prai  fe  a  Hand, 
a  Foot,  a  Face,  an  Eye,   a  Gate,  a  State,  a  Brow,  a  Breaft, 
i  Wafte,  a  Leg,  a  Limb? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
A  true  Man,  or  a  Thief,  that  gallops  fo. 

Biron.  I  poft  from  Love,  good  Lover  let  me  go. 
Enter  Jaq  uenetta,  and  Coftard. 

Jaq.  God  blefs  the  King. 
King.  Whit  Prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 
Cojl.  Some  certain  Treafon. 
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King.  What  makes  Treafon  here? 

Coft.  Nay  it  makes  nothing,  Sir. 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 

The  Treafon  and  you  go  in  Peace  together. 
Jaq.  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  this  Letter  be  read, 

Our  Perfon  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  Treafon  he  faid. 

King.  Biron.  Read  it  over.  He  reads  the  Letter. 
Where  hadft  thou  it? 

Jaq.  Of  Cofiard. 
King.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 
Coft.  Of  Dm  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now,  what  mean  you  ?   why  doft  thou  rear 

it  J 

Biron.  A  Toy, my  Liege,  a  Toy:  Your  Grace  needs  not 
fear  it. 

Long.   It  did  move  him  to  Paffion,   and  therefore  let's hear  it. 

Bum.  It  is  Biron's  Writing,  aad  here  is  his  Name. 
Biron.  Ah  you  whorefon  Loggerhead,  you  were  born  to 

do  me  Shame. 

Guilty  my  Lord,  guilty :  I  confefs,  I  cenfefs. 
King.  What? 
Biron.  That  you  three  Fools  lackt  me  Fool,  to  make  up 

the  Mefs. 

He,  he,  and  you :   and  you  my  Liege,  and  I, 
Are  Pick-purfes  in  Love,  and  we  deferve  to  dye. 
O  difmifs  this  Audience,  and  I  (hall  tell  you  mord* 

Hum.  Now  the  Number  is  even. 

Biron.  True,  true,  we  are  four :  Will  thefe  Turtles  be 

gone  ?  *  ! 
King.  Hence,  Sirs,  away. 
Coft.  Walk  afide  the  true  Folk,  and  let  the  Traitors  ftay. 
Biron.  Sweet  Lords,  fweet  Lovers,  O  let  us  imbrace : 

As  true  we  are  as  Flefh  and  Blood  can  be. 

The  Sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  Heav'n  will  fhew  his  Face : 
Young  Blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  Decree. 
We  cannot  crofs  the  Caufe  why  we  were  born : 
Therefore  ef  all  hayds  muft  we  be  foriworn. 

King.  What  did  thefe  Rent-lines  fhew  fome  Love  of 
thine? 

Biron* 
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Birom   Did  they,  quoth  you  ?   Who  fees  the  heavenly 

Rofaline. 
That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  Man  of  Inde) 
At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  Ea(r, 
Bows  not  his  vaflal  Head,  and  ftrucken  blind, 
KifTes  the  bafe  Ground  with  obedient  Breaft? 

What  peremptory  Eagle-fighted  Eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  Heav'n  of  her  Brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

King.  What  Zeal,  what  Fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now? 
My  Love  (her  Miftrefs)  is  a  gracious  Moon, 
She  (an  attending  Star)  fcarce  feen  a  Light. 

Biron.  My  Eyes  are  then  no  Eyes,  nor  I  Biron: 
O  but  for  my  Love,  Day  would  turn  to  Night, 

Of  all  Complexions  the  cull'd  Soveraignty, 
Do  meet  as  at  a  Fair  in  her  fair  Cheek; 
Where  feveral  Worthies  make  one  Dignity, 
Where  nothing  wants  that  Want  it  felfdoth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  Flouriiri  of  all  gentle  Tongues; 
Fie  painted  Rhetorick,  O  me  needs  it  not : 

To  Things  of  Sale,  a  Seller's  Praife  belongs: 
She  paffes  Praife,  then  Praife  too  fhort  doth  blot : 

A  wither'd  Hermite,  fivefcore  Winters  worn, 
Might  lhake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  Eye: 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  Age,  as  if  new  born, 

And  gives  the  Crutch  the  Cradle's  Infancy. 
O  'tis  the  Sun  that  maketh  all  things  fhine. 

King.  By  Heaven  thy  Love  is  black  as  Ebony. 
Biron.  Is  Ebony  like  her?  O  Wood  Divine? 

A  Wife  of  fuch  Wood  were  Felicity. 
G  who  can  give  an  Oath?  Where  is  a  Book? 
That  I  may  fwear  Beauty  doth  Beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  Eye  to  look: 
No  Face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 

King.  O  Paradox,  black  as  the  Badge  of  Hell ; 
The  Hue  of  Dungeons,  and  the  School  of  Night; 

And  Beauty's  Creft  becomes  the  Heav'ns  well. 
Biron.  Devils  fooneft  tempt  refembling  Spirits  of  Light : 

O,  if  in  black  my  Lady's  Brow  be  deckt ; 
It  mourns,  that  painting  and  ufurping  Hair 
Should  ravifli  Doters  with  a  falfe  Afped; : 

And 
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And  therefore  is  fheborn  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  Favour  turns  the  Fafhion  of  the  Days, 
For  native  Blood  is  counted  Painting  now : 
And  therefore  red  that  would  avoid  Difpraife, 
Paints  it  felf  black,  to  imitate  her  Brow. 

Dnm.  To  look  like  her  are  Chimney-Sweepers  black  ? 
Long.  And  fince  her  time,  are  Colliers  counted  bright  ? 
King.  And  Ethiopso£  their  fweet  Complexion  crack  ? 
Dam.  Dark  needs  no  Candles  now,  for  Dark  is  Light, 
Biron.  Your  Miftreffes  dare  neveir  come  in  Raia, 

For  fear  their  Colours  mould  be  waffitaway. 

King.  'Twere  good  yours  did:  for,  Sir,  to  tell  you  plain  , 
I'll  find  a  fairer  Face  not  wafht  to  Day. 

Biron.  Ill  prove  her  fair,  or  talk 'till  Dooms-day  here. 
King.  No  Devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  fhe. 
Dnm.  I  never  knew  Man  hold  vile  Stuff  fo  dear. 

Long.  Lcok,  here's  thy  Love,  my  Foot  and  her  Face  fee. 
Biron.  O  if  the  Streets  were  paved  with  thine  Eyes, 

Her  Feet  were  much  too  dainty  forfuch  Tread. 
Dum.  Ovile,  then  as  me  goes,  what  upward  lyes? 

The  Street  mould  fee  as  ill  e  walk'd  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  Love  ? 
Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
King.   Then  leave  this  Char,  and  good  Bironnov/  prove 

Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  Faith  not  torn. 
Dnm.  Ay  marry  there,  fome  Flattery  for  this  Evil. 
Long.  O  fome  Authority  how  to  proceed, 

Some  Tricks,  fome  Quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  Devil. 
Dum.  Some  Salve  for  Perjury. 
Biron.  O  'tis  more  than  need. 

Have  at  you  then  Affections,  Men  at  Arms, 
Confider  what  you  firfr,  did  fwear  unto : 
To  fail,  toftudy,  and  to  fee  no  Woman; 

Flat  Treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  State  of  Youth. 
Say,  Can  you  faft  ?  your  Stomachs  are  too  young : 
And  Abftinence  ingenders  Maladies. 

And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  have  forfworn  his  Book, 
Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you. 

Have  found  the  (ground  of  Study's  Excellence, 
f  Without 
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Without  the  Beauty  of  a  Woman's  Face; 
From  Womens  Eyes  this  Do&rine  I  derive, 
They  are  the  Ground,  the  Books,  theAcadems, 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  Fire: 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  poifons  up 
The  nimble  Spirits  in  the  Arteries; 
As  Motion  and  long  Action  tires 
The  finnewy  Vigour  of  the  Traveller. 

Now  for  not  looking  on  a  Woman's  Face, 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  Eyes: 
And  Study  too,  thecauferof  your  Vow. 
For  where  is  any  Author  in  the  World, 

Teaches  fuch  Beauty  as  a  Woman's  Eye: 
Learning  is  but  an  Adjunct  to  our  felf, 
And  where  we  are,  our  Learning  like  wife  is; 

Then  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  Lady's  Eyes, 
Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  Learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  Vow  to  ftudy,  Lords, 
And  in  that  Vow  we  havevforfworn  our  Books : 

For  when  would  you,  my  Liege,  or  you,  or  youj 
In  Leaden  Contemplation  have  found  put 
Such  fiery  Numbers  as  the  prompting  Eyes 

Of  Beauties  Tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 
Other  flow  Arts  entirely  keep  the  Brain ; 
And  therefore  finding  barren  Pra&ifers, 
Scarce  (hew  a  Harveft  of  their  heavy  Toil. 

But  Love  firftlearned  in  a  Lady's  Eyes, Lives  not  alone  imured  in  the  Brain : 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  Elements, 
Courfes  as  fwift  as  Thought  in  every  Power, 
And  gives  to  every  Power  a  double  Power, 
Above  their  Functions  and  their  Offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  Seeing  to  the  Eye : 

A  Lover's  Eyes  will  gaze  an  Eagle  blind. 
A  Lover's  Ear  will  hear  the  loweft  Sound, 
When  the  fufpicious  Head  of  Theft  is  ftopt. 

Love's  feeling  is  morefoft  and  fenfible, Than  are  the  tender  Horns  of  cockled  Snails: 

Love's  Tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  in  Tafte  j 
For  Valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules* 
Still  climing  Trees  in  the  Hefferides. 

Subtil 
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Subtle  as  a  Sphinxy  as  fweet  and  mufical 

As  bright  Apollo  %  Lute,  fining  with  his  Hair: 
And  when  Love  fpeaks,  the  Voice  of  all  the  Gods, 

Make  Heav'n  drowfie  with  the  Harmony. 
Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  Pen  to  write, 

Until  his  Ink  weretemper'd  with  Loves  Sighs; 
O  then  his  Lines  would  ravifh  Savage  Ears, 
And  plant  in  Tyrants  mild  Humility. 
From  Womens  Eyes  this  Doctrine  I  derive : 
They  fparkle  ft  ill  the  right  Promethean  Fire, 
They  are  the  Books,  the  Arts,  the  Academes, 
Thatfhew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  World; 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent. 
Then  Fools  you  were,  thefe  Women  to  forfweaf: 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  wiJl  prove  Fools. 

For  Wifdom's  fake  (a  Word  that  all  Men  love) 
Or  for  Love's  fake,  a  Word  that  loves  all  Men : 
Or  for  Mens  fake,  the  Author  of  thefe  Women, 

Or  Womens  fake,  by  whom  we  Men  are  Men ; 
Let  us  once  lofeour  Oaths,  to  find  ourfelves; 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  Oaths. 
It  is  Religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 
For  Charity  it  felf  fullfils  the  Law ; 
And  who  can  fever  Love  from  Charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  Soldiers  to  the  Field. 
Biron.  Advance  your  Standards,|and  upon  them,  Lords ; 

Pell,  mell,  down  with  them :  But  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  Conflict  that  you  get  the  Sun  of  them. 

Long .  Now  to  Plain-dealing,  lay  thefe  GlofTes  by, 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  Girls  of  France. 

King.  And  win  them  too ;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  Entertainment  for  them  at  their  Tents. 

Biron.  Firft  frorruhe  Park  let  us  conduct  them  thither,] 
Then  homeward  every  Man  attach  the  Hand 
Of  his  fair  Miftrefs ;  inthe  Afternoon 

We  will  with  fome  ftrange  Paftime  folace  them, 
Such  as  the  (hortnefs  of  the  time  can  ihape : 
For  Revels,  Dances,  Masks,  and  merry  Hours, 
Forerun  fair  Love,  ftrewing  her  Way  with  Flowers; 

King.  Away,  away,  no  time  mail  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Vol.  I.  F  f  tlron 
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Biron.  Alone,  alone  fowed  Cockcl,  reap'd  no  Corn, 
And  Juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  IVIeafure: 
Light  Wenches  may  prove  Plagues  to  Men  forfworn, 
If  fo,  our  Copper  buys  no  better  Treafure. 

[Exeunt . 

ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

Ho!.  Q*Atis  quod  fufficit. 
k3  Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  Reafons  at 

Dinner  have  been  fharp  and  fententious;  pleafant  without  Scur- 
rility, witty  without  Affectation,  audacious  without  Impu- 

dency,  learned  without  Opinion,  and  ftrange  without  Herefie : 
I  did  converfe  this  quondam-T>zy  with  a  Companion  of  the 

King's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Ben  Adrian* de  Armado. 

HoV  Novi  hominem  tanqnem  te.  His  Humour  is  lofty, 
his  Difcourfe  peremptory,  his  Tongue  filed,  his  Eye  ambi- 

tious, his  Gate  majeftieal,  and  his  general  Behaviour  vain, 
ridiculous,  and  Thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruee,too 
affe&ed,  too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call 
it. 

Nath.  A  moft  lingular  and  choice  Epithet, 

[Draws  out  his  Table-Book. 
Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  Thred  of  his  Verbofity  finer 

than  the  Staple  of  his  Argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical  Phan- 
tafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point  devife  Companions,  fuch 

Rackers  of  Orthography,  as'do  fpeak  dout  fine,  when  he  ftiould fay  doubt ;  det,  when  he  mould  pronounce  debt;  d,  e,  b,t ;  not 
det :  He  clepeth  a  Calf,  Cauf :  half,  hauf :  Neighbour  vo- 
catur  nebour  ;  neigh  abreviated  ne :  This  is  abominable, 
which  we  would  call  abominable:  It  infinuateth me  of  In- 

famy: Neintelligis  Domine,  to  make  Frantick,  Lunatick. 
JVath.  Laus  deo,  bene  intelllgo, 

HoL  Borne  boon  for  boon  prcfcian ;  a  little  fearch,  'twill ferve. 

Enter 
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Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Hath.  Fides-ne  qnis  neviti 
Hot.  Fideo,  &  gaudc: 
Arm.  Chirra. 

HoL  Quare  Chirra,  not  Sirra? 
Arm.  Men  of  Peace  well  incountred, 

HoL  Mod  Military  Sir,  Salutation* 
Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  Feaft  of  Language, 

and  ftole  the  Scraps. 

Coft*  O  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  Alms-basket  of  Words. 
I  marvel  thy  Mafter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a  Word,  for 
thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  Head  as  HonorificabilitPtdimt^ 

tibmx  Thou  art  eafier  fwallow'd  than  a  Flap-drag©n. 
Moth.  Peace,  the  Peal  begins. 
Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered? 
Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he  Reaches  Boys  the  Horn-book : 

What  is  Ab  fpelt  backward  with  the  Horn  on  his  Head  ? 
HoL  Ba,  pueritia  with  a  Horn  added. 
Moth.  Ba,moft  filly  Sheep,  with  a  Horn.  You  hear  his 

Learning. 
HoL  Outs,  qttis,  thou  Confonant  ? 
Moth.  The  laft  of  the  five  Vowels,  if  you  repeat  them,  or 

the  fifth  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them ,  a  e  I— — 
Moth.  The  Sheep;  the  other  two  concludes  it  o  u» 
Arm.  Now  by  the  fait  Wave  of  the  Mediteraneitm,  a.  fweet 

Tutch,  a  quick  Venew  of  Wit;  fnip  fnap,  quick  and  home; 
it  re joiceth my  Intellect;  true  Wit. 

Moth.  OfFer'd  by  a  Child  to  an  old  Man :  which  is  Wit- old. 

HoL  What  is  the  Figure?  What  is  the  Figure? 
Moth.  Horns. 

HoL  Thou  difputeft  like  an  Infant ;  go,  whip  thy  Gigg. 
Moth.  Lend  me  your  Horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will  whip 

about  your  Infamy  unum  cita,  a  Gigg  of  a  Cuckold's Horn. 

Cofi.  And  I  had  but  one  Penny  in  the  World,  thou  fhouldft 

have  it  to  buy  Ginger-bread ;  Hold,  there  is  the  very  R  emu- 
neration  I  had  of  thy  Mafter,  thou  Half-penny  Purfe  of  Wit, 

thou  Pidgeon-egg  of  Discretion.  O,  and  the  Heav'ns  were 
fo  pleafed>  that  thou  wen  but  my  Baftard  !  What -a  joyful  Fa- 

f  f  a  ther 
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therwouldft  thou  make?  Go  too,  thou  haft  it  ad  dunging  at 

the  Finger's  ends,  as  they  fay. 
Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmellfalfe  Latin,  dHnghilhrunguem. 
Arm.  Artf-man  freambnla;  we  will  be  fiiigled  from  the 

Barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  Youth  at  the  Charge-houfe 
on  the  Top  of  the  Mountain. 

Hoi.  Or  Mom  on  the  Hill. 

Arm.  At  your  fweet  Pleafure,  for  the  Mountain. 
Hoi.  I  do  fans  queflion. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  moft  fweet  Pleafure  and  Af- 
fection, to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  Pavilion,  in  the 

pofteriors  of  this  Day,  which  the  rude  Multitude  call  the 
Afternoon. 

HoL  The  Poflerior  of  the  Day,  moft  generous  Sir,  is  li- 
able, congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  Afternoon:  The 

Word  is  well  cull'd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do  allure 
you  Sir,  I  do  allure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  Gentleman,  and  my  Familiar, 
I  do  allure  ye,  my  very  good  Friend ;  for  what  is  inwdrd  be- 

tween us,  let  it  pals   -I  do  befeech  thee,  remember  thy  Cur- 
tefie-   1  befeech  thee  apparel  thy  Head,  and  among  other 
importunate  and  moft  ferious  Defigns,  and  of  great  import 
indeed  too-   -But  let  that  pafs,  for  I  muft  tell  thee  it  will 
pleafe  his  Grace  (by  the  World)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my 
poor  Shoulder,  and  with  his  Royal  Finger  thus  dally  with 
my  Excrement,  with  my  Muftachio;  but,  fweet  Heart,  let 
that  pafs.  By  the  World  I  recount  no  Fable ;  fome  certain 
fpecial  Honours  it  pleafeth  his  Greatnefs  to  impart  to  Ar ma- 
do  a  Soldier,  a  Man  of  Travel,  that  hath  feen  the  World ; 
but  let  that  pafs——  the  very  all  of  all  is :  But,  fweet  Heart,  I 
do  implore  fecretly,  that  the  King  would  have  me  prefent 

the  Princefs  ('fweet  Chuck,)  with  fome  delightful  Oftentati- 
on,  or  Show,  or  Pageant,  or  Antick,  or  Fire-work.  Now 
understanding  that  the  Curate  and  your  fweet  felf  are  good 
at  fuch  Eruptions,  and  fudden  breaking  out  of  Mirth  (as 
it  were)  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave 
your  Afliftance. 

HoL  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  Wor- 
thies. Sir,  as  concerning  fome  Entertainment  of  Time, 

fome  Show  in  the  Pofterior  of  this  Day,  to  be  rendred  by 

our  Affiftants  at  the  King's  Command,  and  this  moft  gal- 

lant, 
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lant,  illufhate  and  learned  Gentleman,  before  the  Princefs: 
I  fay  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefentthe  nine  Worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  Men  worthy  enough  to  prefent 
them? 

HoL  Jofua,  'your  felf,  this  gallant  Gentleman  Judas 
Machabeus,  this  Swain  (becaufe  of  his  great  Limb  or 

Joint)  ftiall  pafs  Pompey  the  Great,  and  the  Page  Her- cules. 

Arm.  Pardon  Sir,  Error  :  He  is  not  Quantity  enough 

for  that  Worthy's  Thumb;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  End  of his  Club. 

HoL  Shall  I  have  Audience  ?  He  fhall  prefent  Hercules 
in  Minority:  His  Enter  and  Exit  fhall  be  ftrangling  a  Snake  ; 
and  I  will  have  an  Apology  for  that  Purpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  Device:  So  if  any  of  the  Audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry;  Well  done,  Hercules,  now  thou  crufh  eft 

the  Snake ;  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  Offence  gracious,  tho* few  have  the  Grace  to  do  it. 
Arm*  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthies  ? 

HoL  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 
Moth.  Thrice  worthy  Gentleman. 
Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing? 
Hoi.  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  Antique.  I'be» feech  you  follow. 

HoL  f^ta  good-man  Dull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  Word  all 
this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  Sir, 
HoL  AilonSy  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  Dance,  orfo:  Or  will  play  on  the 
Taber  to  the  Worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  Hay. 

HoL  Mod  Dull,  honeft  Dull,  to  our  Sport  away.     [_Exit. 

Enter  Princefs,  and  Ladies. 

Prin.  Sweet  Hearts,  we  fhall  be  rich  e'er  we  depart, 
If  Fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A  Lady  wall'd  about  with  Diamonds !  look  you,  what  I  have from  the  King. 
Rofa.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that? 
Prin.  Nothing  but  this?  yes,  as  much  Love  in  Rime, 

As  would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  Sheet  of  Paper, F  f  3  Writ 



4}  8  Love's  Labours  loft. 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  Leaf,  Margent  and  all, 

That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  Name. 
Rofa.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  God-head  wax, 

For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  Years  a  Boy. 
Kath.  Ay,  and  a  fhrewd  unhappy  Gallows  too. 

Rofa.  You'll  ne'er  be  Friends  with  him,   he  kill'd  your  Si- fter. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholly,  fad  and  heavy, 
And  fo  (he  died ;  had  fhe  been  light  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  Spirit, 

She  might  have  been  a  Grandom  e'er  Ihedy'd. 
And  fo  may  you ;  for  a  light  Heart  lives  long. 

Rofa.    What's  your  dark  Meaning,    Moufe,  of  this  liftt Word  ? 

Kath.  Alight  Condition,  in  a  Beauty  dark. 
Rofa.  We  need  more  Light  to  find  your  Meaning  out. 

Kath.  You'll  marr  the  Light  by  taking  it  in  Snuff: 
Therefore  I'll  darkly  end  the  Argument. 

Rofa.  Look  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ftill  i'th  dark. 
Kath.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  Wench. 
Rofa.  Indeed  I  weigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not,  O  that's,  you  care  not  for  me* 
Rofa.  Great  Reafon;  for  paft  Care,  is  ftill  paft  Cure. 

Trin.  Well  handled  both;  a  Set  of  Wit  well  play'd. 
But  RofalinCy  you  have  a  Favour  too  ?  Who  fent  it  ?  and  what 
is  it? 

Rofa.  I  would  you  knew. 
And  i£  my  Face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  Favour  were  as  great,  be  witnefs  this. 
Nay,  I  have  Verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron. 
The  Numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  too, 
I  were  the  faireft  Goddefs  on  the  Ground, 

I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  Fairies; 
O  he  hath  drawn  my  Picture  in  his  Letter. 

Prin.  Any  thing  like? 
Rofa.  Much  in  the  Letters,  nothing  in  the  Praife. 
Trin.  Beauteous  Ink;  agoodGonclufion. 
Kath.  Fair  as  a  Text  B  in  a  Copy-Book. 
Rofa.  Ware  Pencils.     How?  LetmenotdieyourDebter, 

My  red  Dominical,  my  golden  Letter., 
O  that  your  Face  were  full  of  Oes« 

frw] 
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Prin.  A  Pox  of  that  Jeft,  and  I  befhrew  all  Shrews : 
But  Katharine ',  what  was  fent  to  you 
From  fair  Dumain  \ 

Kath.  Madam,  this  Glove. 
Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain? 
Kath.  Yes,  Madam ;  and  moreover, 

Some  thoufand  Verfes  of  a  faithful  Lover, 

A  huge  Tranflation  of  Hypocrifie, 
Vildly  compiPd,  profound  Simplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  Pearls  to  me  fent  Longavile. 
The  Letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  Mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lefs ;  Doft  thou  not  wifh  in  Heart 
The  Chain  were  longer,  and  the  Letter  fhort? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  Hands  might  never  part, 
Prin.  We  are  wife  Girls,  to  mock  our  Lovers  fo. 

Rofk.  They  are  worfe  Fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 

That  fame  Biron  I'll  torture  e'er  I  go. 
O  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  Week, 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  andfeek, 
And  wait  the  Seafon,  and  obferve  the  Times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  Wits  in  bootlefs  Rimes, 
And  fhape  his  Service  all  to  my  Behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  Jells. 

So  pertaunt  like  would  I  o'erfway  his  State, 
That  he  mould  be  my  Fool,  and  I  his  Fate. 

Prin.  None  are  fofurely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'd, 
As  Wit  turn'd  Fool ;  Folly  in  Wifdom  hatch'd, 
Hath  Wifdom's  Warrant,  and  the  help  of  School, 
And  Wit's  own  Grace  to  grace  a  learned  Fool. 

Rofa.  The  Blood  of  Youth  burns  not  in  fuchE xcefs, 
As  Gravities  revolt  to  Wantonnefs. 

Afar.  Folly  in  Fools  bears  not  fo  ftrange  a  Note, 

As  Fool'ry  in  the  Wife,  when  Wit  doth  dote : 
Since  all  the  Power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove  by  Wit,  worth  in  Simplicity. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.-  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  Mirth  in  his  Face." 
Boyet.  O,  Iamftab'd  with  Laughter,  Where's  her  Grace? 
Prin.  Thy  News,  Boyet  $ 

?f4  Bojet, 

\ 
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Boyet.  Prepare,  Madam,  prepare. 

Arm  Wenches,  arm,  Incounters  mounted  are 

Againfl  your  Peace,  Love  doth  approach,  di/guis'd, 
Armed  in  Arguments,  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mutter  your  Wits,  ftand  in  your  own  Defence, 
Or  hide  your  Heads  like  Cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin.  Saint  Denmsy  to  Saint  Cupid;  What  are  they 
,That  charge  their  Breath  againfl:  us  f  Say,  Scout,  fay, 

Boyer.    Under  the  cool  Shade  of  a  Sycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  Eyes  fome  half  an  hour ; 

When  Jo  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  Reft, 
Toward  that  Shade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  Companions;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  Neighbour  Thicket  by, 
And  over-heard,  what  you  fliall  over-hear : 

That  by  and  by  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  Herald  is  a  pretty!  knavifli  Page, 

That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  EmbafTage. 
A&ion  and  Accent  did  they  teach  him  there ; 
Thus  mutt  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  Body  bear. 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt,  , 
Prefence  Majeftical  would  put  him  out: 
For,  quoth  the  King,  an  Angel  flialt  thou  fee, 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 

The  Boy  reply'd,  an  Angel  is  not  evil; 
I  fhould  havefear'd  her,  had  ihe  been  a  Devil. 
With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  Shoulder, 
Making  the  bold  Wag  by  their  Praifes  bolder. 

One  rub'd  his  Elbow  thus,  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 
A  better  Spsech  was  never  fpoke  before. 
Another  with  his  Finger,  and  his  Thumb, 

Cry'd  via*  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come. 
The  third  he  capcr'd  and  cry'd,  All  goes  well, 
The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  Toe,  and  down  he  fell; 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  Ground, 
Wich  fuch  a  zealous  Laughter,  fo  profound, 
That  in  this  Spleen  ridiculous  appears, 
To  check  their  Folly  Paflions,  folemn  Tears. 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us? 

Boy.  They  do,  they  do;  and  are  apparcl'd  thus, Like  Mufcovites,  ox  Ruffians*  aslguefs* Their 
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Their  Purpofe  is  to  parley,  court,  and  dance, 

And  every  one  his  Love-feat  will  advance 

Unto  his  feveral  Miftrefs:  Which  they'll  know 
By  Favours  fev'ral*  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  iol  the  Gallants  mall  be  taskt; 
For  Ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  maskt: 
And  not  a  Man  of  them  mail  have  the  Grace 

Defp^ght  of  Sute,  to  fee  a  Lady's  face. 
Hold  Rofalwey  this  Favour  thou  (halt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  Dear : 
Hold,  take  thou  this  my  Sweet,  and  give  me  thine, 
So  fhall  Biron  take  me  for  Rofaline. 
And  change  your  Favours  too,  fb  fhall  your  Loves 

Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  Removes. 
Rofa.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  Favours  mod  in  fight. 
Kath.  But  in  this  changing,  What  is  your  Intent? 
Prin.  The  Effect  of  my  Intent  is  to  crofs  theirs; 

They  do  it  but  in  mocking  Merriment, 
And  Mock  for  Mock  is  only  my  Intent. 
Their  feveral  Counfels  they  unbofom  (hall 
To  Loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal : 
Upon  the  next  Occafion  that  we  meet 

With  Vifages  difplay'd  to  talk  and  greet. 
Rofa.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't? 
Prin.  No,  to  the  Death  we  will  not  move  a  foot, 

Nor  to  their  pen'd  Speech  render  we  no  Grace  : 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  Face. 

Boyet.  Why  that  Attempt  will  kill  the  Keeper's  Heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  Memory  from  his  Part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it,  and  I  make  no  doubt, 

The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Sport,  as  Sport  by  Sport  o'erthrown; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  ; 
So  fhall  we  ftay  mocking  intended  Game, 
And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  Shame.        [Sound. 

Boy.  The  Trumpet  founds,  be  maskt,  the  Maskers  come. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longavile,  Dumain,  and  Atten- 
dants* difguizld  like  Mufcovites.  Moth  ysith  Mufick^  as 

for  a  Jldafquerade. 

Moth.  All  hail  the  richefi  Beauties  on  the  Earth. 
firon.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  Taffata.  Moth. 
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Moth,  A  holy  Parcel  of  the  fair  eft  Dames  that  ever  turn'd 
their  Backs  to  mdrtal  Views.  [The  Ladies  turn  their 

Backs  to  him. 

Biron.  Their  Eyes,  Villain,  their  Eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turn'd  their  Eyes  to  mortal  Views.  Oat  — *~ 
Biron.  True;  out  indeed. 

Moth.  Oat  of  your  Favours  heavenly  Spirit,  vonchfafe  not to  behold. 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  Rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  Shu- beamed  Eyes 
With  your  Sun- beamed  Eyes— -+ 

Biron.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  Epithete ; 

You  were  beftcall  it  Daughter-beam'd  Eyes, 
Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out, 
Biron.  Is  this  your  Per fednefs?  Begone,  you  Rogue, 
Rofa.  What  would  thefe  Strangers? 

Know  their  Minds,  Boyet. 

If  they  do  fpeak  our  Language,  'tis  our  Will 
That  fome  plain  Man  recount  their  Purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would  ? 

Boyet.  ,What  would  you  with  the  Princefs? 
Biron.  Nothing  but  Peace  and  gentle  Vifitation. 
Rofa.  Why  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 
Boyet.  She  fays  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 

King.  Say  to  her  we  have  meafur'd  many  Miles, 
To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  the  Grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  Mile, 
To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  this  Grafs. 

Rofa.  It  is  not  fo.  Ask  them  how  many  Inches 

Is  in  one  Mile?  If  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  Meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  Miles, 
And  many  Miles;  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  Inches  doth  fill  up  one  Mile? 

Biron.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  Steps. 
Boyet.  She  hears  her  felf. 
Rofa.  How  many  weary  Steps 

Of  many  weary  Miles  you  have  o'er-gone, Are  numbred  in  the  Travel  of  one  Mile? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you, 
Our  Duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, Tha* 
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That  we  may  do  it  flill  without  Accompt. 
Vouchfafc  to  fhew  the  Sunfhine  of  your  Face, 
That  we  (like  Savages,)  may  worfhip  it. 

Rofa.  My  Face  is  but  a  Moon,  and  clouded  too. 
King.  Bleffed  are  Clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  Clouds  do. 

Vouchfafe,  bright  Moon,  on  thefethy  Stars  to  fhine, 

(Thofe  Clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  Eyne. 
Rofa.  O  vain  Petitioner,  beg  a  greater  Matter; 

Thou  now  requefts  but  Moon-lhine  in  the  Water. 
King.  Then  in  our  meafure,  vouchfafe  but  one  Change ; 

Thou  bid'ft  me  beg,   this  Begging  is  not  ftrange. 
Rofa.  Play  Mufick  then;  nay  you  miift  do  it  foon. 

Not  yet  no  Dance  ;  thus  change  I  like  the  Moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance;  how  come  you  thus  eftrang'd? 
Rofa.  You  took  the  Moon  at  Full,  but  now  fhe's  chang'd. 
King.  Yet  ftill  me  is  the  Moon,  and  I  the  Man. 
Rofa.  The  Mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome Motion  to  it: 

Our  Ears  vouchfafe  it. 

King.  But  your  Legs  (hall  do  it. 
Rofa.  Since  you  are  Strangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 

We'll  not  be  nice,  take  Hands,  we  will  not  dance. 
King.  Why  take  you  Hands  then  ? 
Roja.  Only  to  part  Friends. 

Curtfie  fweet  Hearts,  and  fo  the  Meafure  ends. 
King.  More  Meafure  of  this  Meafure  ;  be  not  nice. 
Rofa.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  Price. 

King.  Price  your  felves  then;    what   buys   your  Com- 
pany? 

Rofa.  Your  Abfence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 
Rofa.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought;  and  fo  adieu; 

Twice  to  your  Vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  Chat. 
Roja.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  with  that. 
Biron.  White-handed   Miftrefs,   one  fweet  Werd  with 

thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  Milk,  and  Sugar;  there  is  three. 
Biron.  Nay  then  two  Treys;  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice, 

Methegline,  Worr,  andMalmfey;  well  run  Dice: 

There's  half  3  dogen  Sweets, frin. 
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Prin.  Seventh  Sweet  adieu,  fince  you  can  cog, 

I'll  play  no  more  with  you. Biron.  One  Word  in  fecret. 
Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 

Biron.  Thou  griev'ft  my  Gall. 
Prin.  Gall,  bitter. 
Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  Word? 
Mar.  Name  it. 

Dum.  Fair  Lady. 
Mar.  Say  you  fo  \   Fair  Lord: 

Take  you  that  for  your  fair  Lady. 
Dum.  Pleafe  it  you; 

As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 
Kath.  What,  was  your  Vizard  made  without  a  Tongue? 
Long.  I  know  the  Reafon,  Lady,  why  you  ask. 
Kath.  O  for  your  Reafon,  quickly  Sir,  I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  Tongue  within  your  Mask, 

And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  Vizard  half. 
Kath.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutch  Mm;  is  not  Veal  a  Calf?  J 
Long.  A  Calf,  fair  Lady. 
Kath.  No,  a  fair  Lord  Calf. 

Long.  Let's  part  the  Word. 
Kath.  No,  I'll  not  be  your  Half; 

T*ake  all  and  wean  it;  it  may  prove  an  Ox. 
Long.  Look  how  you  But  to  your  felf  in  thefe  fharp  Mocks ! 

Will  you  give  Horns,  chafte  Lady  ?  Do  not  fo. 
Kath.  Then  die  a  Calf  before  your  Horns  do  grow. 

Long.  One  Word  in  private  with  you  e'er  I  die. 
Kath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  Butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Bojet.  The  Tongues  of  mocking  Wenches  areas  keen 

As  is  the  Razor's  Edge  invifible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  H$ir  than  may  be  feent 
Above  the  Senfe  of  Senfe  fo  fenfible, 

Seemeth  their  Conference,  their  Conceits  have  Wings, 
Fleeter  than  Arrows,  Bullets,  Wind,  Thought,  fwifter  Things^ 

Rofa.  Not  one  Word  more  my  Maids,  break  off,  break 

off.  
' 

Biron.  By  Heav'n  all  dry  beaten  with  pure  Scoff. 
King.  Farewel,  mad  Wenches,  you  have  Ample  Wits. 

[Exeunt. Prin. 
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Prin.  Twenty  Adieus,  my  frcxzen  Mufcovites. 

Are  thefe  the  Breed  of  Wits  fo  wondred  at  ? 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,    with  your  fweet  Breaths  puft 
out. 

Rofa.  Well-liking  Wits  they  have,  grofs,  grofs,  fat,  fat. 
Prin.  O  Poverty  in  Wit,  Kingly  poorflout: 

Will  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to  Night? 
Or  ever  but  in  Vizards  fhew  their  Faces, 

This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  Count/nance  quite. 

Roja.  O !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  Cafes. 

The  King  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  Word. 
Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 
Mar.  Dnmain  was  at  my  Service,  and  his  Sword: 

No  Point  (quoth  I;)  my  Servant  ftraight  was  mute.        ^ 

Kath.  Lord  Longavile  fa  id,  I  came  o'er  his  Heart  j 
And  trow  you  what  he  call'd  me? 

Prin.  Quajm,  perhaps. 
Kath.   Yes,  in  good  Faith. 
Prin.  Go  Sicknefs  as  thou  art. 

Rofa.  Well,  better  Wits  have  worn  plain  Statute  Caps, 
But  will  you  hear;  the  King  is  my  Lovefworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  Faith  to  me. 
Kath.  And  Longavile  was  for  my  Service  born. 
Mar.  Dumain  is  mine  as  fure  as  Bark  on  Tree. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  MiftreiTes  give  Ear, 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  Shapes ;  for  it  can  never  be, 
They  will  digeft  this  harm  Indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 
Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows, 

And  leap  for  Joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  Blows : 
Therefore  change  Favours,  and  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  fweet  Rofes  in  this  Summer  Air.  , 

Prin.  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  fpeak  to  be  underftood. 
Boyet.  Fair  Ladies  maskt,  are  Rofes  in  their  Bud : 

Difmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  Comixture  fhown, 
Are  Angels  vailing  Clouds,  or  Rofes  blown. 

Prin.  Avaunt  Perplexity :  What  (hall  we  do, 
If.they  retura  in  their  own  Shapes  to  woo? 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  flill  as  well  known  as  difguis'd: Let 
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Let  us  complain  to  them  what  Fools  were  here, 

Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites  in  fhapelefs  Gear; 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 

Their  (hallow  Shows,  and  Prologue  vildly  pen'd, 
And  their  rough  Carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prefentcd  at  our  Tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  Gallants  are  at  Hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  Roes  run  o'er  the  Land. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longavile  and  Dumain,  in  their 

own  Habits. 

King.  Fair  Sir,  God  fave  you.  Where's  the  Princefs? 
Boyet.  Gone  to  her  Tent. 

Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  command  me  any  Service  to  her? 
King.  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  Audience  for  one  Word. 
Boyet.  I  will,  and  fo  will  fhe,  I  know,  my  Lord.     [Exit. 
Biron.  This  Fellow  picks  up  Wit  as  Pigeon  Peas, 

And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  *• 
He  is  Wit's  Pedlar,  and  retails  his  Wares 
At  Wakes  and  WafTals,  Meetings,  Markets,  Fairs: 
And  we  that  fell  by  Grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  Grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  Show. 
This  Gallant  pins  the  Wenches  on  his  Sleeve ; 
Had  he  been  Adam  he  had  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp :  Why  this  is  he, 
That  kill:  away  his  Hand  in  Courtefie. 
This  is  the  Ape  of  Fortune,  Monfieur  the  nice, 
That  when  he  plays  at  Tables,  chides  the  Dice 
In  honourable  Terms :  Nay  he  can  fing 
A  Mean  moil:  meanly,  and  in  ufhering 
Mend  him  who  can;  ths  Ladies  call  him  fweet; 
The  Stairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kifs  his  Feet. 

This  is  the  Flower  that  frniles  on  every  one, 
To  (hew  his  Teeth  as  white  as  Whale  his  Bone. 
And  Confciences  that  will  not  die  in  Debt, 

Pay  him  the  Duty  of  Honey-tongu'd  Bojet. 
King.  A  Blifter  on  his  fweet  Tongue  with  my  Heart, 

That  put  Armado's  Page  out  of  his  Part.  ♦ 

Enter 

/ 
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Enter  the  Prince fs^   Rofaline,    Maria,  Katherine,   and 
Attendants* 

Biron.  See  where  it  comes.  Behaviour  what  wert  thou, 

'Till  this  mad-man  fhew'd  thee/  And  what  art  thou  now? 
King.  All  hail,  fweet  Madam,  and  fair  time  of  Day. 
Prin.  Fair  in  all  Hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Conftrue  my  Speeches  better  if  you  may. 
Prin.  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave. 
King.  We  came  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  Court,  vouchfafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  Field  fhall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your  Vow : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  Men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke; 

The  Vertue  of  your  Eye  mull:  break  my  Oath. 

Prin.  You  nick-name  Virtue :  Vice  you  mould  have  fpoke : 
For  Virtue's  Office  never  breaks  Mens  Troth. 
Now,  by  my  Maiden  Honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  Lilly,  I  proteft, 
A  World  of  Torments  though  I  mould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  Houfe's  Gueft  : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  Caufe  to  be 

Of  heav'nly  Oaths,  vow'd  with  Integrity. 
King.  O  you  have  liv'd  in  Defolation  here, 

Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  Shame* 
Prin.  Not  fo  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo  I  fwear, 

We  have  had  Paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  Game, 
A  Mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 

King.  How,  Madam?  Ruffians* 
Prin.  Ay  in  truth,  my  Lord  ; 

Trim  Gallants,  full  of  Gourtihip,  and  of  State. 
Rofa.  Madam,  fpeak  true.     It  is  not  fo,  my  Lord : 

My  Lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  Days) 
In  Courtefie  gives  undeferving  Praife.  1 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four, 

In  Ruffian  Habit:  Here  they  ftay'd  an  Hour, 
And  talk'd  apace,   and  in  that  hour,  my  Lord, They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  Word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  Fools;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,  Fools  would  fain  have  DrinkJ 

Biron* 
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Biron.  This  Jeft  is  dry  to  me.     Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 

Your  Wit  makes  wife  Things  foolifh;  when  we  greet, 

With  Eyes  beft  feeingy  Heaven's  fiery  Eye, 
By  Light  we  lofe  Light ;  your  Capacity 
Is-of  that  Nature,  as  to  your  huge  Store, 
Wife  Things  feem  foolifh,  and  rich  Things  but  poor. 

Rofa.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich ;  for  in  my  Eye— - 
Biron.  I  am  a  Fool,  and  full  of  Poverty. 
Rofa.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 

It  were  a  fault  to  (natch  Words  from  my  Tongue. 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poffefs. 
Rofa.  All  the  Fool  mine. 
Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  left. 
Rofa.  Which  of  the  Vizards  was  it  that  you  wore  ? 
Biron.  Where  ?  When  ?  What  Vizard  ? 

Why  demand  you  this? 
Rofa.  There,  then,  that  Vizard,  that  fuperfluous  Cafe, 

That  hid  the  worfe,  and  (hew'd  the  better  Face. 
King.  We  are  defcried, 

They'll  mock  us  now  downright. 
Dum.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  Jeft. 

Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  Lord  ?  Why  looks  your  Highnefs  fad  ? 
Rofa.  Help,  hold  his  Brows,  he'll  fwound :    Why  look 

you  pale? 
Sea-fick  I  think,  coming  from  Afujcovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  Stars  down  Plagues  for  Perjury. 
Can  any  Face  of  Brafs  hold  longer  out? 
Here  ftand  I,  Lady,  dart  thy  Skill  at  me, 
Bruife  me  with  Scorn,  confound  me  with  a  Flout, 

Thruft  thy  (harp  Wit  quite  through  my  Ignorance*" 
Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  Conceit; 
And  I  will  wifh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  Habit  wait. 

O !  never  will  I  truft  to  Speeches  pen'd, 
Nor  to  the  Motion  of  a  School-boy's  Tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  Vizards  to  my  Friend, 

Nor  woo  in  time  like  a  blind  Harper's  Song ; 
TafFata  Phrafes,  filken  Terms  precife, 
Three-piPd  Hyperboles,  fpruce  Affectation, 
Figures  pedantical,  thefe  Summer  Flies, 
Have  blown  me  full  of  Maggot  Qftentatioru  j 
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I  do  forfwear  them,  and  I  here  proteft, 

By  this  white  Glove  fhow  white  the  Hand  God  knows) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  Mind  fhall  be  expreft 
In  ruffet  Yeas,  and  honeft  kerfie  Noes ; 

And  to  begin,  Wench,  fo  God  help  me  Law^ 

My  Love  to  thesis  found,  Sans  crack  or  flaw. 
Rofa.  Sans,  Sans,  I  pray  you. 
Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  Trick 

Of  the  old  Rage:  Bear  with  me,  I  am  Sick. 

I'll  leave  it  by  Degrees:  Soft,  let  us  fee, 
Write  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  and  thofe  three^ 
They  are  infected,  in  their  Hearts  it  lyes, 
They  have  the  Plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  Eyes: 
Thefe  Lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free ; 
For  the  Lords  Tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  Tokens  to  us. 
Biron.  Our  States  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 
Rofa.  It  is  not  fo;  for  how  can  this  be  true, 

That  you  ftand  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue. 
Biron.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you* 
Rofa.  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 
Biron.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  Wit  is  at  an  end. 
King.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  Tranfgreffion, 

Some  fair  Excufe. 
Prin.  The  faireft  is  Confeflion. 

Were  you  not  here  but  even  now  difguis'd? 
King.  Madam,  I  was; 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd? 
King.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 
Prin.  When  you  then  were  here. 

What  did  you  whifper  in  your  Lady's  Ear  f 
King.  That  more  than  all  the  World  I  did  refpecl:  herJ 
Prin.  When  (he  (hall  challenge  this,  you  will  re je&  her. 
King.  Upon  my  Honour  no. 
Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear : 

Your  Oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 
King.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  Oath  of  mine. 
Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.     Rofaline, 

What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  Ear? 
Rofa.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
V01-.  I.  G  g  As 
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As  precious  Eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  World ;  adding  thereto  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  Lover, 

Prin.  God  give  thee  Joy  of  him ;  the  noble  Lord 
Mod  honourably  doth  uphold  his  Word. 

King.  What  mean  you,  Madam  \ 
By  my  Life,  my  Troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  Lady  fuch  an  Oath. 

Rofa.  By  Heav'n  ̂ ou  did,  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this:  But  take  it,  Sir,  again. 

King.  My  Faith  and  this,  to  th*  Princefs  I  did  give, 
I  knew  her  by  this  Jewel  on  her  Sleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  Jewel  did  fhe  wear: 
And  Lord  Biron>  I  thank  him,  is  my  Dear. 
What?  will  you  have  me,  or  your  Pearl  again? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either,  I  remit  both  twain. 

I, fee  the  Trick  on't ;  Here  was  a  Confent, 
Knowing  aforehand  of  our  Merriment, 
To  dafli  it  like  a  Chrifimas  Comedy. 
Some  Carry-tale,  fome  Pleafe-man,  fome  flight  Zany, 
Some  Mumble-news,  fome  Trencher-knight,  fome  Dick^ 
That  fmiles  his  Cheek  in  Years,  and  knows  the  Trick 

To  make  my  Lady  laugh,  when  fhe's  difpos'd, 
Told  our  Intents  before ;  which  once  difclos'd, 
The  Ladies  did  change  Favours,  and  then  we 

Following  the  Signs,  woo'd  but  the  Sign  of  fhe: 
Now  to  our  Perjury,  to  add  more  Terror, 
We  are  again  forfworn  in  Will  and  Error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is.  And  might  not  you  [To  Bojeu 
Foreftal  our  Sport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  £ 

Do  not  you  know  my  Lady's  Foot  byth'  Square, 
And  laugh  upon  the  Apple  of  her  Eye, 
And  ftand  between  her  Back,  Sir,  and  the  Fire, 
Molding  a  Trencher,  jefting  merrily? 

You  put  our  Page  out:   Go,  you  are  allowed, 
Die  when  you  will,  a  Smock  (hall  be  your  Shrow'd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  t  There's  an  Eye Wounds  like  a  Leaden  Sword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily  hath  this  brave  Manager,  this  Career 
been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftraight.  Peace,  I  have  clone. 

Enter 
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Enter  CoftarcL 

Welcome  pure  Wir,  thou  part'ft  a  fair  FrayJ 
Coft.  O  Lord  Sir,  they  would  know 

Whether  the  three  Worthies  fhall  come  in,  or  no. 
Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  \ 
Coft.  No  Sir,  but  it  is  vara  fine; 

For  every  one  purfents  three. 
Biron.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine  .? 

Coft.  Not  fo  Sir,  under  Correction  Sir,  I  hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  beg  us  Sir,  I  can  affiire  you  Sir,  we  know  what 
we  know :  I  hope  three  times  thrice  Sir   

Biron.  Is  not  nine. 

Coft.  Under  Correction  Sir,  we  know  whereuntil  it  doth 
amount. 

Biron.  By  Jove  I  always  took  three  Threes  for  nine. 

Coft.  O  Lord  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  mould  get  your  Li- 
ving by  reckoning,  Sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it? 

Coft.  O  Lord  Sir,  the  Parties  themfelves,  the  A&ors  Sir, 
will  mew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount;  for  mine  owta  part, 
I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  perfect  one  Man  in  one  poor  Man, 
Pompion  the  Great,  Sir, 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  Worthies  ? 

Coft.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompey  the 
Great :  For  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  Degree  of  the 
Worthy ;  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 
Coft.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  take  fome  Care. 
King.  Birony  they  willlhame  us;  [Exit* 

Let  them  not  approach. 

Biron.  We  are  Shame-proof,  my  Lord ;  and  'tis  fome  Poli- 
cy to  have  one  Show  worfethan  the  King  and  his  Company. 
King.  I  fay  they  fhall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  Lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now  5 That  Sport  bed:  pleafes,  that,  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  Zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  Content 
Dies  in  the  Zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents; 

Their  Form  confounded,  makes  moft  form  in  Mirth,        ** 
When  great  Things  labouring  perifh  in  their  Birth. 

Biron.  A  right  Description  of  our  Sport,  my  Lord. 
Gg  j  Enter 
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Enter  Armado. 

Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  Expence  of  thy  Royal 
fweet  Breath,  as  will  utter  a  Brace  of  Words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  Man  ferve  God  \ 

Biron.  Why  ask  you? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  Man  of  God's  making. 
Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair  fweet  honey  Monarch ;  f©r 

I  proteft  the  Schoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical  :  Too 
too  vain,  too  too  vain :  But  we  will  put  it,  as  they  fay,  to 
Fortnna  delaguar.  I  wifh  you  the  Peace  of  Mindjmoft  Royal 
Cupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  Prefence  of  Worthies  :  He 
prefects  Heftor  of  Troy,  the  Swain  Pompey  the  Great,  the  Pa- 

rim-Curate  Alexander,  Armado's  Page  Hercules,  the  Pedant 
Judas  Machabeus;  and  if  thefe  four  Worthies  in  their  firft 
Shew  thrive,  thefe  four  will  change  Habits,  and  prefent  the 
other  five. 

Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  firft  Shew. 

King.  You  are  deceiv'd,  'tis  not  fo. 
Biron.  The  Pedant,  the  Braggart,  the  Hedge-Prieft,  the 

Fool,  and  the  Boy. 
A  bare  throw  at  Novum,  and  the  whole  World  again 

Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  Vein. 
King.  The  Ship  is  under  fail,  and  here  fhe  comes  amain. 

Enter  Coftard  for  Pompey, 

Coft.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. 
Coft.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  With  Lizard's  Head  on  Knee. Biron.  Well  faid,  old  Mocker, 
I  muft  needs  be  Friends  with  thee. 

Coft.  I  Pompey  am,  Pompey  furnamd  the  Big. 
Dam.  The  Great. 

Coft.  It  is  great,  Sir:  Pompey ',  fur -nam *d  the  Great ; 
That  oft  in  Field,  with  Targe  and  Shieldy 

did  make  my  Foe  to  fweat ; 
And  travelling  along  this  Coaft,  I  here  am  come  by  Chance, 

And  lay  my  Arms  before  the  Legs  of  this  fweet  Lflfs  of  France  ; 

If 
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If  your  Ladyfhip  would  fay  Thanks  Pompey,  I  had  done. 

Prin.  Great  Thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Coft.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth ;  but  I  hope  I  was  perfed. 
I  made  a  little  Failt  in  great. 

Biron.  My  Hat  to  a  Half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the  bfft 
Worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander. 

JXath.  When  in  the  World  I  livdy  I  was  the  World's  Com- mander. 

By  Eaft,  Weft,    North  and  Seuth,   I  fpread  my  conquering 
Might : 

My  Escutcheon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alifander. 
Boyet.  Your  Nofe  fays  no,  you  are  not ; 

For  it   ftands.too  right. 
Biron.  Your  Nofe  fmells  no,  in  this  moft  tender  fmelling 

Knight. 
Prin.  The  Conqueror  is  difmaid : 

Proceed,  good  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  World  I  liv'd,  I  was  the  World's  Com- mander. 

Boyet.  Moft  true,  'tis  right}  you  were  fo  Alifander. 
Biron.  Pompey  the  Grear. 
Coft.  Your  Servant  and  Coftard. 
Biron.  Take  away  the  Conqueror,  take  away  Alifander. 

Coft.  O  Sir,  yo-j  nave  overthrown  Alifander  the  Conqueror. 

[te  Nath.~\  You  wilfbe  fcrap  d  out  of  the  painted  Cloth  for 
this;  your  Lion  t^ar  holds  the  Poll-ax  fitting  on  a  Clofeftoo!, 
will  be  given  to  Ajax;  he  will  be  then  the  ninth  Worthy. 
A  Conqueror,  and  afraid  tofpeak?  Run  away  for  Shame,  J^. 
lifander.  There  0$  fliali  pleafe  you;  a  foohfii  mild  Man, 

an  honeft  Man,  look  you,  and  (oon  dafh'd.  He  is  a  marvel- 
lous good  Neighbour  infooth,  and  a  very  good  Bowler;  but 

for  Alifander,  alas  you  fee,  how  'tis  a  little  o'er-parted  : 
But  there  are  Worthies  a  coming  will  fpeak  their  Mind  in 
fome  other  fort. 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holofernes  jfar  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules.     , 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  prefenttd  by  this  Imp, 

Whofc  Club  kill'd  Cerebus  that  three-headed  Canis; 
Gg  3  And 
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And  when  he  was  a  Babe,  a  Child,  a  Shrimp, 
Thus  did  he  ftrangle  Serpents  in  his  Manns  : 
Omnium,  he  feemeth  in  Minority; 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  Apology. 
Keep  fome  State  in.thy  Exit,  and  vanifti.  [ExitMoth* 

HoL  Judas  /  urn. 
Dum.  A  Judas. 
HoL  Not  I  fear  tot,  Sir. 

Judas  I  am,  y  clipped  Machabeus. 
Dum.  Judas  Alachabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  ki fling   Traitor.  How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas  ? 
HoL  Judas  /  um. 
Dum.  The  more  Shame  for  you,  Judus. 
HoL  What  mean  you,  Sir? 
Boyet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 
HoL  Begin  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder. 

Biron.  Well  follow'd,  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  Elder. 
HoL  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  Countenance. 
Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  Face, 
HoL  What  is  this? 

Boyet.  A  Cittern  Head. 
Dum.  The  Head  of  a  Bodkin. 

Biron.  A  Death's  Face  in  a  Ring. 
Long.  The  Face  of  an  old  Roman  Coin,  fcarce  feen. 
Boyet.  The  Pummel  of  Cafars  Faulchion. 
Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  Fac^  on  a  Flask. 

Biron.  St.  George's  half  Cheek  in  a  Broch. 
Dum.  Ay  and  in  a  Broch  of  Lead. 
Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  Cap  of  a  Tooth-drawer; 

And  now  forward,  for  we  have  put  thee  in  Countenance, 
HoL  You  have  put  me  out  of  Countenance. 
Biron.  Falfe,  we  have  given  thee  Faces. 

Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron,  And  thou  wert  a  Lion  we  would  do  fo. 

Boyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  Afs,  let  him  go; 
And  fo  adieu  fweet  Jude.  Nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  Name. 

Biron.  For  the  Afs  to  the  Jude;  give  it  him.     Jud-us 
away. 

HoL  This  is  not  generous*  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
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Boyet.  A  Light  for  Monfieur  Judas,  it  grows  dark,    he 

iQay  ft  limbic. 
Trin.  Alas  poor  Machabeus,  how  he  hath  beep  baited. 

Enter  Armado. 

Biron.  Hide  thy  Head  Achilles,   here    comes   ffeclor  in 
Arms. 

Bum.  Tho'  my  Mocks  come  home  by  me,    I  will  now 
be  merry. 

King.  Heclor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpeft  of  this. 
Bojet.  But  is  this  Heclor* 

King.  I  think  Heclor  was  not  fo  clean  timber  Jd. 
Long.  His  Leg  is  too  big  for  Hector. 
Bum.  More  Calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No;  he  is  bcft  indu'd  with  the  fmall. 
Biron.  This  can't  be  Heclor. 

Bum.  He's  a  God  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  Faces. 
Arm.  The  Armipo tent  Mars,  of  Launces  the  Almighty,  gave 

He&or  a  Gift. 
Bum.  A  gilt  Nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  Ltmon. 

Long.  Stuck  with  Cloves. 
Bum.  No,  cloven. 
Arm.  The  ArmipotentMars,  of  Launces  the  Almighty,  gave 

He&or  a  Gift,  the  Heir  of  Ilion; 

A  Man  fo  breathed,  that  certain  he  would  fight',  yea 
From  Morn  'till  Night,  out  of  his  Pavillfon* I  am  that  Flower. 

Dttm.  That  Mint. 

Long.  That  Cullambine. 
Arm.  Sweet  Lord  Longavile  rein  thy  Tongue. 
Long.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the  Rein;   for  it  runsa^ainft Hetlor. 

Bum.  Ay,  and  Hetlor's  a  Grey-h  mnd. 
Arm.  The  fweet  War-man  is  dud  and  rotten; 

Sweet  Chucks,  beat  not  the  Bones  of  the  bury'd: 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  Device 5 
Sweet  Royalty  beftow  on  me  the  Senfe  of  Hearing. 

Prin.  Speak  brave  Hetlor,  we  are  much  delighted. 
G  g  4  Arm. 
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Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace's  Slipper. 
Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  Foot. 
Dam*  He  may  not  by  the  Yard. 
Arm*  This  He&or  far  furmonnted  Hannibal. 

The  Party  is  gone. 
Coft.  Fellow  Hettor>  me  is  gone;  me  is  two  Months  on 

her  way. 

Arm.  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 
Coft.  Faith  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Trojan,  the  poor 

Wench  is  caft  away ;  ftie's  quick,  the  Child  brags  in  her 
Belly  already.  'Tis  yours. 

Arm.  Do'ft  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates? Thou  fh  alt  die. 

Coft.  Then  fhall  HeBor  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta  that  is 

quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd  for  Pompey^  that  is  dead  by him.  .   ; 
Dum.  Moft  rare  Pompey* 

Boyet,  Renow'd  Pompey. 
Biron*  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  : 

Pompey  the  Huge.     ' JO  urn*  Hettor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd,  more  Ates,  more  Ates9  ftir them  on,  flir  them  on, 

Dum,  Hettor  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  Man's  Blood  in's  Belly  than 
will  fup  a  Flea. 

Arm.  By  the  North-pole  I  do  challenge  thee. 
Coft.  I  \pill  not  fight  with  a  Pole  like  a  Northern  Man ; 

I'll  Ham;  I'll  do  it  by  the  Sword:  I  pray  you  let  me  bor- 
row my  Arms  again. 

Dttm*  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Coft.  1*11  do  it  in  my  Shirt. 
T)um.  Moft  refolute  Pompey. 
Moth.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  Button-hole  lower. 

Do  you  not  fee  Pompey  is  uncafing  for  the  Combat :  What 
mean  you  \  You  will  lofe  your  Reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers  pardon  me,  I  will  not  Com- 
bat in  my  Shirt. 

Dum*  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pompey  hath  made  the  Chal- 
lenge, 

Arm* 
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Arm.  Sweet  Bloods,  I  both  may,  and  will. 

Biron.  What  Reafon  have  you  for't? Arm.  The  naked  Truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  Shirt, 

I  go  wool  ward  for  Penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome  for  want  of 
Linnen;  fince  when,  I'll  be  fworn  he  wore  none,  butaDifti- 
clout  of  Jaquenetta\  and  that  he  wears  next  his  Heart  for 
a  Favour. 

Enter  Macard. 

Mac.  God  fave  you,  Madam. 
Prin.  Welcome  Macardy  but  that  thou  interrupted  our 

Merriment. 

Mac.  I  am  forry  Madam,  for  the  News  I  bring  is  heavy 
in  my  Tongue.     The  King  your  Father— 

Vrin.  Dead  for  my  Life. 
Mac.  Even  fo :  My  Tale  is  told. 
Biron.  Worthies  away,  the  Scene  begins  to  cloud. 
Arm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  Breath;  I  have 

feen  the  Day  of  Wrong  through  the  little  Hole  of  Difcre- 
tion,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  Soldier. 

\Exennt  Worthies. 
King.  How  fares  your  Ma  jetty? 
Prin.  Boyet  prepare,  I  will  away  to  Night. 
King.  Madam  not  fo,  I  do  befeech  you  flay. 
Prin.  Prepare  I  fay.  I  thank  you,  gracious  Lords, 

For  all  your  fair  Endeavours ;  And  Entreats, 
Out  of  a  new  fad  Soul,  that  you  vouchfafe, 
In  your  rich  Wifdom  to  excufe  or  hide, 
The  liberal  Opposition  of  our  Spirits ; 
If  over-boldly  we  have  born  our  felves, 
In  the  Converfe  of  Breath,  your  Gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.  Farewel,  worthy  Lord; 
An  heavy  Heart  bears  not  an  humble  Tongue : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  Thanks, 

For  my  great  Suitfoeafilyobtain'd. 
King.  The  extream  Parts  of  Time  extreamly  form 

j(U1  Caufes  to  the  Purpofe  of  his  Speed, 
And  often  at  his  very  loofe  decides 
That,  which  long  Procefs  of  Time  could  not  arbitrated 

And 
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And  though  the  mourning  Brow  of  Progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  Courtefie  of  Love, 
The  holy  Suit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 

Yet  fince  Love's  Argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  Cloud  of  Sorrow  juftle  it 
From  what  it  purpofed.  Since  to  wail  Friends  loft 
Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  Friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  Griefs  are  double. 
Biron.  Moneft  plain  Words  beft  pierce  the  Cares  of  Grief, 

And  by  thefe  Badges  underftand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  Sakes  have  we  neglected  Time, 

Play'd  foul  Play  with  our  Oaths  :  Your  Beauty,  Ladies 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  Humours 
Even  to  the  oppofed  End  of  our  Intents; 

And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 
As  Love  is  full  of  unbefitting  Strains, 
All  wanton  as  a  Child,  skipping  and  vain, 

Form'd  by  the  Eye,  and  therefore  like  the  Eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  Shapes,  of  Habits,  and  of  Forms, 
Varying  in  Subjects  as  the  Eye  doth  rowl, 
Tq  every  varied  Object  in  his  Glance; 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  Love 

Pat  on  by  us,  if  in  your   Heav'nly  Eyes, 
Have  misbecom'd  our  Oaths  and  Gravities ; 
Thofe  Heav'nly  Eyes  that  look  into  thefe  Faults, 
Suggefred  us  to  make:  Therefore,  Ladies, 
Oar  Love  being  yours,  the  Error  that  Love  makes 
Is  like  wife  yours.  We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe, 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  Ladies  you; 
And  even  that  falfhood  in  it  fdf  a  Sin, 

Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  Grace. 

Prin,  We  have  receiv'd  your  Letters,  full  of  Love, Your  Favours,  the  EmbafTadors  of  Love: 
And  in  our  Maiden  Council  rated  them 

At  Courtfhip,  pleafant  Jeft,  and  Courtefie, 
As  Bumbafl,  and  as  Lining  to  the  Time: 
But  more  devout  than  thefe  are  our  Refpecls 
Have  we  not  been ;  and  therefore  met  your  Loves 
In  their  own  Fafliion,  like  a  Merriment. 
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Bum.  Our  Letters,  Madam,  fhew'd  much  more  than  Jeft. 
Long.  So  did  our  Looks. 
Rofa.  We  did  not  coat  them  fo. 
King.  Now  at  the  lateft  Minute  of  the  Hour, 

Grant  us  your  Loves. 
Prin.  A  Time  methinks  too  fhort, 

To  make  a  World-without-end  Bargain  in ; 

No,  no,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  much, Full  of  dear  Guiltinefs,  and  therefore  this: 
If  for  my  Love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  Caufe) 
You  will  do  ought,  this  fliall  you  do  for  me; 
Your  Oath  I  will  not  truft;  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  Pleafures  of  the  World; 

There  flay  until  the  twelve  Celeftial  Signs 
Have  brought  about  their  Annual  Reckoning. 
If  this  auftere  infociable  Life, 
Change  not  your  Offer  made  in  Heat  of  Blood: 
If  Frofts,  and  Fafts,  hard  Lodging,  and  thin  Weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  Bloflbms  of  your  Love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  Trial,  and  laft  Love; 
Then  at  the  Expiration  of  the  Year, 
Come  challenge  me,  challenge  me  by  thefe  Deferts ; 
And  by  this  Virgin  Palm,  now  kitting  thine, 

I  will  be  thine;  and  'till  that  Inftant  (hut 
My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  Houfe, 
Raining  the  Tears  of  Lamentation, 

For  the  Remembrance  of  my  Father's  Death. 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  Hands  part, 

Neither  intituled  in  the  other's  Heart. 
King.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 

To  flatter  up  thefe  Powers  of  mine  with  reft  ; 
The  fudden  Hand  of  Qeath  clofe  up  mine  Eye. 
Hence  ever  then,  my  Heart  is  in  thy  Breaft. 

Biron.  And  what  to  me,  my  Love?  and  what  to  me? 
Rofa.  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  Sins  are  rank, 

You  are  attaint  with  Fault  and  Perjury; 
Therefore  if  you  my  Favour  mean  to  get9 
A  Twelve-month  (hall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft* 
But  feek  the  weary  Beds  of  People  fick. Bum. 



4<? o  Loves  Lahours  lojf. 
Bum.  But  what  to  me,  my  Love?  but  what  to  me? 
Kath.  A  Wife,  a  Beard,  fair  Health  and  Honefty ; 

With  three-fold  Love  I  wifh  you  all  thtfe  three. 
Bum.  O  mall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  genrle  Wife? 

Kath.  Not  fo,  my  Lord ;  a  Twelve- month  and  a  Day, 

I'll  mark  no  Words  that  fmooth'd-fac'd  Wooers  fay. 
Come  when  the  King  doth  to  my  Lady  come; 

Then  if  I  have  much  Love,  I'll  give  you  fome. 
Bum.  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  "till  then, 
Kath.  Yet  fwear  not,  lead:  ye  be  forfworn  again- 
Long.  What  fays  Marial 
Mar.  At  the  Twelve-month's  End 

I'll  change  my  black  Gown  for  a  faithful  Friend. 
Long.  I'll  ifay  with  Patience;  but  the  Time  is  long. 
Mar.  The  liker  you,  few  taller  are  fo  young. 
Biron.  Studies  my  Lady  /  Miftrefs,  look  on  me, 

Behold  the  Window  of  my  Hcarr,  mine  Eye: 
What  humble  Suit  attends  thy  Anfwer  there, 
Impofe  fome  Service  on  me  for  my  Love. 

Rofa.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  Lord  Biron% 

Before  I  faw  you;  and  the  World's  large  Tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  Man  rcpleat  with  Mocks, 
Full  of  Comparifons,  and  wounding  Flouts, 
Which  you  on  all  E (rates  will  execute, 
That  lye  within  the  Mercy  of  your  Wit: 
To  weed  this  Wormwood  from  your  fruitful  Brain, 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won; 

You  mall  this  Twelve-month  term  from  Day  to  Day, 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  Sick,  and  ftill  converfe 
With  groaning  Wretches ;  and  your  Task  (hall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  Endeavour  of  your  Wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  Impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  Laughter  in  the  Throat  of  Death  ? 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoffible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  Soul  in  Agony. 

Rofa.  Why  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  Spirit, 
Whofe  Influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  Grace, 
Which  mallow  laughing  Hearers  give  to  Fools: 

A  Jeft's  Profperity  lyes  in  the  Ear Of 
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Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  Tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it:  Then,  if  fickly  Ears, 
Deaft  with  the  Clamours  of  their  own  dear  Groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  Scorns;  continue  then, 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  Fault  withal; 
But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  Spirit, 
And  I  (hall  find  you  empty  of  that  Fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  Reformation. 

Biron.  A  Twelve-month?  Well,  befall  what  will  befall, 

I'll  jeft  a  Twelve- month  in  an  Hofpital. 
Prin.  Ay,  fweet  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  Leave. 

[to  the  King* 
King.  No  Madam,  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 
Biron.  Our  Wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play ; 

j^^hath  not  Jilt:  Thefe  Ladies  Courtefie 
Mighf  well  have  made  our  Sport  a  Comedy. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  Twelve-month  and  a  Day, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  Play. 
Enter  Armada. 

Arm.  Sweet  Majefty,  vouchfafe  me. 
Prin.  Was  not  that  Hettor  ? 

Dttm.  The  worthy  Knight  of  Troy* 
Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  Royal  Finger,  and  take  Leave. 

I  am  a  Votary,  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaqnenetta  to  hold  the 
Plough  for  her  fweet  Love  three  Years.  Butmoft  efteem'd 
Greatnefs,  will  you  hear  the  Dialogue  that  the  two  Learn- 

ed Men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  Owl  and  the 

Cuckow  ?  It  fhould  have  follow'd  in  the  End  of  our 
Shew. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 
Arm.  Holla,  approach. 

Enter  all. 

This  Side  is  Hiems,  Winter. 

This  Fer9  the  Spring:  The  one  maintain'd  by  the  Owl, 
The  other  by  the  Cuckow. 
Vcr9  begin. The 



4  6*  Loves  Labour  s  loft. 

The  S  O  N  G. 

When  Dopes  pied,  and  Violets  blue* 
And  Cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue ; 
And  Lady-Smocks  all  Silver  white. 
Do  faint  the  Meadows  with  Delight ; 
The  Cuckpw  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  Married  Men  ;  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cuckpw. 

Cuckpw,  Cuckpw:  0  Word  of  Fear, 
Ztnpleafing  to  a  Married  Ear. 

When  Shepherds  Pipe  on  Oaten  Straws, 

And  merry  Larks  are  Ploughmens  Clocks' 
When  Turtles  tread,  and  Rooks  and  Daws, 
And  Maidens  bleach  their  Summer  Smocks  ; 
The  Cuckpw  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  Married  Men ;  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cuckpw. 
Cuckpw,  Cuckpw :  0  Word  of  Fear, 
ZJnpleafing  to  a  Married  Ear* 

Winter. 

When  I/tcles  hang  by  the  Wall, 
And  Dick  the  Shepherd  blows  his  Nail; 
And  Tom  bears  Logs  into  the  Hall, 
And  Mi  Incomes  frozen  Home  in  Pail; 
When  Blood  is  nipt,  and  Ways  be  foul, 
Then  Nightly  fings  the  flaring  Owl 
Tu-whit,  to-who. 

A  merry  Notf, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  Potl 

When  all  aloud  the  Wind  doth  blow, 

And  Coughing  drowns  the  Parfons  Saw ; 
And  Birds  fit  brooding  in  the  Snow, 

And  Marrian'i  Nofc  Cooks  red  and  raw  > 
Whett 
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When  roafied  Crabs  hifs  in  the  Bowl, 
Then  nightly  Jings  the  flaring  Owly 
Tu-whit^  to-whoy 

A  merry  JVote, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  Pot. 

Arm.  The  Words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfli  after  the  Songs  of  Apollo : 
You  that  way,  we  this  way. 

4*5 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

The  End  of  the  Firji  Volume* 
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